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LONDON  has  now  gone  through  her 
intellectual  year  ;  for,  after  the  first  of 
July,  no  man  writes,  reads,  or  thinks. 
The  booksellers  stray  through  dusty 
and  deserted  shops;  authorship,  weary 
and  wasted,  coils  itself  in  its  secret 
haunts,  till  winter  shall  revive  it  to 
plumpness  and  activity  again.  Actors 
play  Clari,  Adelgitha,  and  such  other 
symptoms  of  theatrical  exhaustion  ; 
legislators  hurry  to  the  country  to  can- 
vass the  wives  of  the  men  of  corpora- 
tions, and  shoot  partridges  ;  parlia- 
ment expires  in  the  languid  impeach- 
ment of  an  Irish  judge,  and  the  bur- 
lesque puzzling  of  an  Orange  examin- 
ation ;  Canning  speaks  no  more  ;  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  brings 
out  his  budget ;  and  Brougham  talks 
— the  effect  is  irresistible  ;  and  St 
Stephens  is  emptied  of  all  who  have  ears 
to  hear.  Bond-Street  has  symptoms  of 
agricultural  produce  aspiring  between 
its  stones;  Lord  Petersham  abjures 
his  black  silk  shirt,  and  wears  a  white 
neckcloth — sign  that  the  season  is 
over  when  men  of  fashion  were  to  be 
made  envious.  Barristers  quarrel  with 
each  other  in  empty  courts ;  and  all 
Cheapside  is  transmitting  its  tepid  ele- 
gance to  steam-packets  under  weigh 
for  the  mouth  of  the  Thames. 

When  a  rise  of  ten  degrees  in  the 
thermometer  can  work  such  changes, 
who  shall  wonder  that  the  first  topic 
of  English  conversation  is  the  "  wea- 
ther?" 

If,  in  some  of  the  future  revolu- 
tions of  climate,  England  should  pos- 
sess a  settled  sky,  and  men  should  be 
accustomed  to  expect  a  summer,  pos- 
terity will  be  at  a  loss  to  conceive  the 
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cause  of  some  of  oar  public  phenome- 
na. Why  Sir  Robert  Wilson  is  as 
much  forgotten  as  if  he  had  never  ra- 
ved ;  why  no  man  alive  asks  whether 
he  is,  at  this  sultry  hour,  hiding  his 
glory  and  his  honours  in  a  cabaret  at 
Corunna,  or  cooling  his  ambition  in  a 
Portuguese  jail ; — why  common  halls 
are  vocal  no  more  with  radical  non- 
sense and  grammarless  language  ; — 
why  Huntand  Lord  Ellenborough  have 
equally  disappeared  from  the  streets, 
and  Holland  House  incubates  young 
reviewers  no  more  ; — why  the  Duke  of 
Devonshire  suddenly  saves  his  lamp- 
light, and  throws  Piccadilly  into  a 
darkness  emblematic  of  his  own  ora- 
tory ; — why  Michael  Angelo  Taylor 
vapours  no  longer  against  chancellors, 
chimney-sweepers,  and  id  genus  omne, 
bag-bearing  and  black-vestured,  &c. 
Of  all  these  wonders,  the  true  solu- 
tion is  sudden  sunshine. 

Montesquieu  was  in  the  right,  after 
all.  Men  are  made  by  the  climate. 
Their  minds  are,  like  their  bodies, 
earth  and  water ;  and  laws  and  go- 
vernment have  no  more  actual  influ- 
ence on  them,  than  on  the  copiousness 
of  cabbage- leaves,  or  the  toughness  of 
turnips. 

Why  is  the  German  a  worshipper 
of  eternal  dissertations  on  Hebrew 
roots,  and  a  propagator  of  the  muddi- 
est philosophy  on  the  dingiest  paper  ? 
Why  is  he,  par  excellence,  a  dreaming 
politician  and  a  mystic  theologue  ? 
Simply  because  he  sees  nature  through 
a  fog,  and  deepens  that  fog  with  the 
eternal  fume  of  his  own  tabacco.  Why 
is  the  Spaniard  the  most  consummate 
of  idlers,  the  most  devoted  of  lovers, 
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ami  the  most  extravagant  of  poets? 
Simply  because  he  is  the  most  sun- 
burnt of  men.  Why  is  the  Frenchman 
all  over  caprice,  feeble  and  violent,  gay 
and  gloomy, — this  month  a  worship- 
per of  the  Bourbon,  and  the  next,  si 
Diis  placeat,  un  brave  de  la  republique  ? 
Because  he  breathes  a  milder  fitful  sky, 
and  is  more  frequently  washed  from 
head  to  foot  by  the  free  bounty  of  the 
heavens,  and  dried  by  the  same  cheap 
and  summary  exsiccation,  than  any 
man  between  the  Poles.  Why  do  an 
Englishman's  doors  and  windows  shut 
close,  while  beyond  his  shores  there  is 
not  a  door  or  window  in  Europe  that 
is  not  freely  entered  and  battered 
by  shower  and  storm  ?  Why  is  he  a 
man  of  broad-cloth  and  bent  brows,  a 
lover  of  firesides  and  a  puddler  in  des- 
perate finance, — of  sullen  aspect  and 
sturdy  politics  ?  Because  it  rains  every 
month  in  the  year.  His  house  is  a 
ship,  he  must  therefore  spend  his  life 
in  caulking  and  nailing.  He  has  an 
instinctive  horror  of  a  chink  ;  he  navi- 
gates among  the  nations ;  and  he  has 
thus  become  the  most  plodding,  hu- 
mid, prosperous,  and  unhappy,  of  ani- 
mals. 

Half  of  this  year  has  been  rain.  We 
are  more  fortunate  in  our  power  of  re- 
sisting submersion  than  our  forefa- 
thers ;  in  Noah's  time,  it  rained  but 
forty  days.  Such  is  the  benefit  of  cus- 
tom. As  it  is,  however,  the  effect  of 
this  determined  irrigation  was  formi- 
dably obvious.  I  disdain  to  allude  to 
the  extinction  of  fields  and  farm-yards, 
and  the  utter  absorption  of  all  that 
once  made  the  physiognomy  of  spring. 
The  nobler  operations  of  the  mind, 
ministerial  and  opposition,  were  in  a 


state  of  such  utter  dilution,  that  scarce- 
ly a  speech  has  been  uttered  since  the 
beginning  of  the  year,  loud  or  deep 
enough  to  remind  us  of  the  existence 
of  the  legislature.  All  public  meetings 
seemed  to  have  been  soaked  away.  A 
few  rash  attempts  made  in  York,  in  a 
vain  reliance  on  waterproof  cloaks, 
umbrellas,  and  popular  irritation,  were 
visited  with  immediate  and  vindictive 
torrents ;  and,  from  the  utter  silence 
which  has  since  filled  that  region  of 
wrongs  and  oratory,  it  is  concluded 
that  the  chief  speakers,  several  of  whom 
had  long  found  it  difficult  to  keep  their 
heads  above  water,  had  fairly  gone 
down.  In  Parliament,  Mr  Canning's 
expose  of  the  Bourbons,  and  Mr  Plun- 
kett's  expose  of  himself,  were  expressly 
put  off  till  those  months  when  there 
might  be  a  hope  of  fine  weather.  On 
the  stage  nothing  had  appeared,  but  a 
play  by  Miss  Mitford,  an  extremely 
watery  production)  and  an  eastern  me- 
lodrame,  of  which  by  much  the  finest 
scenery  represented  the  bottom  of  the 
sea.  In  poetry  we  had  but  one  publi- 
cation, and  that  one  was  upon  the  de- 
luge. Thus  we  were  in  a  state  of  uni- 
versal humectation  at  home, — abroad, 
war  paused  on  the  Pyrenees,  and  car- 
ried a  barometer  instead  of  a  sword. 
In  Africa,  the  invasion  of  the  Man- 
dingoes  was  washed  back  by  an  inun- 
dation, and  Cape  Coast  Castle  preserved 
for  new  crimes  and  calentures.  Alongthe 
Zaara,  supplications  for  sunshine  were 
put  up  to  Mahomet,  through  ten  de- 
grees of  sand  and  lions ;  and,  for  the 
first  time  in  the  life  of  the  colony,  the 
settlers  in  Hottentots'  Holland  were 
wet  from  Heaven. 


English  Songs.* 


THE  English  have  been  charged  by 
foreigners  with  having  no  native  mu- 
sic. This  charge  partakes  of  the  spirit 
of  all  foreign  accusations,  and  is  part- 
ly prejudice,  and  partly  ignorance,  let 
the  impeachment  be  laid  by  whom  it 
may.  With  the  chief  portion  it  is 
rank  ignorance  ;  for  under  the  name 
of  England  they  have  included  the 
empire,  and  are  still,  in  ninety-nine 
instances  out  of  a  hundred,  to  be  told 
that  Ireland  and  Scotland  have  had  a 


music  of  their  own,  infinitely  purer, 
more  original,  and  more  touching, 
than  all  the  canzonets  and  cavatinas, 
from  the  Alps  to  Vesuvius. 

But  even  among  ourselves  there 
have  been  many  shrewd  doubts  and 
bitter  aspersions  on  the  musical  ferti- 
lity of  the  centre  of  the  island.  That 
fat  and  flourishing  district,  which  has 
supplied  the  realm  with  sovereigns  and 
merchants,  and  has  borne  away  the 
palm  in  beeves  and  battles,  from  time 


"  The  Loyal  and  National  Songs  of  England,  for  one,  two,  or  three  Voices.  Seleced 
from  original  MSS.  and  early  printed  copies  in  the  library  of  William  Kitchener,  M.D. 
London,  Hurst  and  Robinson,  1823. 
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immemorial,  lias  undoubtedly  had  oc- 
cupations more  stirring  and  engrossing 
than  those  of  the  whole  host  of  min- 
strelsy, northern  or  western.  A  great, 
busy-governing,  opulent,  prosperous, 
public-speaking,  turtle-feeding,  trade- 
loving  country,  cropped  with  parlia- 
ment men,  bishops,  and  philosophers ; 
a  huge  mart  for  all  the  nations  of  the 
earth,  a  spot  to  which  the  Virginian, 
as  he  sets  his  tobacco,  and  the  Kam- 
schatkan,  as  he  skins  his  ermine,  cast 
their  eyes  with  a  fellow-fondness  for 
the  due  return  ; — England  has  had 
other  things  to  do  with  its  sleek  and 
pursy  opulence,  or  with  its  turbulent 
and  nervous  industry,    or  with   its 
haughty  and  supreme  ambition,  than 
the  idlers  of  Italy.     She  has  paid  for 
their  music  ;   she  has  had  the  whole 
continent  quick-eared  and  open-m  outb- 
id for  her  pay.     In  the  spirit  of  poli- 
ical  economy  she  has  found  it  cheap- 
er to  import,  than  to  raise  the  commo- 
dity, and  she  has  imported  it  accor- 
lingly.  If  she  have  not  hitherto  shown 
L  Catalani  propagated  on  the  banks  of 
ihe  Thames,  or  a  Farinelli  of  indispu- 
able  Yorkshire,  it  is  because  she  has 
lot  thought  it  worth  her  while ;  or  if 
ihe  be  content  to  take  Rossini's  music 
'.t  second-hand,  or  leave  Germany  the 
lonour  of  the  only  Mozart,  it  is  be- 
ause  she  has  been  too  busy  and  too 
luch  pleased  with  settling  the  affairs 
f  the  earth,  to  think  about  the  manu- 
icture  of  composers.  Yet  England  has 
id  great  composers,  (for  the  true  esti- 
ate  is  genius,  not  volume,)  though 
ic  neither  forced  the  soil  for  them, 
yr  extinguished  her  other  products  to 
[1  the  world  with  sonatas — yes,GuE  AT 
OMPOSERS.     Some  of  these  men  are 
iown  but  by  a  few  melodies,  but 
elodies  of   the    heart,    things  pe- 
•nnis  (Evi ;  substantial  additions  to 
ic  national  treasure  of  delights ;  bold, 
itural,  and  characteristic  appeals  to 
le  natural  impulses  of  the  English 
laracter,  or  deep  and  most  touching 
isponses  to  the  pathos  of  a  people, 
hat  in  all  their  busy  life  have  as  deep 
tenderness  as  ever  sang  to  the  moon- 
ight  in  the  most  sentimental  casino  in 
ight  of  St  Marks.     The  majority  of 
;heir  songs  are,  as  they  should  be,  in 
;he  spirit  of  a  brave,  free,  and  conquer- 
.ng  nation— the  first  on  land  and  sea, 
ivith  its  heart  eminently  engaged  in 
ill  the  achievements,  and  chances  of 
-hose  whom  it  sends  to  struggle  round 
the  world.  Doctor  Kitchener  deserves 
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an  apotheosis  for  having  gathered  a 
volume  of  those  fine  records.  His 
work  comprehends  fifty-six  of  the 
most  celebrated  old  land  songs.  An- 
other volume  will  present  a  selection 
of  the  finest  in  honour  of  our  sea  glo- 
ries, and  both  will  form  a  collection 
of  singular  value  and  interest,  whether 
as  specimens  of  English  music,  or  me- 
morials of  the  predominant  feeling  of 
our  forefathers  in  their  days  of  victory 
and  patriotism. 

The  volume,  a  showy  folio,  is  pre- 
faced by  an  introduction  treating  of 
the  general  design  of  the  work.  The 
doctor  here  indulges  in  the  triumphant 
tone  of  successful  authorship.  "  The 
first  number  of  the  LOYAL  AND  NA- 
TIONAL SONGS  OF  ENGLAND  will  be 
a  sufficient  answer  to  those  who  have 
heedlessly  said,  the  English  have  no 
national  songs,  and  prove  the  proud 
fact  in  direct  contradiction,  that  no 
nation  in  the  world  has  half  so  many 
loyal,  nor  half  so  many  national  songs. 
What  country  can  boast  more  beauti- 
ful national  songs  than  God  save  the 
King,  To  arms,  Rule  Britannia,  Hearts 
of  Oak,  and  a  hundred  others  which 
are  presented  to  the  public  in  this 
work  ?"  Then  follows  a  list  of  names 
beloved  by  glee  clubs  and  the  men  of 
cathedrals,  but  eclipsed  in  our  degene- 
rate day  by  foreign  "  balladmongers." 
The  list  is  nearly  thirty  long,  and 
boasts  of  Locke,  Purcell,  Bird,  Carey, 
Leveridge,  Croft,  Green,  coming  down 
through  the  Arnes,  &c.  to  Calcott. — 
Even  among  the  modern  composers  a 
vast  number  of  works,  popular  in  their 
day,  have  been  flung  into  unmerited 
oblivion,  as  the  occasion  passed  away. 
This  is  the  natural  course  of  things. 
Victory  supersedes  victory,  and  with 
the  old  success  perishes  the  old  song. 
Party  is  trampled  under  the  heel  of 
party;  the  Tory  once  shrunk  before 
the  Whig,  and  the  Muses  were  furi- 
ously solicited  to  sing  his  discomfiture; 
the  Whig  changed  his  principles,  grew 
contemptible,  and  lost  the  favour  at 
once  of  the  nation,  and  of  Parnassus. 
Honest  men  eschewed  the  name,  and 
good  poets  scorned  to  give  an  eleemo- 
synary stanza  to  its  manes.  Toryism 
rose  for  the  honour  of  common  sense, 
and  the  good  of  the  country ;  and  if  it 
has  hitherto  been  tardy  in  cementing 
its  constitutional  supremacy  by  its 
harmonic  captivations,  yet,  as  all  the 
songs  in  honour  of  English  honour, 
loyalty,  and  glory,  are  palpably  but 
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Toryism  set  to  music,  it  is  still  at  the 
head  of  affairs  in  Helicon,  without 
costing  itself  an  additional  stave.  Our 
musicians  have  not  been  idle.  The 
complete  published  works  of  the  Eng- 
lish composers  fill  two  hundred  andjifty 
folio  volumes  ;  and  we  venture  to  pre- 
dict, that  the  doctor's  sale,  serus  in 
coelum,  will  be  the  choicest  compila- 
tion of  black-letter*  melody  that  has 
been  committed  to  the  eloquence  and 
the  hammer  of  a  Christie,  or  an  Evans, 
since  Queen  Elizabeth  played  upon 
the  virginals. 

This  collection  is  attended  with 
all  imaginable  advantages  for  all  kinds 
of  professors  and  performers.  Regu- 
lar scores  for  the  scientific ;  simple 
basses  for  the  novice;  in  brief,  all 
the  cunning  of  counterpoint  display- 
ed in  all  its  charms.  The  introduc- 
tion discusses  a  question  which  had 
lately  excited  infinite  curiosity  among 
the  cognoscenti,  and  been  the  unhappy 
parent  of  a  thick  quarto — the  true  his- 
tory of  God  save  the  King'.  The  quarto 
had  decided  that  Doctor  John  Bull  was 
the  composer.  No  man  will  deny  that 
the  song,  if  it  ever  had  a  composer  at 
all,  ought  to  have  had  one  bearing  this 
name.  But  see  "  how  a  plain  tale  puts 
down"  a  happy  theory.  In  all  the  vo- 
lumes left  by  the  doctor,  and  they  are 
many  and  mighty,  there  is  not  a  bar 
of  the  great  symbol  of  loyalty. 

"  It  is  recorded  in  page  205  of  Ward's 
Lives  of  the  Gresham  Professors,  that 
one  of  Doctor  John  Bull's  books  con- 
tained a  composition  of  his,  which  he 
entitled  '  God  save  the  King-e.'  The 
editor  has  the  volume  in  his  posses- 
sion, and  in  it  there  is  indubitably  a 
God  save  the  King,  pressed  into  juxta- 
position with  a  Fantarin,  Felix  qf- 
fertorium,  a  Levez  vous  Cceur,  and  a 
Philis  heft  myn  hcrt  Gestoolen;  but 
this  associate  of  love  and  piety,  Latin, 
French,  and  Dutch,  is  no  more  like 
the  true,  than  the  Doctor  to  Hercules. 
In  the  present  publication,  the  work 
of  Bull  is  not  only  made  visible,  but 
brought,  by  the  industry  of  Mr  Ed- 
ward Jones,  the  King's  bard,  into  a 
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form  accessible  to  our  modern  perfor- 
mers, who  would  have  been  formidably 
repelled  by  its  six-line  staves,  and  its 
merciless  variety  of  cleffs.    This  com- 
position is  "  merely  a  ground  or  volun- 
tary for  the  organ,  of  the  four  notes, 
C,  G,  F,  E,  with  twenty -six  different 
basses !"   and,   as  the  editor  pledges 
himself,  "  is  no  more  like  them  now 
sung,  than  a  frog  is  like  an  ox."  The 
editor's  contemptuous   conviction  is, 
"  that  there  is  no  other  than  mere 
hearsay  evidence  or  vague  conjecture, 
as  to  the  composer  or  the  time  of  this 
anthem,  nor  any  proof  that  the  words 
or  the  music  of  God  save  the  King,  as 
now  sung,  had  been  either  seen  or 
heard    previously  to   October    1745, 
when  it  was  published  in  the  Gentle- 
man's Magazine.  In  the  table  of  con- 
tents prefixed  to  that  month's  maga 
zirie,  it  is  styled,  '  God  save  our  Lore 
the  King,  a  new  song.' " — This  is  pow 
erful  authority,  but  it  has  not  altoge- 
ther cured  the  world  of  scepticism 
and  no  subject  can  be  worthier  of  th 
summer    consideration   of  my   Lor 
Aberdeen  and  the  Antiquarian  Socie 
ty.  In  addition  to  this  preface,  curiou 
little  notices  of  the  principal  songs  ar 
given,  and  the  work,  in  general,  is 
capital  specimen  of  musical  publica 
tion. 

The  names  of  the  songs  are  a  tre» 
sure  of   loyalty   in   themselves,   tl 
sound  of  a  trumpet  to  the  ear  of  £ 
lovers  of  the  Catch-club  and  the  co- 
stitution.     The  praises,  healths,  aj. 
prosperities  of  monarchy,  take,  as  tfr 
ought,  the  first  place ;  and  we  ha^ 
including  "  God  save  the  King"  tw; 
over,  a  whole  succession  of  kingly  it 
lodies,  in  all  the  forms  of  song,  gli 
catch,  and  chorus.     We  have  th, 
"  Long  live  the  King,  composed  r 
Handel,  in  1745,"  for  the  Gentlem 
Volunteers  of  the  City  of  Lond< 
The  words  are  true,  honest,  straigl 
forward  allegiance,  and  such  as  mig 
bring  discomfiture  to  the  heart  of  a 
Whig,  even  in  our  day  of  rebellio 
politics  and  romantic  poetry.  Ex.  G 


f(  Stand  round,  my  brave  boys, 
With  heart  and  with  voice, 

And  all  in  full  chorus  agree ; 
We'll  fight  for  our  King, 
And  as  loyally  sing, 

And  let  all  the  world  know  vTe'll  be  free. 
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«  The  rebels  shall  fly, 

As  with  shouts  we  draw  nigh, 

And  Echo  shall  Victory  ring  ; 
Then  safe  from  alarms, 
We'll  rest  on  our  arms, 

And  chorus  it,  '  Long  live  the  King  !'  " 

This  is  poetry  to  the  purpose,— -no  "  Long  live  Great  George,"  (Dr 

rambling  about  groves  and  doves,  lips  Boyce,  1730.) 

and  sips;  no  raving  about  sobs  and  sun-  "  God  preserve  his  Majesty,"  (Dr 

flowers,  and  "  victory's  moon ;"  but  Blow,  1699.) 

proper  words  in  proper  places,  and  It  is  painful  to  pass  over  the  poetry 

adapted  to  the  capacity  of  volunteers,  which  gave  force  to  those  fine  melo- 

The  whole  corporation  of  the  Pier  ides  dies.   But  Here's  a  health  to  our  King 

could  not  have  done  it  better.  has  an  irresistible  claim  on  our  com- 

This  is  followed  by  a  long  and  wor-  memoration,  from  its  having  been  a 

thy  list  of  favourite  of  Swift,  a  name  "  unmusi- 

"  Great  George  is  King,"  (1745.)  cal  to  Volscian  ears."     The  poetry  is 

"  Here's  a  health   to  our   King,"  first-rate  in  its  style. 
(1700.) 

"  Here's  a  health  to  the  King, 

And  a  lasting  peace  ; 

May  the  factious  (the  Whigs)  be  hanged, 

And  Discord  cease  ! 

"  Come,  let  us  drink  it  while  we've  breath, 
For  there's  no  drinking  after  death  ; 
And  he  that  will  this  health  deny, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie. 
Down,  down,  down,  down  !  (ad  libitum.} 

Yet  it  has  competitors,  and  Dr  Blow's  renowned  catch  may  rely  on  immor- 
tality, if  such  can  be  gained  by  pithiness  of  conclusion. 

"  God  preserve  his  Majesty, 
And  for  ever  send  him  victory, 
And  confound  all  his  enemies  ! 
— TAKE  OFF  YOUR  HOCK,  SIR!— 
— Amen  !" — 

No.  11.,  written  in  1700,  has  all  the  merits  of  the  Augustan  era.  It  is  true, 
terse,  triumphant,  and  Toryish. 

"  Here's  a  health  to  the  King,  who  has  said  from  his  throne, 
That  his  heart  is  true  English,  as  well  as  our  own. 

"  And  the  Church,  fixed  by  law,  is  resolved  to  maintain 
Through  the  course  of  his  life,  and  the  course  of  his  reign. 

"  Thus  we  need  not  to  fear  any  danger  to  come, 

While  our  arms  rule  abroad,  and  our  King  reigns  at  home." 

But  Harrington's  Round  distances  all  the  rest.  The  sentiment  is  as  old  as 
the  days  of  Alfred,  and  the  phraseology  was  probably  copied  from  the  Runic. 
It  is  the  true  sublime. 

"  A  Toast  for  the  Enemies  of  Old  England. 

"  Cobweb  breeches,  hedgehog  saddles, 

Jolting  horses,  stony  roads, 

And  tedious  marches,  (in  (sternum,'") 
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The  volume  must  now  be  left  to  its  triumph,  but  a  parting  glance  will  fall 
from  time  to  time  on  some  fragment  of  touching  and  resistless  captivation. 
What  can  be  more  native  than  the  fine  naval  contempt  of  the  beginning  of 
"  Fight  on,  my  boys"  ? 

"  Ye  rakes  and  ye  beaus,  that  wear  the  red  clothes, 
Come  fight  for  your  country,  and  conquer  your  foes ; 
For  the  old  British  tars,  they  never  fear'd  wars ; 
So  fight  on,  my  boys,  we  shall  beat  them,"  &c. 

The  close  of  Jeremy  Clarke's  (1700)  Song  on  "  St  George/'  is  worthy  of  a 
Greek  epigram. 

"  All  the  world  can't  shew  the  like  Saint. 
All  the  sacrifice  that  we  expend, 
Is  to  drink  fair,  and  to  deal  square, 
And  to  love  our  friend." 

No.  43. — "  Come,  my  lads,"  should  stand  beside  it  in  the  Anthologia.  It 
was  written  on  a  Spanish  war. 

<f  Who  cares  a  puff  for  France  and  Spain, 

Soup  maigre  in  alliance  ! 
They'll  soon  be  hang'd,  as  cross  the  main  ; 

We  give  them  bold  defiance. 

"  The  Monsieurs  want  some  English  beef; 

Some  pudding  would  delight  them  ; 
We'll  fill  their  bellies,  ease  their  grief; 

And  afterwards  we'll  fight  them." 

This  is  incomparably  British  ;  at  once  brave  and  benevolent,  contemptuous 
and  charitable.  The  idea  of  first  feeding  and  then  killing,  could  not  have  oc- 
curred to  any  other  than  a  great  nation,  equally  beef-eating  and  belligerent ; 
the  spirit  of  agriculture  and  ambition  could  go  no  farther. 

The  praise  of  beef  is,  however,  a  subject  at  once  so  national  and  individual, 
that  we  are  surprised  at  the  editor's  moderation,  (to  give  it  no  more  invidious 
name,)  in  limiting  the  glories  of  the  matchless  nutriment  of  British  heroism 
to  a  single  song.  That  one  is,  however,  an  apotheosis — The  renowned  "  Roast 
Beef  of  Old  England,"  (Leveridge,  1730.)  The  words  have  all  the  grace  of 
fiction,  and  all  the  accuracy  of  history. 

"  King  Edward  the  Third,  for  his  courage  renown'd, 
His  son,  at  sixteen,  who  with  laurels  was  crown'd, 
Ate  beef  with  their  armies,  so  never  gave  ground  !— 
Oh  the  roast  beef  of  Old  England,  &c. 

"  The  Henrys,  so  famous  in  story  of  old, 
The  Fifth  conquer'd  France,  and  the  Seventh,  we're  told, 
Establish'd  a  band,  to  eat  beef  and  look  bold. 
Oh  the  roast  beef,  &c. 

"  When  good  Queen  Elizabeth  sat  on  the  throne, 
Ere  coffee  and  tea,  and  such  slip  slop,  were  known, 
The  world  was  in  terror,  if  e'er  she  did  frown. 
Oh  the  roast  beef,"  &c. 

The  fortunate  celebrity  of  the  song  almost  prohibits  quotation ;  and  the 
Laus  Kitchcneri  must  close ;  yet  the  "  British  Grenadiers '  "  detains  the  spi- 
rit still,"  and  the  reader  shall  have  the  parting  delight  of  a  few  couplets  from 
a  composition  whose  mythology  and  music  might  have  given  new  ardour  to 
the  troops  of  Leonidas,  or  reversed  the  fates  of  Chseronea.  It  is  Greek  in  the 
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highest  degree,  and  breathes  of  a  scholarship  that  must  have  made  the  author 
a  phenomenon  in  the  Guards. 

The  British  Grenadiers. 

"  Some  talk  of  Alexander,  and  some  of  Hercules, 
Of  Conon  and  Lysander,  and  some  Miltiades, 
But  of  all  the  world's  brave  heroes,  there's  none  that  can  compare, 
With  a  tow  row,  row,  row,  row,  row,  to  the  British  Grenadiers. 
Chorus— But  of  all,  &c. 

None  of  your  ancient  heroes  e'er  saw  a  cannon-ball, 
Or  knew  the  force  of  powder,  to  slay  their  foes  withall ; 
But  our  brave  boys  do  know  it,  and  banish  all  their  fears, 
With  a  tow  row,  row,  row,  row,  the  British  Grenadiers. 
But  our  brave,  &c. 

Whene'er  we  are  commanded  to  storm  the  palisades, 
Our  leaders  march  with  fusees,  and  we  with  hand-grenades, 
We  throw  them  from  the  glacis  about  our  enemies'  ears, 
With  a  tow  row,  row,  row,  row,  the  British  Grenadiers. 
We  throw  them,  &c. 

The  God  of  War  was  pleased,  and  great  Bellona  smiles, 
To  see  these  noble  heroes  of  our  British  isles ; 
And  all  the  Gods  celestial,  descending  from  their  spheres, 
Behold  with  admiration  the  British  grenadiers. 

And  all  the  Gods  celestial,  &c. 

Then  let  us  crown  a  bumper,  and  drink  success  to  those 
Who  carry  caps  and  pouches,  and  wear  the  louped  clothes ; 
May  they  and  their  commanders  live  happy  all  their  years, 
With  a  tow  row,  row,  row,  row,  to  the  British  Grenadiers  ! 
May  they  and  their  commanders,"  &c. 

It  is  almost  superfluous  to  say,  that  Nassau,  or  the  innumerable  "  God 
those  words  are  set  to  the  most  animated  Save  the  Kings,"  "  Electors,"  Empe- 
and  manly  melodies.  The  vigour  of  the  rors,"  &c."  flooding  out  yearly  from 
verse  implies  it.  Though  excellence  of  the  German  school,  to  our  noble  me- 
all  music  is  its  appropriateness,  no  man  lody  ?  The  old  English  composers  have 
will  suppose  that  words  like  these  are  fully  established  their  claim  to  distinc- 
conveyedtotheearsof  the  earth  in  Sfe"-  tion;  and  when  Doctor  Kitchener,  in 
lianas  and  affetuosos.  But  for  boldness,  the  fulness  of  years  and  publication, 
loftiness,  and  a  direct  connexion  of  shall  descend  to  the  elysium  of  paint- 
energy  of  sound,  with  energy  of  sense,  ers,  poets,  and  musicians,  we  predict 
they  certainly  have  no  superiors  in  the  that  the  shades  of  Blow  and  Green, 
whole  chronology  of  music.  All  the  Purcell  and  Leveridge,  will  be  waiting 
continent  has  been  labouring  to  pro-  at  the  entrance,  deputed  to  lead  him  to 
duce  a  God  save  the  King,  and  all  its  the  softest  seat,  and  overwhelm  his 
efforts  have  failed.  What  are  the  brows  with  the  greenest  laurel. 
Vive  Henri  Quatre,  the  Wilhelmus  von 

"  At  dubium  est,  habitare  Deum  sub  pectore  nostro  ? 
In  ccelumque  redire  animas,  cceloque  venire  ? 
Utque  sit  ex  omni  constructus  corpore  mundus, 
yEtheris  atque  ignis  sumtr.i,  terraeque,  marisque, 
Spiritum  et  in  toto  rapidum  qui  jussa,"  &c. 
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TJie  Exhibition  at 

IN  this  age  of  absurd  scepticism,  it 
has  become  the  fashion  to  doubt  the 
value  of  Exhibitions,  as  auxiliaries  to 
the  progress  of  the  Arts.  But  we 
should  first  doubt  the  value  of  com- 
petition, of  publicity,  of  purchase,  of 
the  comparison  of  styles,  of  public 
criticism,  and  of  the  assurance  of  a 
fair  trial  of  merits.  An  exhibition  on 
the  scale  of  that  at  Somerset-House 
comprehends  all  those  advantages ; 
and  to  its  annual  display  may  be  at- 
tributed at  once  the  increased  popular 
feeling  for  the  Fine  Arts,  and  the  in- 
creased general  excellence  of  the  Bri- 
tish School.  Exhibitions  do  not  cre- 
ate genius  ;  but  they  cherish  it ;  they 
give  it  the  immediate  power  of  attract- 
ing the  public  eye ;  they  render  it  su- 
perior to  cabal,  and  place  in  the  first 
rank  the  man  who  deserves  to  stand 
in  the  first  rank,  without  delay,  and 
without  difficulty.  The  English  School 
has  now  thrown  all  those  of  the  con- 
tinent altogether  out  of  competition. 
The  French  is  learned,  accurate,  la- 
borious, and  meagre ;  the  Italian,  dry, 
loose,  and  feeble  ;  the  German,  a 
compound  of  the  French  and  Italian  ; 
the  English,  in  its  vigour  and  simpli- 
city of  conception,  its  adherence  to  • 
nature,  and  its  command  of  colouring, 
has  had  no  superior  since  the  days  of 
Titian. 

In  the  present  Exhibition,  there 
are  about  a  thousand  pictures.  The 
great  majority  are  portraits.  These 
are,  of  course,  almost  beyond  observa- 
tion. Of  the  others,  I  mention  only 
those  which  catch  the  general  eye. 

No.  21. — The  Solar  System,  by 
Howard.  This  artist  has  distinguish- 
ed himself  by  the  study  of  the  more 
fanciful  parts  of  fable,  ancient  and 
modern.  His  Pleiades,  a  delicious 
composition,  first  brought  him  into 
notice ;  and  he  seems  never  to  have 
exceeded  that  early  effort.  His  Solar 
System  represents  the  planets  by  male 
and  female  figures,  floating  in  a  circle 
round  Phoebus,  and  drawing  light  in 
urns  from  the  Sun.  The  conception 
is  from  Milton, 

"  Hither,  as  to  their  fountain,  other  stars 
Repairing,  in  their  golden  urns  draw  light." 
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But  the  execution,  partially  beautiful, 
is  partially  embarrassed  and  unnatu- 
ral. Phoebus  sits  in  the  centre,  touch- 
ing his  lyre,  but  with  the  face  of  a  fat 
milkmaid.  The  Sun  is  by  his  side,  a 
clumsy  reservoir  of  light ;  and  the 
floating  gatherers  of  the  radiance  seem 
perplexed  between  the  double  service 
of  filling  their  urns,  and  sailing  round 
their  ring.  The  Sun  lies  beside  Phoe- 
bus, like  a  beer-barrel.  Light  and 
the  God  of  Light  should  not  have 
been  disjoined. 

No.  22. — -The  Dawn,  by  Fuseli. 
The  subject  is  suggested  by  the  lines 
in  Lycidas, 

"  Under  the  opening  eye-lids  of  the  morn, 
What  time  the  gray  fly  winds  her  sultry 

horn." 

A  youth  is  asleep  on  the  foreground. 
The  air  is  filled  with  rolling  mists ; 
the  grass  is  deep  and  dewy ;  a  long 
pyramidal  flash  of  pale  purple  shoots 
up  from  the  verge  of  the  horizon. 
The  youth  is  profoundly  asleep,  and 
the  general  expression  of  the  picture 
is  touching  and  true. 

No.  34. — John  Knox  remonstrating 
with  Queen  Mary  on  her  intended  mar- 
riage with  Darnley. 

This  is  one  of  the  most  spirited  pic- 
tures in  the  room.  Knox,  with  the 
Bible  in  his  hand,  and  in  an  action  of 
great  force,  bends  towards  the  Queen. 
His  countenance  is  remonstrative  and 
imperious.  At  the  opposite  side  of 
the  picture  stands  Erskine,  leaning 
over  Mary  in  an  attitude  of  concilia- 
tion. Mary  sits  at  a  table,  with  her 
head  supported  by  her  hand.  She  is 
in  tears,  and  the  youthful  freshness  of 
her  countenance  forms  a  striking  con- 
trast to  the  withered  and  acrid  phy- 
siognomy of  her  persecutor.  But 
Mary's  face  is  the  chief  failure  of  the 
picture.  It  altogether  wants  the  ro- 
mantic and  lofty  beauty  that  tradition 
has  given  to  the  Queen.  The  breadth 
of  the  cheek  is  rustic  and  heavy,  and 
the  colour  is  neither  the  flush  of  in- 
dignation, nor  the  florulness  of  early 
beauty.*  The  details  of  the  furniture 
and  architecture  are  minute  and  ac- 
curate ;  but  the  subject  is,  on  the 
whole,  repulsive.  Mary's  sufferings 


*  Such  is  our  correspondent's  opinion,  and  much  may  be  said  on  both  sides.  Our 
own  opinion  is,  that  Allan  is  right  throughout — that  he  has  made  her  cheek-bones  broad, 
because  she  was  a  Scottish  Beauty^  and  because  coins  (better  authority  than  vague  tra- 
dition) give  Mary  the  characteristic  outlines  of  her  country's  physiognomy — and  that 
Allan  has  not  painted  the  Queen  as  in  the  full  glow  of  natural  passion,  simply  because 
he  had  adopted  Dr  M'Crie's  belief,  that,  throughout  the  whole  of  this  scene  with  Knox, 
she  was  nciuig  a  part.  The  picture  of  Archbishop  Sharpe's  death,  however,  is  still  the 
best  that  ha*  been  painted  from  the  History  of  Scotland.  C.  N. 
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are  less  forgotten  than  her  errors,  if 
she  had  any  errors  beyond  those  of 
inexperience,  and  the  natural  im- 
pulses of  a  confiding  and  loving  heart. 

The  Scotch  Novels  have  made  the 
Covenanters  distasteful  to  the  multi- 
tude, and,  sincere  as  they  might  have 
been  in  their  conventicles,  the  art- 
ist should  look  to  other  times  and 
men  for  the  most  popular  exercise  of 
his  genius.  The  days  of  Scottish  mag- 
nificence and  chivalry,  her  court  ce- 
lebrations, her  huntings  through  her 
picturesque  and  mountainous  districts, 
the  adventures  of  the  Bruce,  the  Wal- 
lace, and  the  Montrose,  offer  a  suc- 
cession of  subjects  of  the  richest  cha- 
racter to  an  aspiring  national  artist. 
The  world  are  weary  of  the  bitter  mix- 
ture of  politics  and  religion. 

No.  78.— Portrait  of  the  Duke  of 
York,  by  Phillips.— The  Duke  is 
painted  in  the  full  robes  of  knight- 
hood, the  likeness  is  striking,  and  the 
arrangement  of  the  robes  at  once  state- 
ly and  graceful.  Phillips  is  one  of  our 
first  colourists,  and  he  has  exhibited 
all  his  powers  on  this  picture. 

No.  131. — Portrait  of  the  Duke  of 
York,  by  Wilkie. — This  picture  is  of 
the  Cabinet  size.  The  Duke  is  look- 
ing over  some  papers.  The  light  is 
thrown  from  a  window  behind  the  fi- 
gure, and  the  Duke's  costume,  and  the 
furniture  of  the  apartment,  are  admi- 
rably treated.  Bui  the  face  has  es- 
caped Wilkie,  and  tho  resemblance  is 
lost  in  a  mass  of  a  heavy  and  feature- 
less shade. 

No.  151. — Arthur  Lord  Capd  de- 
fending Colchester,  in  1648,  by  Coo- 
per.— This  artist  has  obtained  repu- 
tation by  painting  battle-pieces  of  ca- 
valry. He  has  spirit  and  general  fi- 
delity to  nature  and  costume.  But  if 
he  be  emulous  of  the  fame  of  Wou- 
vermans,  he  must  follow  him  in  the 
selection  of  a  noble  and  generous  class 
of  the  horse.  Cooper's  horses  are,  al- 
most without  exception,  the  rudest 
models  of  their  kind  ;  the  short  hack- 
ney, or  the  rough  and  crabbed  moun- 
tain horse,  with  more  vice  than  blood, 
and  more  hair  than  sinew.  His  hea- 
vier chargers  are  mere  dray-horses.  In 
this  picture  his  knights  are  stately, 
though  clumsily  mounted,  and  the  at- 
tempt to  express  the  stirring  business 
of  the  time  is  nearly  a  failure.  His 
battle  has  the  composure  and  gravity 
of  a  pageant. 

No.  196. — Comus,  with  the  Lady  in 
the  enchanted  chair,  by  Hilton. — The 
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Enchanter  is  offering  the  cup,  the  la- 
dy shrinks  from  him,  and  a  ^vvhole 
host  of  fauns  and  satyrs  yire  gambol- 
ling round  them  both.  This  picture  is 
inferior  to  the  Una  of  the  same  artist, 
though  the  manner  is  remarkably  and 
injudiciously  similar.  The  lady  is  a 
feeble  and  heavy  figure,  with  a  counte- 
nance totally  the  reverse  of  captiva- 
ting. Comus  is  colossal,  and  thrown 
in  to  an  attitude  of  awkwardness  and  dis- 
tortion. But  the  surrounding  groups 
are  highly  animated,  their  general  co- 
louring luxuriant,  and  the  depths  and 
green  alleys  of  the  forest  painted  with 
a  rich  and  verdurous  beauty. 

No.  261. — L'lmprovisatrice,  by  Pic- 
kersgill ; — Arising  artist  who  seems  to 
possess  a  peculiarly  fine  conception  of 
female  loveliness,  one  of  the  rarest  fa- 
culties of  painting.  The  poetess  is 
young  and  handsome,  her  dress  is  Ita- 
lian, her  hand  is  resting  on  a  guitar, 
and  her  large  eye  and  glowing  counte- 
nance, fixed  upon  a  brilliant  southern 
sky,  are  full  of  inspiration. 

No.  272. — Shakespeare's  Jubilee; 
with  portraits  of  the  performers  of  Co- 
vent-Garden,  by  Sharp. — This  pic- 
ture represents  its  groups  forming  a 
procession  to  the  temple  of  Shake- 
speare. The  arrangement  is  tasteful. 
But  the  merit  of  a  work  of  this  kind 
is  to  be  looked  for  in  the  fidelity  of  the 
likenesses ;  and  here  lies  the  weakness 
of  the  picture.  The  portraits  are  trace- 
able in  general  with  difficulty,  and  in 
some  instances  they  completely  evade 
the  eye. 

No.  135.—  The  Parish  Beadle*  by 
Wilkie. — The  Beadle  is  arresting  an 
Italian  boy  with  a  monkey ;  the  whole 
family  of  adventurers  are  /following 
him  in  great  indignation ;  tH/father, 
a  pale,  nervous,  strong-featured  gipsy, 
is  on  the  point  of  attacking  the  Beadle; 
the  mother  is  in  the  full  tide  of  scold- 
ing. A  youth  behind  leads  their  bear  ; 
two  boys  of  the  rabble  hooting  at  the 
Italians,  complete  the  group.  Wilkie 
has  done  nothing  since  his  Rent-day, 
superior  to  this  picture.  The  story  is 
told  with  perfect  clearness,  the  charac- 
ters are  fully  sustained,  and  the  co- 
louring is  probably  the  happiest  effort 
of  his  pencil. 

Canova's  Danzatrice  is  the  princi- 
pal sculpture,  and  is  unworthy  of  his 
name ;  it  curiously  combines  the  vul- 
garity of  a  rustic,  and  the  affectation 
of  an  opera  girl. 

Haydons    misfortunes    have    been 
B 
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made  so  public,  that  there  is  no  inde- 
licacy in  the  topic.     It  directly  arose 
from  two  th'^gs :  his  idle  scorn  of  fol- 
lowing the  common  courses  of  his  pro- 
fession, and  his  determination  to  paint 
only  Scripture-pieces,  and  those  on  the 
most    colossal    and    hazardous    scale. 
Much  may  be  forgiven  to  the  errors  of 
an  ambitious  spirit,  resolved  on  free- 
ing itself  from  what  had  been,  however 
childishly,  called  the  degradation  of  its 
art.      But  cooler   sense   would    have 
taught  him,  that  exclusively  to  paint 
subjects,  for  which  none  but  cathe- 
drals and  churches  could  be  purcha- 
sers, and  which,  from  the  custom  of  the 
country,  neither  would  purchase,  was 
a  hazardous  speculation.      The  mere 
size  of  his  pictures  puts  them  beyond 
all  hope  of  admission  into  private  col- 
lections ;  for  what  could  be  done  with 
three  or  four  hundred  square  feet  of 
canvas,  covered  with  whatever  majes- 
ty of  prophet  or  apostle  ?     Even  if  he 
must  paint  Scripture-pieces,  his  choice 
of  subjects  was  injudicious.  The  New 
Testament  was  his  selected  field.    But 
the  character  of  the  New  Testament  is 
beyond  the  power  of  painting.     The 
highest  grandeur  clothed  in  the  most 
extreme  simplicity ;  prophets  and  apos- 
tles wearing  the  aspect  of  fishermen 
and  peasants.  All  magnificence  of  mind 
under  all  humility  of  body,  even  a  Dei- 
ty veiling  himself  under  the  semblance 
of  a  harassed  and  outcast  man,  are  all 
beyond  the  reach  of  an  art  which  speaks 
only  to  the  eye.    No  force  of  the  pen- 
cil can  make,  or  ought  to  make,  those 
beings  look  otherwise  than  men,  whom 
we  yet  know  to  be  more.     The  nearer 
the  painting  is  to  probability,  the  far- 
ther it  is  from  reality.     The  little  ar- 
tifices of  haloes  and  glories  round  saint- 
ly and  divine  heads,  are  at  once  repul- 
sive to  truth,  and  evidences  of  the  con- 
scious inability  of  painting.  Yet  these 
unconquerable  disadvantages  Haydon 
undertook  to  combat,  and  to  combat 
with  the  addition  of  a  difficulty  en- 
tirely his  own.  He  conceived  for  him- 
self a  head  of  the  Saviour,  repugnant 
to  all  those  fine  imaginations  of  the 
Italian  school  which  had  already  esta- 
blished the  countenance.     The  result 
was  total,  undeniable  failure.  For  the 
combined  loftiness  and  suavity,  the 
mild   superiority,  and   the  dignified 
sorrow,  that  alternately  predominated 
in  the  pictures  of  Raphael,  Corregio, 
and  Guido,  he  gave  us  a  head  model- 
led on   some  fantastic  conception  of 
craniology,  and  a  visage  as  dull  as  a 
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mathematician's.  The  counttnance  in 
which  the  first  painters  in  the  world 
had  given  their  finest  impression  of 
the  united  nature  of  God  and  man, 
and  which  had  become  by  habit  iden- 
tified with  the  name,  was  profaned  ; 
and  a  heavy  and  repulsive  physiogno- 
my substituted  for  the  features  of 
manly  beauty  and  celestial  virtue. 
This  palpable  fault  degraded  his  pic- 
ture of  the  Entry  into  Jerusalem,  a 
work  of  great  design,  and  vigorous 
execution.  The  physiognomy  of  the 
principal  figure  was  fatal  to  the  popu- 
larity of  the  powerful  groups  that 
filled  the  canvas ;  and  piety  and  taste 
alike  turned  away. 

If  Haydon  had  selected  the  Old  Tes- 
tament, he  might  have  found  the  con- 
genial field  for  his  boldness,  originali- 
ty, and  breadth  of  design.  The  He- 
brew kings  and  warriors,  the  gorge- 
ous ceremonials  of  the  Hebrew  rituals, 
the  mighty  events  of  a  history  illus- 
trated by  human  pomps  and  divine 
glories,  the  united  crownings  and  con- 
secrations, the  magnificence  of  Per- 
sia, Egypt,  and  India,  in  the  midst  of 
the  scenery  of  Palestine,  the  perpetual 
miracles,  the  intercourse  of  men  and 
angels,  the  ascent  to  heaven,  have  all 
formed  the  most  sublime  efforts  of 
the  pencil.  They  all  address  the  eye. 
Where  there  is  grandeur  of  purpose, 
there  is  grandeur  of  person.  Acts  wor- 
thy of  kings  and  prophets  are  done  in 
palaces,  or  in  the  presence  of  classes 
and  companies  of  magnificent  shapes, 
mortal  or  immortal,  that  relieve  the 
mind  from  all  doubt  of  the  nobleness 
of  the  agent,  and  invest  him  with  a 
magnificence  suitable  to  the  minister 
of  God,  or  the  ruler  of  nations. 

Hawlon  has  petitioned  the  House 
of  Commons  to  extend  its  patronage 
to  History-painting.  One  of  the  ob- 
jects of  this  petition  may  have  been 
to  bring  his  case  before  the  country. 
It  is  to  be  hoped  that  this  object  will 
not  be  disappointed,  and  that  a  man 
of  his  ability  will  not  be  suffered  to 
linger  under  the  depression  of  hope- 
less ill  fortune.  But  when  Haydon 
shall  re-appear,  he  must  altogether 
change  his  conception  of  the  way  to 
fame.  He  must  be  undone,  or  listen 
to  the  advice  which  tells  him,  that  no 
individual  can  triumph  by  resisting 
the  taste  of  a  civilized  age ;  that  if  he 
expect  to  sell  his  pictures,  he  must  re- 
strict them  to  the  size  of  sale  ;  that  if 
he  will  live  by  the  public  favour,  he 
must  consult  the  public  taste  in  the 
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choice  of  his  subjects ;  and  that  if  his 
patrons  are  weary  of  historical  pic- 
tures,, he  must,,  like  Lawrence,  and 
Phillips,  and  Shee,  or  like  Rubens 
and  Rembrandt,  occasionally  stoop  to 
paint  portraits.  He  is  a  man  of  ta- 
lents, from  which  much  may  be  hoped 
for  still.  The  severity  of  his  present 
lesson,  however  to  be  regretted,  may 
have  the  advantage  of  forcing  on  him 
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the  salutary  conclusion,  that  his  past 
progress  has  been  constructed  upon 
erroneous  principles ;  and  if  the  hour 
that  sends  him  among  thcrworld  again 
shall  send  him  out  as  a  new  man,  to 
commence  a  new  career,  young  with 
the  experience  of  years,  and  vigorous 
from  the  excitement  of  new  hope,  he 
may  yet  rejoice  in  his  temporary  ca- 
lamity, and  do  honour  to  his  age. 
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THERE  is  some  old  and  absurd  at- 
traction in  all  that  relates  to  Spain. 
Nous  Anglois  talk  of  it  in  a  universal 
spirit  of  romance;  and  it  is  the  only 
topic  on  which  we  do  not  ridicule  and 
scorn  romance  in  word  and  deed.  But, 
something  mingled  of  Moor  and  Chris- 
tian chivalry,  as  theorbos  touched  to 
Sultanas,  and  bowers  and  alcoves  fret- 
ted over  with  Arabesques  and  Saracen 
poetry,  the  remnants  of  the  manners 
of  a  brilliant,  fierce,  jewelled,  and 
mailed  people  haunt  our  imaginations ; 
and  it  is  thenceforth  allowed  and  al- 
lowable for  every  man  to  be  an  enthu- 
siast for  Spain,  for  its  beauty  and  va- 
lour, gallantry  and  guitars,  the  lux- 
uriance of  its  valleys,  and  the  proud 
brows  of  its  sierras,  provided  he  has 
never  been  within  the  borders  of  the 
land.  Romance  in  an  actual  traveller  is 
beyond  all  mercy.  In  our  closets,  and 
with  a  volume  of  Gongora  or  Calderon 
on  the  table,  we  may  be  forgiven  for 
the  folly  of  dreaming  the  Spaniard  of 
the  19th  century  into  the  bard,  the 
hero,  and  the  enthusiast  of  the  15th. 
But  the  testimony  of  the  eye  should 
be  fatal;  and  he  who  resists  it  is 
equally  desperate  of  cure  and  pardon. 
The  Spanish  war  is  already  extinguish- 
ed, cast  away,  gone  down  with  its 
whole  revolutionary  cargo.  But  some 
pamphlets  have  been  brought  out  by 
it,  descriptive  of  features  and  adven- 
tures that  deserve  to  survive  the  Cortes, 
their  Constitution,  and  their  burlesque 
war.  One  of  these  gives  a  few  cu- 
rious details  of  the  frontier,  when 
the  French  kept  watch,  during  the 
past  year,  over  the  plague  and  the  re- 
volution together.  The  writer,  Thiers, 
is  a  Frenchman,  and  is  what  would 
once  have  been  a  philosopher,  and 
would  have  been  worshipped  in  the 
Pantheon,  but  that  fashion  has  passed 
away,  "  nous  avons  change  tout  cela ;" 
and  M.  Thiers  is  now  a  respecter  of 


the  rights  of  independent  nations,  and 
swears  by  Monarchy  and  la  Charte. 
His  work  is  written  with  some  inge- 
nuity, with  the  eye  of  an  artist,  and 
with  a  profound  admiration  for  France, 
the  great  man  now  no  more,  and  him- 
self. But  his  descriptions  are  better 
than  his  politics.  His  coup-d'aeil  of  the 
south  is  graphic. 

fe  The  soil  of  Provence,  though  co- 
vered with  mountains,  is  essentially 
different  in  character  from  that  of  the 
Alps  and  Pyrenees.  It  does  not  present 
continual  heights  and  defiles,  like  the 
great  mountainous  countries,  nor  mo- 
derate eminences,  gradually  declining 
to  the  plain,  as  we  see  on  the  north 
side  of  the  Pyrenees.  There  are  plains, 
hills,  and,  above  all,  some  stray  ridges 
of  the  Alps,  which  terminate  in  the 
Mediterranean.  Hence  the  prospect 
over  this  diversified  soil,  is  not  always 
bounded  by  masses  of  rocks,  confined 
within  valleys,  or  lost  in  immense 
plains.  It  alternately  contracts  and 
extends  over  a  soil  which  is  sometimes 
level,  sometimes  covered  with  perpen- 
dicular mountains,  and  sometimes  loses 
itself  over  the  expanse  of  a  sea,  when 
the  darkest  azure  is  contrasted  with 
sparkling  light. 

"  In  the  midst  of  an  immense  open- 
ing between  two  great  chains  of  rocks, 
which  stretch  into  the  sea,  lies  Mar- 
seilles. When  a  traveller  arriving  from 
the  north  reaches  the  first  chain,  he 
suddenly  perceives  this  immense  ba- 
sin, and  is  astonished  at  its  extent  and 
dazzling  brilliancy.  Soon  after,  he  is 
struck  with  the  structure  of  the  soil, 
and  its  singular  vegetation.  An  im- 
mense mass  of  grey  and  bluish  lime- 
stone forms  the  first  enclosure ;  lower 
branches  diverge  from  it,  and  extend 
into  the  plain,  composing  an  unequal 
and  very  varied  soil.  On  every  emi- 
nence there  are  tufts  of  Italian  pines, 
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which  form  elegant  parasols  of  dark, 
and  almost  blackish  green.  Pale  green 
olive  trees,  of  a  moderate  height,  de- 
scend along  the  hills;  ami,  by  their 
paleness  and  little  round  masses,  con- 
trast singularly  with  the  slender  sta- 
ture, and  magnificence,,  and  dome  of 
the  pines.  At  their  feet  is  a  low, 
thick,  and  greyish  vegetation  ;  it  is 
the  sage,  and  the  odoriferous  thyme, 
which,  when  trodden  on,  emits  a  power- 
ful and  agreeable  perfume.  In  the 
centre  of  the  basin,  Marseilles,  almost 
concealed  by  a  long  and  straggling  hill, 
appears  in  profile;  and  its  outline, 
sometimes  hidden  in  the  vapour,  some- 
times appearing  between  the  undula- 
tions of  the  ground,  terminates  in  the 
blue  of  the  sea,  with  the  handsome 
town  of  St  John.  Indentations  of  the 
coast  are  washed  by  the  waves  of  the 
Mediterranean,  which  extends  to  the 
west,  with  the  Isles  of  Pomegue,  Ra- 
tonneau,  and  the  fort  of  If.  It  is  un- 
der those  beautiful  pines,  and  in  these 
innumerable  country  houses,  that  the 
Marseillese  come  every  Sunday  to  for- 
get the  bustle  of  the  quays,  their  dis- 
putes with  the  officers  of  the  customs, 
and  the  business  of  the  counting- 
house. 

'  '  As  the  tourist  approaches  the  Spa- 
nish frontier,  he  is  reminded  of  the 
state  of  things  by  groups  of  Spanish 
Monks  flying  into  France,  by  aides- 
de-camp  filling  the  inns,  by  waggons 
and  droves  of  mules  choking  up  the 
roads,  and  all  the  bustle  of  fugitation 
and  war.  He  reaches  Perpignan. 

"  I  immediately  walked  through 
the  town.  It  is  an  ancient  place, 
which  was  always  fortified,  because  it 
is  the  passage  between  Roussillon  and 
Catalonia.  It  is  situated  in  a  beauti- 
ful plain,  bounded  on  the  west  by 
Mount  Canigou,  one  of  the  highest 
of  the  Pyrenees  ;  to  the  north,  by  the 
mountains  of  Corbieres;  to  the  east, 
by  the  sea,  hidden  behind  fertile  hills  ; 
to  the  south,  by  the  road  to  Catalonia. 
The  temperature  of  the  climate  is  en- 
tirely southern.  Some  leagues  from 
it,  the  orange  grows  in  the  open  air, 
and  in  the  very  basin  in  which  it 
stands,  there  are  immense  plantations 
of  olives,  which  extend  to  the  foot  of 
Canigou.  Thus,  while  the  summit  of 
this  mountain  is  buried  under  the 
snow,  its  base  is  covered  with  the  finest 
productions  of  the  south. 

"  The  fortifications  of  Perpignan  are 
of  brick,  and  their  form  and  system  are 
ancient.  A  skilful  engineer  has  lately 


repaired  a  considerable  part  of  them  ; 
he  has  replaced  most  of  the  towers  by 
bastions ;  protected  the  ramparts  by 
means  of  terraces  or  excavations  ;  has 
made  covered  ways  and  outworks. 
The  citadel  is  now  very  strong ;  a  tri- 
ple enclosure  renders  it  able  to  resist 
three  attacks ;  and,  by  its  position,  it 
commands  the  town.  The  works  were 
carried  on  with  extreme  activity  du- 
ring the  latter  end  of  the  autumn ;  al- 
most all  the  batteries  were  armed ;  the 
supplies  of  powder,  cartridges,  and 
provisions,  were  completing ;  wood 
was  cutting  in  the  country  for  making 
gabions,  and  a  park  of  field-artillery 
was  forming  in  a  plain  to  the  east  of 
the  town.  A  considerable  number  of 
waggons  was  already  collected,  and 
twenty,  or  twenty-five,  pieces  of  can- 
non, were  placed  on  their  carriages. 
Though  these  preparations  are  not  so 
considerable  as  had  been  reported,  it 
is  nevertheless  equally  desirable  that 
the  same  were  done  in  the  fortresses 
on  the  Rhine  ;  for  it  is  probable  that 
our  real  enemies  are  rather  in  the 
north  than  on  the  south.  However, 
the  works  of  Perpignan  are  said  to  be 
nothing  more  than  the  completion  of 
plans  long  since  made,  for  the  repairs 
of  our  fortresses ;  and  the  expense  does 
not  perhaps  amount  to  above  150,000 
francs. 

"  Perpignan  is  certainly  not  of  so 
much  political  importance  as  Tou- 
louse. The  latter  city,  with  its  Trap- 
pist,  its  two  journals,  and  its  pious 
souls,  is  the  centre  of  vast  projects. 
However,  Perpignan  is,  for  the  mo- 
ment, a  place  of  great  interest,  if  not 
political,  yet  picturesque;  and  I  of- 
ten wished  for  the  pencil  of  M.  Char- 
let,  to  paint  the  numerous  fugitives 
with  which  it  is  filled. 

"  The  monks,  who  are  the  forerun- 
ners of  every  emigration,  swarmed  at 
Perpignan,  and  .preceded  the  Regency. 
At  Narbonne,  I  had  already  met  the 
Capuchins,  with  their  ample  brown 
flowing  robes,  their  large  hoods  hang- 
ing down  to  the  middle  of  their  backs, 
their  rosary,  and  their  bare  head  and 
feet.  At  Perpignan,  I  saw  monks  of 
all  colours;  black,  blue,  white,  grey, 
and  reddish  brown ;  the  Cures,  in  large 
surtouts  and  immense  French  hats. 
I  remarked  a  singular  habit  in  them 
when  I  met  them  ;  they  followed  me 
with  their  eyes,  as  if  ready  to  answer 
a  question,  and  their  extended  hands, 
as  if  ready  to  give  the  benediction.  In 
Spain,  they  bless  ajl  the  peasants ,  and 
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I  understood  they  were  inclined  to  be 
equally  generous  in  France.  Two  of 
them,  with  whom  I  conversed,  said 
carelessly,  '  The  Spaniards  like  it, 
and  we  give  it  to  them.  In  France, 
they  do  not  care  for  it,  and  we  keep  it 
to  ourselves/  In  general,  1  did  not 
find  them  very  fanatical.  They  have  a 
kind  of  indolence,  which  excludes  vio- 
lent sentiments.  They  are  very  little 
affected  by  the  diminution  of  the 
King's  power;  but  the  happy  theo- 
cratic influence  which  they  enjoyed, 
has  been  disturbed.  Several  of  their 
convents  have  been  visited ;  the  ma- 
jority have  suffered  for  the  crimes  of 
a  few,  and  they  have  fled ;  in  no  great 
hurry,  however,  and  contented  with 
the  quiet  and  easy  pace  of  their  mules. 
The  profession  of  a  monk  is  very  ge- 
neral in  Spain,  because  it  is  easy,  plea- 
sant, and  favours  all  kind  of  idleness. 
If  a  man  has  committed  any  irregula- 
rities, or  if  he  be  still  more  lazy  than 
his  lazy  countrymen,  he  is  received 
into  a  monastery,  and  displays  his 
tranquil  sanctity  in  the  eyes  of  the 
people.  A  portion  of  the  land  is  allot- 
ted for  their  support ;  and  voluntary 
donations  add  considerably  to  their 
established  income.  This  lazy  mode  of 
life  gives  most  of  them  a  happy  en  bon 
point ;  a  lively  red  to  their  cheeks, 
effaces  the  fine  lines  of  the  Moorish 
countenance ;  renders  those  happy  bo- 
dies difficult  to  be  moved ;  and  in 
their  untroubled  reign,  takes  from 
them  even  the  hatred  of  heresy,  the 
very  name  of  which  is  unknown  to 
the  greater  part  of  them.  In  others, 
the  cloister  appears  to  have  made  the 
complexion  sallow,  hollowed  and  in- 
flamed the  eyes,  depressed  the  cheeks, 
and  thus  produced  the  ideal  of  fana- 
ticism. I  have  never  seen  anything 
finer  than  some  of  these  heads  project- 
ing from  the  large  robes  of  the  capu- 
chins, with  an  ample  forehead,  a  long 
straight  nose,  large  black  fixed  eyes,  a 
little,  strong,  and  thick  beard.  Among 
them  are  those  men,  who,  by  turns, 
monks  and  guerillas,  have  quitted  the 
mountains  since  the  return  of  Ferdi- 
nand, and  now  go  back  to  them,  to 
satisfy  an  ardent  temperament,  which, 
under  other  institutions,  would  have 
shewn  itself  in  great  actions  and  noble 
enterprizes." 

This  Frenchman  describes  with  some 
feeling  of  picturesque  beauty,  and  his 
sketches  of  scenery  have  a  clearness 
rare  among  his  countrymen.  The 
A-ange  of  the  Pyrenees  is  full  of  those 
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finer  features  of  landscape,which  make 
the  true  province  of  painting;  with 
some  points  of  gigantic  height  and 
savage  solitude,  with  glaciers  and  ava- 
lanches, its  general  height  is  that  which 
allows  the  harmonies  of  forest  colour-, 
ing,  of  luxuriant  valleys,  and  of  spark- 
ling and  gentle  streams.  The  Alps  are 
too  wild  and  lofty  for  this;  the  Apen- 
nines are  perhaps  too  low,  too  naked 
of  forest,  and  too  steril.  Our  artists 
have  now  exhausted  the  prominent 
subjects  of  the  pencil  at  home ;  a  di- 
ligence and  a  week  will  place  them 
in  the  midst  of  a  new  world  of  charac- 
teristica  nd  glorious  scenery ;  and  I 
should  not  be  surprised  to  see  Mount 
Canigou,  and  the  Cerdagne,  monks, 
mules,  fortresses  and  all,  transformed 
to  English  walls. 

"  One  of  the  finest  sights  that  I 
met  with  in  the  Pyrenees,  was  that 
which  struck  me  when  I  first  left  Per- 
pignan  to  penetrate  into  the  moun- 
tains. It  was  about  six  in  the  morn- 
ing. The  cold  was  severe ;  a  violent 
and  icy  wind  blew  from  the  mountains 
of  Capsir,  which  were  covered  with 
snow  ;  and  a  young  man  of  Rousillon, 
with  a  short  jacket,  a  hanging  cap, 
and  a  short  and  lively  face,  drove  at  a 
gallop  four  horses,  which  carried  us 
round  Mount  Canigou.  The  plain  had 
not  yet  received  a  ray  of  the  sun, 
when  suddenly  the  top  of  Canigou  was 
lit  with  a  rose-coloured  tint,  which, 
blending  with  the  white  of  the  snow, 
produced  a  shade  inexpressibly  soft. 
The  luminous  band  increasing  as  the 
sun  rose  higher,  the  upper  peak  seem- 
ed to  enlarge  in  proportion  as  it  was 
illuminated.  The  whole  mountain  was 
speedily  covered  with  light  and  pur- 
ple. Then  all  its  forms,  hitherto  con- 
cealed by  the  darkness,  became  mark- 
ed at  once ;  all  its  projections  rose,  all 
its  hollows  seemed  to  be  deeper.  The 
cold,  the  wind,  and  our  rapid  motion, 
added  to  the  effect  of  this  fine  scene. 

"  After  having  proceeded  a  longtime 
round  the  foot  of  Canigou,  the  moun- 
tains of  Caspir,  which  are  at  first  in. 
front,  appear  at  the  side.  We  then  en- 
ter the  defiles,  and  the  plain  disappears, 
not  to  appear  again  till  a  hundred 
leagues  off,  that  is  to  say,  at  Bayonne. 
Advancing  to  the  defiles  which  lead  to 
Cerdagne,  we  find  a  people  who  are 
entirely  Spanish.  The  women,  whose 
faces  are  round  and  animated,  wear  a 
handkerchief,  which,  spreading  like  a 
veil  at  the  back  of  the  head,  is  fasten- 
ed, by  two  corners,  under  the  chin, 
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and  hangs  in  a  point  over  the  shoul- 
ders. A  bow  of  black  ribbon,  taste- 
fully fastened  at  the  root  of  the  hair, 
ornaments  the  forehead  ;  the  waist  is 
strongly  compressed  by  a  corset,  laced 
in  front ;  and  they  shew  peculiar  grace 
in  their  Sunday  dances.' 

M.  Thiers  now  comes  rapidly  into 
the  centre  of  operations. 

"  Prades  is  the  first  place  at  all  con- 
siderable that  we  meet  after  Perpig- 
uan,  and  it  is  the  last.  Carriages  can- 
not pass  beyond  it ;  the  way  of  travel- 
ling is  on  horseback.  At  the  moment 
of  my  arrival,  news  had  been  received 
of  the  late  defeats  of  the  Regency,  and 
of  the  flight  of  the  insurgents  into  the 
French  territory.  I  heard  the  moun- 
taineers speaking  of  it  with  warmth, 
and  with  the  fullest  disposition  to  find 
something  marvellous  in  it.  Every  one 
told  his  own  story,  but  all  spoke  with 
wonder  of  the  cavalry  of  Mina,  which, 
they  said,  ran  upon  the  points  of  the 
r-oclcs.  Without,  however,  being  so  mi- 
raculous, it  is  certain  that  this  cavalry 
traverses  the  mountains  with  surpri- 
sing rapidity  and  ease.  They  also  an- 
uounced  the  approach  of  several  ge- 
nerals, the  Regency  itself,  and,  above 
all,  EIRey  Mata  Florida,  as  the  pea- 
sants here  called  him." 
'  In  those  days,  "  Rebellion  was 
good-luck  ;"  and  the  Cortes  were 
"  viceroys  over  the  King."  The  scale 
has  turned  since,  and  the  kingly  Cor- 
tes are  now  playing  the  fugitive,  in 
place  of  El  Rey  Mata  Florida.  The 
tourist  is  at  last  indulged  with  a  view 
of  an  emigrant  rebellion. 

"  I  was  anxious  to  get  to  the  place 
where  those  celebrated  insurgents  were 
to  be  seen.  After  travelling  very  ra- 
pidly, towards  night-fall,  I  met  with 
the  first  encampment,  in  a  small  field, 
at  the  foot  of  the  mountains,  and  in 
the  midst  of  the  snow.  I  never  saw  a 
more  melancholy  and  original  sight. 
It  was  distinguished,  at  a  distance,  by 
the  floating  pennons  of  our  lancers, 
who  were  placed  as  sentinels  at  the 
four  corners  of  the  itinerant  village. 
Twelve  or  fifteen  hundred  poor  crea- 
tures, men,  women,  children,  and  old 
people,  were  stretched  upon  theground, 
with,  their  baggage  spread  out ;  some 
were  lying  on  a  little  straw ;  others 
added  their  clothes,  and  endeavoured 
to  make  beds  of  them.  Some  mules 
were  fastened  outside  the  circle,  with 
their  heads  covered  with  ornaments, 
and  their  eyes  with  plates  of  copper, 
according  to  the  Spanish  fashion. ' 


The  traveller  then  penetrates  into 
the  defiles,  and  finds,  as  he  advances, 
the  increasing  evidences  of  the  contu- 
sion and  misery  brought  upon  the  po- 
pulation by  the  giddy  and  unnational 
attempt  of  the  Cortes. 

"  I  resumed  my  way  among  the 
mountains.  The  roads  were  covered 
with  the  poor  stragglers  who  had  re- 
mained behind.  To  these  were  added, 
officers,  monks,  cures,  students  with  the 
large  Arragonese  hat,  and  the  gown 
tucked  up. 

"  In  the  midst  of  this  melancholy 
scene,  I  was  much  struck  with  a  young 
man,  dressed  in  rather  a  handsome 
uniform,  and  well  mounted,  who, 
though  unarmed,  was  distinguished  by 
a  loftiness  and  grace  entirely  African, 
put  his  horse  on  all  his  paces,  and 
seemed  to  amuse  himself  with  the  road 
and  the  fugitives." 

Our  extracts  must  close,  though  the 
pamphlet  contains  many  interesting 
details.  But  the  flight  of  the  Regency 
is  too  curious  an  event  in  the  chapter 
of  revolutionary  accidents,  not  to  be 
worth  transferring.  The  traveller  has 
set  out  early  to  pass  the  defiles  lead- 
ing to  the  valley  of  the  Cerdagne. 

"  I  left  Qlette  in  the  morning,  after 
having,  with  great  difficulty,  procured 
a  mule  and  a  guide.  The  sky  was  dark 
and  stormy ;  an  impetuous  wind  blew 
through  the  defiles.  I  took  the  road  to 
Mount  Louis.  There  the  mountains 
draw  closer  together,  and  rise.  The 
road  is  cut  out  on  one  side  of  the  rocks, 
at  one  third  of  their  height,'  and  al- 
lows room  for  one  mule  at  most. — 
Above,  are  inaccessible  eminences — 
below,  are  torrents — and  beyond,  are 
other  mountains.  The  scene  is  most 
diversified.  Sometimes  you  rise,  and 
seem  to  command  the  abyss ;  at  others, 
you  descend,  and  seem  to  have  it  over 
your  head.  Sometimes,  following  the 
sinuosities  of  the  defile,  you  come  in- 
to an  obscure  enclosure,  apparently 
without  an  outlet;  then,  suddenly 
doubling  a  point,  you  discover  an  un- 
expected and  immense  prospect ;  vast 
amphitheatres  of  dazzling  snow,  black 
pines,  and  a  succession  of  mountains, 
which  crowd  together,  and  lack  into 
each  other.  The  confusion  of  cubic 
and  broken  masses  of  limestone;  blocks 
of  granite;  the  schistus,  detached  in 
slabs,  or  broken  into  little  flakes,  add- 
ed to  the  roaring  of  the  torrents,  the 
disorder  of  the  winds,  and  the  pressed 
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and  rent  clouds,  afford  a  perfect  pic- 
ture of  chaos.  Never  did  the  confu- 
sion of  the  elements  appear  to  me  more 
dreadful,  even  in  the  midst  of  a  storm 
at  sea. 

"  On  this  day,  and  during  this 
dreadful  storm,  I  met  with  still  more 
fugitives  than  on  the  day  before.  Not 
a  Monk,  not  a.  woman,  had  ventured 
to  set  out.  Those  who  had  no  families 
with  them,  were  conducted  in  bands 
by  some  of  our  soldiers.  The  poor 
wretches  wrapped  themselves  up  as 
well  as  they  could;  fortunately  for 
them,  they  had  the  wind  in  their  backs, 
and,  impelled  by  it,  they  ran  along  the 
narrowest  paths  with  extreme  agility." 
He  now  meets  the  curious  phe- 
nomenon of  a  Government  running 
away,  and  seems  to  have  been  rather 
exhilarated  with  the  sight,  notwith- 
standing some  natural  touches  of  feel- 
ing for  those  luckless  fellow-sharers 
of  the  desert  and  the  storm. 

"  My  guide,  when  we  set  out,  told 
me  that  we  should  meetElReyMata 
Florida.  In  fact,  the  pages  of  the  Re- 
gency soon  announced  his  approach. 
I  must  make  my  reader  acquainted 
with  those  pages,  who  have  been  spo- 
ken of  with  so  much  complacency,  as 
well  as  the  portmanteaus  containing 
the  archives  of  the  Regency.  I  saw 
horsemen  pass  me  in  groups  of  three 
or  four  together,  upon  horses  which 
were  lean,  indeed,  and  ill-shaped,  but 
excellent,  for  they  galloped  over  the 
snow,  and  along  the  paths,  with  a  se- 
curity, I  might  almost  say  an  infalli- 
bility, which  was  truly  surprising. — • 
Their  equipment  was  worthy  of  the 
place,  of  the  men,  and  of  the  army  to 
which  they  belonged.  Some  had  old 
caps,  very  much  worn ;  others  rusty 
helmets,  or  little  round  hats,  with 
short  plumes  of  various  colours.  They 
had  uniforms,  or  Catalonian  jackets, 
sometimes  pantaloons  and  shoes,  but, 
for  the  most  part,  gaiters  and  spartil" 
las,  and  no  spurs.  Some  had  no  sad- 
dles, nor  any  other  harness  than  a  hal- 
ter. We  met  from  sixty  to  eighty 
horsemen,  of  whom  there  were  per- 
haps twelve  or  fifteen  well  equipped, 
and  wrapped  in  good  blue  cloaks,  es- 
corting officers,"  &c.  &c. 

The  aspect  under  which  this  unfor- 
tunate Regency  appeared  at  last,  was 
certainly  not  calculated  to  raise  very  su- 
perior ideas  of  its  former  influence.  A 
more  shattered  and  lonely  remnant  of 
government,  could  not  have  been  easily 


found  in  all  the  expulsions  of  Europe. 
Its  decrepitude,  contrasted  with  the 
speedy  triumph  of  its  principles,  and 
the  pomp  of  its  military  return,  form 
a  singular  contrast,  and  seem  made  to 
forbid  politicians  from  prophecy. 

"  At  last  I  met  the  long-expected 
Regency.  We  were  climbing  a  flight 
of  steps,  which,  extending  along  the 
side  of  a  hill,  turned  towards  its  sum- 
mit. On  a  sudden,  I  saw  a  horseman 
at  the  summit  of  the  path,  who  turn- 
ed the  point,  and  advanced  towards 
us  with  a  truly  martial  air.  He  was 
an  old  dragoon,  enveloped  in  an  im- 
mense cloak,  and  resembling  the  war- 
riors in  Wouverman's  battle-pieces. 
After  him  came  a  foot-soldier,  leading 
two  good  horses  by  the  bridle.  We 
were  in  our  turn  doubling  the  point, 
and  descending  by  the  opposite  flight 
of  steps,  when  I  perceived  a  group 
who  appeared  to  ascend  it  with  diffi- 
culty, on  foot.  A  man  between  fifty 
and  sixty  years  of  age,  of  middle  sta- 
ture, pale3  thin,  and  stooping,  with 
his  eyes  red,  wearing  a  black  cap  and 
a  brown  great-coat,  was  leaning  upon 
two  other  persons,  and  dragging  him- 
self along  with  the  greatest  difficulty. 
My  guide,  at  this  sight,  called  out  to 
me,  'El  Key,  El  Bey  Mat  a  Florida.'' 

"  His  suite  were  not  less  character- 
istic— three  or  four  mean-looking  and 
ill-dressed  individuals  walked  by  his 
side  ;  those  were  the  great  officers  of 
the  Regency.  One  of  them,  who  was 
pretty  far  advanced  in  years,  very  tall, 
wearing  an  enormously  large  French 
hat,  covered  with  oil- skin,  and  carry- 
ing a  bundle  under  his  arm,  kept  a 
little  on  one  side — he  was  a  minister, 
I  know  not  of  what  department.  Be- 
hind him  was  a  tall  Capuchin,  in  a 
long  robe,  who  seemed  to  represent 
the  altar  near  the  throne.  Lastly,  a 
few  steps  behind  them,  came  a  young 
man  in  a  green  cloak,  with  several 
capes,  dressed  completely  in  the  French 
fashion,  rather  stout,  and  of  a  very  re- 
markable appearance.  I  was  told  that 
he  was  the  son  of  the  Marquis  Mata 
Florida.  The  wind  blowing  violently  at 
the  moment,  both  parties  stopped,  and 
I  had  sufficient  time  to  examine  this 
fugitive  court.  They  watered  their 
horses  at  a  little  stream  which  issued 
from  the  side  of  the  mountain,  and 
which  flowed  under  a  thick  covering 
of  ice  that  had  been  broken.  After  this, 
we  continued  our  respective  routes." 
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ON  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK. 


LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN,  It  is 
high  time  that  the  public  should  think 
more  than  they  have  hitherto  done 
of  George  Cruikshank ;  and  it  is  also 
high  time  that  George  Cruikshank 
should  begin  to  think  more  than  he 
seems  to  have  done  hitherto  of  him- 
self. Generally  speaking,  people  con- 
sider him  as  a  clever,  sharp  carica- 
turist, and  nothing  more — a  free- 
handed, comical  young  fellow, who  will 
do  anything  he  is  paid  for,  and  who 
is  quite  contented  to  dine  off  the  pro- 
ceeds of  a  "  George  IV."  to-day,  and 
those  of  a  "  Hone"  or  a  "  Cobbett" 
to-morrow.  He  himself,  indeed,  ap- 
pears to  be  the  most  careless  creature 
alive,  as  touching  his  reputation.  He 
seems  to  have  no  plan — almost  no  am- 
bition— and,  I  apprehend,  not  much 
industry.  He  does  just  what  is  sug- 
gested or  thrown  in  his  way— pockets 
the  cash — orders  his  beef- steak  and 
bowl — and  chaunts,  like  one  of  his 
own  heroes, 

'*  Life  is  all  a  variorum, 
We  regard  not  how  it  goes." 
Now,  for  a  year  or  two,  to  begin 
with,    this  is  just  as  it  should  be. 
Cruikshank  was  resolved  to  see  Life 
— and  his  sketches  shew  that  he  has 
seen  it,  in  some  of  its  walks,  to  pur- 
pose. But  life  is  short,  and  art  is  long ; 
and  our  gay  friend  must  pull  up. 

Perhaps  he  is  not  aware  of  the  fact 
himself — but  a  fact  it  undoubtedly  is 
— that  he  possesses  genius — GENIUS  in 
its  truest  sense — strong,  original,  Eng- 
lish genius.  Look  round  the  world  of 
ART,  and  ask,  how  many  are  there  of 
whom  anything  like  this  can  be  said  ? 
Why,  there  are  not  half  a  dozen  names 
that  could  bear  being  mentioned  at  all ; 
and  certainly  there  is  not  one,  the  pre- 
tensions of  which  Avill  endure  sifting, 
more  securely  and  more  triumphantly 
than  that  of  George  Cruikshank. 

In  the  first  place,  he  is — what  no 
living  caricaturist  but  himself  has  the 
least  pretensions  to  be — and  what,  in- 
deed, scarcely  one  of  their  predecessors 
was — he  is  a  thorough-bred  artist.  lie 
draws  with  the  ease,  and  freedom  j^md 
fearlessness  of  a  master ;  he  understands 
the  figure  completely  ;  and  appears,  so 
far  as  one  can  guess  from  the  trifling 


sort  of  things  he  has  done,  to  have  a 
capital  notion  of  the  principles  of 
grouping.  Now,  these  things  are  va- 
luable in  themselves  ;  but  they  are 
doubly,  trebly  valuable,  as  possessed 
by  a  person  of  real  comic  humour,  and 
a  total  despiser  of  THAT  VENERABLE 
HUMBUG,  which  almost  all  the  artists 
of  our  day  seem,  in  one  shape  or  other, 
to  revere  as  the  prime  god  of  their  idol- 
atry. 

Nobody,  that  has  the  least  of  an  eye 
for  art,  can  doubt  that  Cruikshank,  if 
he  chose,  mightdesign  asmany  Annun- 
ciations, Beatifications,  Apotheoses, 
Metamorphoses,  and  so  forth,  as  would 
cover  York  Cathedral  from  end  to  end. 
It  is  still  more  impossible  to  doubt  that 
he  might  be  a  famous  portrait  painter. 
Now,  these  are  fine  lines  both  of  them 
— and  yet  it  is  precisely  the  chief  merit 
of  Cruikshank,  that  he  cuts  them 
both — that  he  will  have  nothing  to  do 
with  them — that  he  has  chosen  a  walk 
of  his  own — and  that  he  has  made  his 
own  walk  popular.  Here  lies  genius  ; 
but  let  him  do  himself  justice — let  him 
persevere  and  rise  in  his  own  path — 
and  then,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  then 
the  day  will  come  when  his  name 
will  be  a  name  indeed — not  a  name 
puffed  and  paraded  in  the  newspapers 
— but  a  living,  a  substantial,  perhaps 
even  an  illustrious,  English  name.  Let 
him,  in  one  word,  proceed — and,  as 
he  proceeds,  let  him  think  of  HO- 
GARTH. 

The  English  artists  seem  in  general 
to  be  very  pleasant,  lively,  good-heart- 
ed fellows.  I  know  a  great  many  of 
them,  and  I  love  them — but  I  can- 
not compliment  them  much  upon  the 
extent  and  depth  of  their  views  as  to 
Art.  How  rare  a  thing  is  the  least  ap- 
proach to  originality  !  How  rare  a 
thing  is  the  least  approach  to  what 
deserves  the  name  of  success !  Will 
you  forgive  me  for  venturing  upon  a 
few  hints — certainly  well-meant — and 
as  certainly  not  hasty  ones  ? 

The  dignity  of  Art — the  importance 
of  Art — the  grandeur  of  Art — these 
are  phrases  that  are  never  out  of  their 
mouths;  and  yet  how  few  of  them 
seem  to  take  any  pains  upon  themselves 
such  as  might  become  people  devoted 
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to  what  is  important^  dignified,  and 
grand  ?  None,  or  almost  none  of  them, 
appear  to  have  considered  in  what  sort 
of  state  the  world  is  at  present  as  re- 
garding them  and  their  art.  The 
world  is,  in  the  first  place,  in  posses- 
sion of  a  vast  body  of  masterpieces  in 
every  department ;  and,  secondly,  the 
world  is  full  of  light  and  information ; 
and,  whatever  it  might  have  done  three 
hundred  years  ago,  more  or  less,  it  will 
not  now  tolerate,  at  least  it  will  not 
now  applaud,  any  artist  whose  works 
do  not  announce  a  mind  rich  in  gene- 
ral accomplishment  and  acquirement 
— a  mind  that  has  been  fed  with  the 
contemplation  of  human  thoughts  and 
feelings,  as  well  as  human  forms — a 
highly  educated  and  cultivated  mind. 
An  ignorant  man,  my  friends,  can- 
not succeed  in  our  time  either  in  Art 
or  in  Authorship.  Exceptions  there 
may  be — but  no  long-headed  man  goes 

Xn  the  strength  of  exceptions  ;  and, 
r  all,  how  very,  very  rare  are  the 
exceptions ! 

Who,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  is  the 
greatest  painter  now  living  ? — Nobody 
can  hesitate  about  the  answer — WIL- 
EIE.  And  what  is  Wilkie  ?  Is  he  not  a 
man,  who,  if  he  were  a  lawyer,  a  physi- 
cian, or  a  divine,  would  be  pronounced 
— by  any  one  that  had  spent  an  evening 
in  his  company — a  singularly  well-in- 
formed man  ?  He  is  so — and  no  won- 
der ;  for  he  is  not  a  mere  painter — he 
received  the  same  general  education 
which  would  have  been  bestowed  upon 
him,  had  he  chosen  to  wear  a  gown  and 
cassock,  or  a  three-tailed  periwig — the 
education  of  a  British  gentleman.  He 
has  all  along  lived  in  the  society  of 
men  of  the  world — and  he  is  a  man  of 
the  world.  He,  therefore,  being  pos- 
sessed of  this  mechanical  art,  makes 
use  of  it  exactly  as  he  would  have 
made  use  of  the  art  of  writing,  or  the 
art  of  speaking,  had  his  turn  hap- 
pened to  lie  another  way.  He  knows 
what  the  world  has  been,  and  what 
the  world  is — and  he  expresses  by  his 
art  that  understanding  of,  and  sym- 
pathy with,  the  spirit  of  the  age  in 
whichhelives — withoutwhich  a  paint- 
er is,  in  point  of  fact,  just  as  mane, 
incomplete,  and  ineffectual  a  being,  as 
a  poet  or  an  orator. 

Alas  !  my  dear  hearers,  the  world 
is  a  very  old  world  now.  In  former 
days,  people  came  very  fair  speed, 
by  merely  seizing  on  the  rough 
traits  of  things,  and  expressing  them 
VOL.  XIV. 
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by  pen,  pencil,  or  chisel;  but  now 
this  will  not  answer.  First  of  all, 
these  things  have  been  so,  and  by  such 
hands,  expressed  : —  and  nobody  cares 
for  having  them  over  again.  But, 
secondly,  and  still  more,  we  wish  to 
have  the  finer  traits.  Intelligence  is 
now  diffused  and  general — so  much  so, 
indeed,  as  to  make  an  essential  part  of 
that  Nature  which  all  Art  must  imi- 
tate. It  follows,  that  people  who  can 
only  meddle  with  the  rough  work, — • 
that  is  to  say,  £for  a  stray  Hogg,  &c. 
here  and  there,  are  merely  exceptions,^] 
all  rough-hewn  and  illiterate  people, 
— had  better  not  meddle  either  with 
poetry,  or  painting,  or  sculpture,  Q.E.D. 
Now  what  are  the  painters  in  ge- 
neral ?  Capital  fellows,  no  doubt,  in 
their  way — a  little  addicted  to  turn- 
ing up  their  noses  at  each  other — 
amicably  open  in  their  vanities — but, 
upon  the  whole,  pleasant  people — 
most  assuredly  so.  But  what  do  they 
know  of  the  world,  past,  present,  or 
to  come  ?  They  have  never  read  any- 
thing worth  speaking  of — that,  in- 
deed, they  scarcely  ever  pretend  to 
have  done— So  much  for  the  past. 
They  live  among  themselves — they 
marry  [jnost  commonly  as  the  modern 
Pygmalion  would  fain  have  married^ 
or  they  are  bachelors — men  of  the  third 
floor  and  the  mutton  chop — cheerful 
over  ale  or  gin-twist  "  of  an  evening," 
—smokers  of  shag,  frequenters 'of  the 
pit,  emergers  into  sunshine  on  '"clean- 
shirt  day" — dry,  yellow,  absurd  men, 
with  fantastic  curls  or  picturesque 
baldness — the  solemn  smile  of  a  re- 
cluse^-the  ease  of  an  actor  off  the 
stage — a  shuffling  lounging  gait — and 
too  often  green  spectacles.  So  much 
for  the  present.  As  for  the  future 
world,  I  strongly  suspect  it  is  far  from 
occupying  anything  like  a  due  pro- 

Sortion  of  their  attention.  They  sel- 
om  go  to  church  at  all,  the  more  is 
the  shame  to  them ;  and,  when  they 
do  so,  it  really  is  not  much  better,  for, 
instead  of  attending  to  the  divine 
truths  which  the  eloquent  preacher  is 
uttering,  they  are  generally  studying 
some  effect  about  the  chandeliers  or 
the  window- cur  tains,  or  scratching 
down  the  heads  of  the  church- war- 
den and  his  lady  on  the  fly-leaf  of  the 
little  red  Prayer-book. 

My  drift  in  short  is,  that  all  painters 
of  talent  ought  to  be  diligent  students 
of  other  things  besides  their  own  par- 
ticular art.     And   rny   arerument,  at 
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least  one  of  my  chief  arguments,  is, 
that  the  painters  who  have  succeeded 
splendidly  in  past  times,  and  more  es- 
pecially in  the  present  time,  have  all 
done  so.  Michael  Angelo  was  a  great 
poet.  Raphael  a  most  ekgant  scholar. 
What  would  the  other  two  Carraccis 
have  done  with  all  their  manual  skill, 
but  for  what  Mr  D'Israeli  so  properly 
calls  "  the  profound  meditations"  of 
Ludovico  ?  Albert  Durer  was  a  dun- 
geon of  middle-age  lore.  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds  was  the  author  of  his  charm- 
ing Lectures.  Greek  Williams  has  put 
forth  recently  a  delightful  and  most 
classical  volume  of  Travels.  Turk 
Allan,  too,  has  written  a  very  pretty 
little  book  about  a  Circassian  love- 
story — besides  being  responsible  for 
I  know  not  how  many  comic  inter- 
ludes, &c.  wherewith,  to  this  blessed 
hour,  the  private  theatres  of  the 
Ukraine,  Crim-Tartary,  and  several 
other  outlandish  regions,  are  enliven- 
ed. Haydon  appears  to  have  written 
his  own  catalogues.  Sir  Henry  Rae- 
burnwas ! — alas!  was,— one  of  the  best 
informed  men  in  the  North, — a  true 
Scottish  gentleman  of  the  old  school — 
as  true  a  one  as  ever  kingly  sword 
laid  knighthood  on ! —  As  for  Mr 
Thomson  of  Duddingstone, — perhaps 
after  Turner,  the  finest  landscape 
painter  now  extant — he  is  a  highly 
accomplished  member  of  the  clerical 
profession.  In  my  opinion,  he  ought 
to  be  made  a  Principal.  His  Aber- 
lady  Bay  is  a  perfect  jewel.  Sir  Tho- 
mas Lawrence  is  another  extremely 
well-read  painter — he  is  a  complete 
gentleman,  and  man  of  the  world,  and 
one  of  the  handsomest  men  in  Lon- 
don into  the  bargain.  And  what  is 
the  result  ?  Nobody  but  himself  could 
have  painted  that  picture  of  Lady 
Blesington — nobody  since  Titian. 

The  same  sort  of  thing  may  be  said 
with  equal  propriety  as  to  the  actors. 
Garrick  was  a  glorious  farce-writer — 
a  glorious  song-writer — the  pupil  and 
friend  of  the  celebrated  Dr  Samuel 
Johnson.  Old  Gibber's  Apology,  and 
some  of  his  comedies  stand  in  the  very 
first  order  of  meritoriousness — John 
Kemble  was  a  prime  black-letter  scho- 
lar— and  possessed  besides  all  the  learn- 
ing of  the  sacred  profession  for  which 
he  was'originally  destined.  Mrs  Sid- 
dons  is  the  author  of  an  abridgement 
of  Milton's  Paradise  Lost.  Charles 
Young  is  as  accomplished  a  gentleman 
as  any  L.L.D.  A.S.S.  within  the  four 


seas;  and  Charles  Matthews  is  (can 
praise  go  higher  ? )  the  principal  au- 
thor of  several  of  his  own  entertain- 
ments. Dan  Terry  was  bred  an  ar- 
chitect, and  is  learned  in  all  the  learn- 
ing of  the  Palladios — and,  moreover, 
he  has  dramatized  the  Heart  of  Mid- 
lothian, &c.  As  for  Liston,  the  ex- 
quisite, inimitable  Liston,  who  does 
not  know  that  he  was  at  one  time  a 
teacher  of  youth,  and  that  he  disco- 
vered where  his  true  forte  lay,  from 
observing,  that  all  the  dread  of  a 
brushing  could  not  keep  the  boys  from 
dying  of  laughter  whenever  he  was 
spouting  ex  cathedra,  the  Soliloquy  of 
Hamlet,  or  the  Speech  of  Moloch? 
Mrs  Bellamy's  life  of  herself  is  a  chef- 
d'ceuvre  of  libel  and  libidinousness, 
and,  to  wind  up  with  a  stomacher,  Mo- 
LIEIIE  and  SHAKESPEARE  were  play- 
ers. 

I  am  of  opinion,  that  George  Cruik- 
shank  is  one  of  the  many  young  gen- 
tlemen, whose  education,  (like  that  of 
the  English  opium-eater,)  has  been 
neglected.  But  there  is  no  time  lost  ; 
he  has,  I  hope,  a  long  life  and  a  mer- 
ry one  before  him  yet ;  and  he  may 
depend  upon  it,  his  life  will  be  neither 
the  shorter  nor  the  duller  for  his  ma- 
king it  something  of  a  studious  one.  He 
should  read — read — read.  He  should 
be  indefatigable  in  reading.  He  should 
rise  at  six  in  the  morning.  If  he  can't 
work  till  he  has  had  something  to  set- 
tle his  stomach,  (my  own  case,)  he 
may  have  a  little  coffee-pot  placed  on 
the  hob  over  night,  and  take  a  cup  of 
that  and  a  single  crust  of  toast — and 
he  will  find  himself  quite  able  for  any- 
thing. What  a  breakfast  he  will  be 
able  to  devour  about  nine  or  half- past 
nine,  after  having  enriched  his  mind 
with  several  hours  of  conversation  with 
the  greatest  and  the  wisest  of  his  spe- 
cies !  He  may  rely  upon  it,  this  hint  is 
worth  taking — Then  let  him  draw, 
etch,  and  paint,  until  about  two  o'clock 
p.  M.,  then  take  a  lounge  through  the 
streets  to  see  if  anything  is  stirring — 
step  into  Westminster-hall — the  Fives 
court,  the  Rev.  Edward  Irvine's  chapel, 
(if  it  be  Sunday,)  or  any  other  public 
place,  jotting  down  a  la  Hogarth  all 
the  absurd  faces  he  falls  in  with  upon 
his  finger  nails.  A  slight  dinner  and  a 
single  bottle  will  carry  him  on  till  it 
is  time  to  go  to  the  play,  or  the  Castle 
Tavern,  or  the  House  of  Commons,  or 
the  evening  preaching,  or  the  Surrey 
Lecture,  or  the  like.  At  first  sight,  it 
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may  appear  that  I  am  cutting  short 
the  hours  of  professional  exertion  too 
much — but  this  I  am  convinced  is 
mere  humbug.  Does  the  author  of 
Waverley  eat,  or  drink,  or  ride,  or 
talk,  or  laugh,  a  whit  the  less  because 
he  writes  an  octavo  every  month  ? 
no  such  things.  Does  Jeffrey  plead 
his  causes  a  bit  the  worse  because  he  is 
the  editor  of  the  Edinburgh  Review  ? 
Does  Wordsworth  write  worse  poems, 
for  collecting  the  taxes  of  Cumber- 
land, or  Lamb,  worse  Elias,  for  being 
clerk  to  the  India  House  ?  The 
artists  are  all  of  them  too  diligent — 
that  is  the  very  fault  I  want  to  cure 
them  of.  Their  pallets  are  never  off 
their  thumbs — their  sticks  are  eter- 
nally in  their  fingers.  They  are  like 
the  old  race  of  kings,  who  are  repre- 
sented as  lying  in  their  beds  all  in  full 
fig,  with  crown,  globe,  and  sceptre. 
Such  doings  are  not  adapted  for  the 
present  enlightened  state  of  society. 
Such  kings  are  exploded — the  kings 
hujusce  cevi  wear  top-boots,  hessians, 
and  Wellingtons,  military  uniforms, 
neat  blue  surtouts — black  stocks — in 
short,  they  dress  no  better  than  their 
subjects — or  worse.  Painters,  poets, 
&c.  who  all  think  themselves  at 
least  as  great  as  if  they  were  kings, 
ought  without  question  to  behave  like 
their  brother  potentates — conform 
themselves  to  the  customs  of  the  world 
—be  educated  and  literate,  since  all 
other  people  are  so— and  eat  and  drink, 
that  their  soul,  (that  is  their  genius,) 
may  live. 

The  advantage  of  a  little  proper 
reading  may  be  illustrated  by  the  his- 
tory of  George  Cruikshank — as  well 
as  by  that  of  any  other  individual  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  not  being  per- 
sonally acquainted  with.  I  admit, 
that  he  shewed  great  talent  in  "  The 
Matrimonial  Ladder,"  the  "  House 
that  Jack  built,"  and,  indeed,  in  all 
his  earlier  performances.  His  carica- 
tures of  the  Chancellor,  and  Lord 
Sidmouth  in  particular,  were  quite 
admirable ;  and  so,  when  he  was 
working  on  the  other  lay,  were  some 
of  his  caricatures  of  Burdett,  Grey 
Bennet,  Waddington,  Mackintosh, 
Carlisle,  Joseph  Hume,  Hone,  Brough- 
am, and  Peter  Moore.  All  these 
were  in  their  several  ways  excellent 
things.  But  what  a  start  did  he  make 
when  his  genius  had  received  a  truer 
and  a  diviner  impulse  from  the  splen- 
did imagination  of  an  Egan !  How 
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completely — how  toto  ccelo  did  he  out- 
cruikshank  himself,  when  he  was 
called  upon  to  embody  the  conceptions 
of  that  remarkable  man  in  the  designs 
for  Tom  and  Jerry  ?  The  world  felt 
this — and  he  himself  felt  it. 

Again,  no  disparagement  to  my 
friend  Pierce  Egan,  (who  is  one  of  the 
pleasantest  as  well  as  one  of  the  great- 
est men  now  extant ;  and  with  whom, 
last  time  I  was  in  town,  I  did  not 
hesitate  to  crack  a  bottle  of  Belcher's 
best,)  Cruikshank  made  another,  and 
a  still  more  striking  stride,  when  he 
stept  from  Egan  to  Burns,  and  sought 
his  inspiration  from  the  very  best  of 
all  Burns's  glorious  works,  "  The 
Jolly  Beggars."  It  is  to  this  work  (the 
"  POINTS  or  HUMOUR")  that  I  am 
now  to  speak.  It  was  for  the  purpose 
of  puffing  it  and  its  author,  and  of 
calling  upon  all,  who  have  eyes  to 
water,  and  sides  to  ache,  to  buy  it, 
that  I  began  this  leading  lecture.  It 
is,  without  doubt,  the  first  thing  that 
has  appeared  since  the  death  of  Ho- 
garth. Yes — Britain  possesses  once 
more  an  artist  capable  of  seizing  and 
immortalizing  the  traits  of  that  which 
I  consider  as  by  far  the  most  re- 
markable of  our  national  characteris- 
tics— the  HUMOUR  of  The  People. 
Ex  PEDE  HERCULEM  :  The  man  who 
drew  these  things  is  fit  for  anything. 
Let  him  but  do  himself  justice,  and 
he  must  take  his  place  inter  lumina 
Anglorum. 

As  for  describing  a  set  of  comic 
etchings — I  must  beg  to  be  excused 
— it  is  not  at  all  in  my  line — but  I 
pity  the  man,  woman,  or  child,  who 
does  not  feast  upon  them  propriis  ocu- 
lis.  You,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  you 
are  more  fortunate— ^here  they  are. — 
The  first  of  the  series  represents  the  old 
soldier,  with  the  wooden-leg,  in  this 
attitude : — 

"  An'  aye  he  gied  the  Tozie  Drab 
The  tother  skelpan  kiss, 

While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab, 
Just  like  an  awmous  dish  ; 

Ilk  smack  still  did  crack  still, 
Just  like  a  cadger's  whip ; 

Then,  staggering,"  &c.  &c. 

The  lines  are  worthy  of  being  written 
in  letters  of  gold — they  are  worthy  of 
having  inspired  Cruikshank  to  thehigh- 
est  triumph  his  genius  has  ever  yet 
achieved,  and  that  is  far  better.  The  old 
fellow's  face,  you  observe,  is  round,  and 
drawn  to  a  point  at  the  nose ;  his  eyes 
are  almost  quite  shut ;  his  firm  lip 
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projects  about  an  inch  beyond  his  pim- 
pled proboscis,  and  conceals  two- thirds 
of  his  bristly  chin.  His  three-cornered, 
iron-bound  hat  is  cocked  half  fiercely, 
half"  jauntily,"  on  the  right  ear.  The 
stump  of  that  dexter  arm  stands  out  as 
in  a  vain  but  violent  effort  to  clasp  that 
time-worn  fair.  And  she! — what  a  sim- 
per— what  quiet  luxury  about  her  heavy 
eyelids,  and  that  indescribable,  ineffa- 
ble muzzle !  The  great  toe  of  her  right 
foot  is  curled  up  in  an  ecstasy  of  "  no- 
thing loath" — she  shews,  after  all  she 
has  come  through,  a  plump  and  juicy 
calf— her  right  hand  is  fumbling  about 
his  breast-plate,  and  the  left,  half  un- 
consciously, as  it  were,  is  fiddling  about 
the  tankard  on  the  table  there  behind 
her.  As  Wordsworth  says,  in  compli- 
menting a  painting  by  Sir  George 
Beaumont, 

**  Oh  !  'tis  a  passionate  work  !" 

The  Bank  of  England  to  a  mealy 
potatoe,  i.t  is  worth  all  the  paintings, 
either  of  his  own,  or  of  other  people's 
manufacture,  that  Sir  George  Beau- 
mont possesses. 

The  contest  between  the  Tinker 
and  the  Fiddler  (turn  over  two  or 
three  leaves,  my  hearers,)  is  scarcely 
inferior — and  the  Balladmonger  upri- 
sing to  chant  (on  a  few  pages  more, 
Ladies,)  is  as  good.  I  think,  upon 
looking  at  it  for  a  few  minutes  more, 
it  is  even  better.  Yes — it  is  the  best 
of  the  whole — it  is  the  gem — the  star 
— the  glory  of  the  book.  What  a  pro- 
found sense  of  the  glorious  felicity  of 
whisky  is  manifested  in  this  half- 
sleepy,  half-enthusiastic,,  fat,  bald, 
freckled,  leering,  squinting,  gaping, 
roaring  physiognomy, 

**  He  rising,  rejoicing, 

Between  his  two  Deborahs, 

Looks  round  him,  and  found  them 

Impatient  for  the  chorus." 
There  is  more  persuasion,  and  more 
triumph  too,  in  the  style  in  which 
that  dexter  hand  is  expanded,  than  in 
all  the  fists  that  ever  thumped  a  vel- 
vet-cushion. The  uncertain,  stagger- 
ing stride — the  ineffectual  staff— the 
leather-breeches,  (Ladies  and  Gentle- 
men)—the  shirtless  arm — they  are  all 
perfect.  It  is  from  such  a  glorious 
fellow,  and  no  other,  that  Burns  would 
have  cut  off  a  year  of  his  life,  to  hear 
the  strain  sung — that  inimitable  strain 
—that  true  "  ballad  of  the  best."— I 
shall  try  it  myself,  however, — 


"  See  the  smoking  bowl  before  us  ! 

Mark  our  jovial  ragged  ring  ! 
Round  and  round  take  up  the  chorus— 

And  in  raptures  let  us  sing. 

Now  the  chorus,  audience  ! 

A  Jiff  for  those  ly  laws  protected, 
Liberty's  a  glorious  feast ; 

Courts  for  cowards  -were  erected, 
Churches  built  to  please  tlie  priest. 

"  What  is  title,  what  is  treasure, 

What  is  reputation's  care  ? 
If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 

'Tis  no  matter  how  or  where. 

A  Jig,  &c. 

"  With  the  ready  trick  and  fable, 
Round  we  wander  all  the  day  ; 

And  at  night,  in  barn  or  stable, 
Hug  our  doxies  on  the  hay. 


"  Does  the  train-attended  carriage 
Through  the  country  lighter  move  ? 

Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
Witness  brighter  scenes  of  love  ? 

A  jig,  &c. 

"  Life  is  all  a  variorum, 
We  regard  not  how  it  goes  ; 

Let  them  cant  about  decorum, 
Who  have  characters  to  lose. 


"  Here's  to  budgets,  bags,  and  wallets  ; 

Here's  to  all  the  wandering  train  ; 
Here's  our  ragged  brats  and  callets, 

One  and  all,  cry  out,  Amen  ! 

A  Jig,"  &c. 

To  proceed.—  This  sketch  of  the 
whole  party  in  the  acme  of  their  revel 
—  and  this  counterpart  of  them  start- 
ing in  the  morning  —  when  they  are 
all  shrivelled,  bundled  up,  blind,  lazy, 
melancholy,  moping  —  are  both  quite 
exquisite  —  and  the  notion  of  the  con- 
trast may  be  classed  with  anything 
that  even  the  wit  of  Hogarth  has  be- 
queathed to  us.  Cruikshank  here  steps 
beyond  his  author,  turns  poet  himself, 
and  completes  what  Burns  began,  as 
well  as  Burns  himself  could  have 
done. 

There  are  several  etchings  in  this 
little  book  besides  these  —  excellent, 
no  doubt,  but  still  inferior  —  those  of 
Frederick  and  Cardinal  Bernis  far  the 
best.  Seriously,  Cruikshank  must  at- 
tend to  the  hint  we  have  been  giving 
him,  and  learn  to  respect  himself.  He 
must  give  up  his  mere  slang  drudgery, 
and  labour  to  be  what  nature  has  put 
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within  his  reach — not  a  caricaturist, 
but  a  painter. 

And  yet  it  is  no  trifle  to  be  a  good 
caricaturist.  Forbid  the  thought,  ye 
shades  of  Bunbury  and  Gilray  ! — for- 
bid it,  even  thou,  if  thou  be  still  in 
the  land  of  the  living,  Good  Dighton  ! 
— forbid  it,  charming,  laughter-rao- 
ving  Rowlandson  !  Bunbury  was  a 
great  genius,  and  would  have  been  a 
great  caricaturist,  had  he  been  pos- 
sessed of  art  at  all  in  proportion  to  his 
imagination.  But  he  could  not  draw 
— riot  he.  As  far  as  faces  went,  he 
was  at  home  and  admirable;  and,  even 
as  to  the  figure,  provided  he  was  al- 
lowed the  benefit  of  loose  breeches, 
and  capacious  coats,  and  grizzly  wigs, 
and  tobacco-smoke,  he  could  get  on 
well  enough.  But  this  is  not  the 
thing.  The  caricaturist  should  be  able 
to  represent  everything ;  and  then  he 
can  represent  what  he  chooses  in  a 
very  different  style  from  that  of  a  man 
whose  ignorance,  not  his  choice,  limits 
the  sphere  of  his  representation.  Row- 
landson, again,  is  a  considerable  dab 
at  drawing;  but,  somehow  or  other,  his 
vein  is  ultra — his  field  is  not  comedy, 
but  farce — buffoonery — and  this  will 
not  do  with  the  English  temperament, 
except  for  merely  temporary  purposes. 
The  Rev.  Brownlow  North,  (wor- 
thy of  bearing  that  illustrious  name, 
O  Christopher,)  is  another  capital 
caricaturist.  His  "  Ringing  the  bell/' 
ff  the  Boarding-School  Miss  return- 
ed," "  the  Skating  Club,"  and  some 
other  pieces  of  that  kind,  are  di- 
vine. But,  like  most  amateurs,  he 
wants  science;  and  I  suspect,  after 
all,  that  poor  Gilray  did  more  for  his 
best  designs  than  the  etching  of  them. 
Gilray  was  in  himself  a  host.  He  is 
the  first  name  on  the  list  of  Politi- 
cal Caricaturists,  strictly  so  called. 
George  III.,  (honest  man !)  and  Boney, 
and  Fox,  and  Sheridan,  and  Pitt,  and 
Windham,  and  Melville,  and  Gren- 
ville,  are  his  peculiar  property.  His 
fame  will  repose  for  ever  on  their  broad 
bottoms.  Cruikshank  may,  if  he  plea- 
ses, be  a  second  Gilray  ;  but,  once 
more,  this  should  not  be  his  ambition. 
He  is  fitted  for  a  higher  walk.  Let 
him  play  Gilray,  if  he  will,  at  leisure 
hours — let  him  even  pick  up  his  pocket 
money  by  Gilrayizing ;  but  let  him 
give  his  days  and  his  nights  to  labour 
that  Gilray's  shoulders  were  not  meant 
for ;  and  rear  (for  he  may)  a  reputa- 
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tion,  such  as  Gilray  was  too  sensible  a 
fellow  to  dream  of  aspiring  after. 

It  is,  I  cannot  help  saying,  a  thou- 
sand pities  that  Cruikshank  did  not 
publish  his  first  livraisonof  the  "  Points 
of  Humour"  two  or  three  years  ago  ; 
for,  if  he  had  done  so,  in  addition  to 
the  high  character  it  must  have  gained 
for  him  in  England,  it  would,  in  all 
probability,  have  been  the  means  of 
putting  several  hundred  pounds  of 
good  Scotch  cash  into  his  fob.  There 
can  scarcely  be  a  doubt,  that  the  dis- 
tinguished connoisseurs,  who  took  in 
hand  to  have  the  cupola  of  the  New 
Advocates'  Library  here  in  Edinburgh 
painted,  would  have  turned  their  pa- 
tronizing eyes  and  liberal  hands  to- 
wards George  Cruikshank.  The  ca- 
ricature which  they  have  procured  for 
the  jurisconsults  of  the  Modern  Athens, 
is  undoubtedly  a  very  fair  caricature. 
These  nine  buxom  Muses,  and  Glorious 
Apollo,  with  his  yellow  head,  are  good 
in  their  way.  Old  Homer,  with  his  flan- 
nel petticoat  and  fuddled  physiognomy, 
and  Robin  Burns,  sitting  at  his  knee, 
in  corduroy  breeches,  velveteen  waist- 
coat, and  a  spotted  handkerchief,  form 
a  meritorious  group — and  so  do  So- 
crates, in  his  tunic,  and  Dr  Paley,  in 
his  gown  and  cassock ;  each  of  them 
throwing  apparently  a  sly  glance  to- 
wards Miss  Urania.  There  is  GENIUS 
in  these  juxtapositions — there  is  the 
very  quintessence  of  WIT.  It  is  im- 
possible not  to  smile  at  the  thing.  The 
mixture  of  Roman  togas  and  laced 
waistcoats,  long  beards  and  three-tied 
periwigs,  Athenian  sandals  and  San- 
xmhar  hose,  Ionian  lyres  and  Parisian 
snuff-boxes,  is  certainly  productive  of 
a  truly  comic  effect.  The  deities  on 
the  other  side  are  almost  as  sublime  as 
those  of  Blarney  Castle — 

"  All  sitting  naked  in  the  open  air." 
So  far  as  the  affair  goes,  it  is  blame- 
less— and  the  artist  and  his  patrons 
are  entitled  to  our  tribute  of  ap- 
plause. But  I  must  still  be  of  opi« 
nion,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  that,  in 
the  hands  of  a  Cruikshank,  such  a 
subject  would  have  received  still  greater 
ornament.  His  fearless  crayon  would 
not  have  been  restrained  by  certain 
absurd  punctilios,  which  seem  to  have 
checked  the  flow  of  genius  in  that 
nevertheless  immortal  piece.  Since  he 
was  to  jumble  Mount  Olympus,  Ma- 
rathon, and  May  bole — since  he  was  to 
annihilate  time  and  space — he  would 
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have  gloried  in  pushing  his  privilege 
to  its  utmost  limit.  He  would  have 
introduced  those  great  Dons  who  are 
at  this  moment  flourishing  among  us  as 
boldly  as  those  who  died  twenty  or  even 
thirty  years  ago;  and  will  anybody, 
possessing  mens  sana  in  corpore  sano, 
deny,  that  this  cupola  would  have  been 
a  still  more  perfect  thing  than  it  is, 
had  the  painter  clapped  in  a  few  cele- 
brated professors,  poets,  and  critics,  of 
the  present  brilliant  era,  among  the 
rest  of  them  ?  Since  David  Hume  was 
to  be  represented  as  offering  a  pinch 
of  rapee  to  Epicurus,  why  not  have 
Joseph  Hume  exhibiting  his  smuggled 
silk  handkerchief,  or  perhaps  offering 
a  thimbleful  of  his  smuggled  Fairn- 
tosh,  to  Marcus  Tullius  Cicero  ?  Why 
introduce  Burns,  and  yet  omit  Hogg  ? 
I  am  sure  his  maud  and  top-boots 
would  have  looked  as  picturesque  every 
bit  as  his  great  predecessor's  blue 
short-coat  and  rig-and-furrow  stock- 
ings. And  why,  I  ask,  when  Shake- 
speare was  to  lounge  on  the  same  sofa 
with  ^schylus,  why,  Ladies  and  Gen- 
tlemen, should  not  Barry  Cornwall 
have  been  allowed  to  draw  in  his 
chair,  and  sit  opposite  to  his  defunct 
compeers,  with  his  "  footman  in  green 
livery"  at  his  back  ?  These  are  ques- 
tions which  it  is  impossible  not  to 
ask.  These  are  questions  which  it  is 
iinpossible  not  to  answer.  They  speak 
home  to  our  business  and  our  bosoms 
— they  touch  upon  the  most  sacred 
privileges  of  the  British  Constitu- 
tion. 

But  grant  that  it  is  improper  to  in- 
troduce living  characters,  expressly  and 
avowedly  as  such,  in  an  historical  pic- 
ture, or  in  an  historical  caricature,  why, 
I  must  still  demand  of  the  patrons  and 
performers  of  that  masterpiece — why 
was  not  advantage  taken  of  that  inge- 
nious plan  of  which  Mr  Haydon  has 
made  such  glorious  use  in  several  of 
his  finest  chefs-d'oeuvre  ?  Does  any 
man  pretend  to  tell  me,  that  the  real 
features  of  Euripides,  Empedocles,  and 
the  rest  of  these  antique  gentry,  are 
known  ?  No — the  assertion  would  be 
absurd.  If,  then,  their  real  physiog- 
nomies are  long  since  obliterated  from 
the  recollection  of  the  human  race, 
why  did  not  this  artist  replace  them 
by  likenesses  of  existing  kindred  spi- 
rits— inheritors  of  the  same  divine  ge- 
nius— masters  of  the  same  heavenly 
arts — possessors,  now  and  hereafter, 
of  the  same  lofty  fame  ?  As  Haydon, 


in  his  great  picture  of  "  The  Entrance 
into  Jerusalem,"  made  a  Wordsworth 
bow  down  for  the  good  centurion,  a 
Voltaire  turn  up  his  nose  for  a  certain 
sneering  Sadducee,  and  a  Hazlitt  sit 
for  the  countenance  of  St  John,  &c. 
&c. — why  did  not  this  painter  seek 
similar  advantages  for  the  use  of  simi- 
lar ingenuities  ?  Why,  in  a  great  lite- 
rary Caricature,  painted  and  paid  for 
in  Edinburgh  in  the  19th  century  of 
the  present  era,  must  future  ages  look, 
and  look  in  vain,  for  the  least  corpo- 
real representation,  either  of  the  au- 
thor of  Waverley,  or  of  the  author  of 
the  Chaldee  Manuscript,  or  of  the  au- 
thor of  the  article  "  Beauty"  in  Mac- 
vey  Napier's  Encyclopedia? — Proh! 
Deum  et  homimtm  fides  ! — I  call  upon 
Mr  Clerk  and  his  Zeuxis  for  a  reply. 
The  moment  their  papers  are  lodged, 
I  am  willing  to  abide  the  decision  of 
the  Director  General  of  the  Fine  Arts 
for  Scotland. 

To  return  from  this  digression, 
which,  under  all  the  circumstances  of 
the  case,  may  not,  I  should  humbly 
hope,  be  regarded  as  unpardonable,  I 
have  now  to  submit  that  Mr  George 
Cruikshank  ought  on  no  account 
whatever  to  petition  parliament  for 
public  patronage  to  his  "  Points  of 
Humour."  An  artist,  above  all  such 
an  artist  as  Cruikshank,  ought  to 
stand  upon  his  own  bottom.  That  the 
public  will,  in  the  proper  style,  shape, 
and  form,  patronize  him, — most  effec- 
tually, most  strenuously,  patronize 
him, — I  cannot  entertain  the  shadow 
of  a  doubt.  I  am  sure  they  will  pur- 
chase his  work — 

"  To  buy  or  not  to  buy — that  is  the  ques- 
tion."— SHAKESPEARE. 
But,  if  they  do  not,  the  real  truth  of 
the  matter  is,  that  parliament  cannot 
help  it. 

We  have  recently  terminated  a  glo- 
rious war  in  which  we  have  achieved 
the  freedom  of  England,  and  rescued 
Europe  from  the  most  iron  and  des- 
potic thraldom  that  ever  insulted 
the  annals  of  the  world.  This  is 
true ;  but  we  have  still  something  to 
do.  We  still  owe  much  to  ourselves, 
and  to  our  children,  and  to  our  child- 
ren's children.  Our  finances  are  yet 
labouring  under  the  effects  of  those 
noble  sacrifices,  which  duty,  patriotism, 
religion,  and  honour,  so  imperatively 
demanded  at  our  unhesitating  hands. 
And,  to  go  further  still,  the  spirit  of 
tumult  and  turbulence  is  yet  abroad 
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in  the  world.  It  agitates  either  hemi- 
sphere. In  the  sublime  language  of 
Milton,  it  perplexes  monarchs  with 
fear  of  change.  British  statesmen,  in 
a  word,  whether  we  look  to  the  east 
or  to  the  west,  to  the  north  or  to  the 
south,  to  India  or  to  Persia,  to  Tur- 
key, to  Greece,  to  Naples,  to  Spain, 
to  Portugal,  to  Wirtemberg,  to  Mexi- 
co, to  Brazil,  to  Poyais,  to  Russia,  to 
France, — or  to  ill-fated,  unhappy,  dis- 
united Ireland, — whichever  way  we 
cast  our  eyes,  I  repeat  it,  we  shall 
find  that  those  persons  in  whom  fate, 
fortune,  or  merit,  have  reposed  the 
sway  of  the  affairs  of  this  great  em- 
pire, have,  as  the  saying  is,  their 
hands  full  of  business.  England  lost 
but  the  last  year  one  of  the  first  of 
her  statesmen  from  excess  of  busi- 
ness. The  weight  of  business  must 
not  be  unnecessarily  increased — the 
public  burdens,  too,  must  be  dimi- 
nished. The  tax  on  the  carriage  of 
stones  coastways  has  been  abolished — 
that  on  barilla  has  been  re-established. 
But  this  is  not  all.  Improvement  must 
not  hesitate  nor  stumble  in  her  majes- 
tic march.  The  spirit  of  Hume  walks. 
Ere  long,  »-as  Mr  Henry  Cockburn 
lately  remarked  to  Lord  Rosslynn,  it 
is  to  be  hoped  that  this  great  man  will 
even  thrust  his  hand  into  the  pockets 
of  the  sinecurists  of  Scotland.  And  is 
this  a  time  for  calling  upon  the  legis- 
lature of  this  mighty  empire  to  em- 
barrass themselves  with  the  capacious- 
ness of  canvas,  the  cost  of  casts,  the 
paucity  of  picture-purchasers,  and  the 
waste  and  desert  baldness  of  white- 
washed church- walls,  destitute  of  gild- 
ed frames,  and  resplendent  with  no 
rapture-raising  representations  of  Hi- 
ram, Habakkuk,  and  Holofernes?  The 
supposition  is  monstrous,  and  will  cer- 
tainly receive  no  sanction  either  from 
the  representatives  of  the  British  nation 
in  parliament  assembled,  or  from  the 
Director  General. 

Apply  the  principle  elsewhere,  and 
consider  for  a  moment  what  would  be 
the  infallible  result.  Painters  are  not 
the  only  artists  whose  works  fail  at 
times  to  invest  them  with  a  lordly 
proportion  of  the  perishable  good 
things  of  this  sublunary  and  imper- 
fect world.  There  are  poets — there 
are  prosers  too,  who,  in  their  own 
opinion,  bene  meruerunt  Reipublicte, 
(far  be  it  from  us  to  assert  that  their 
opinion  is  wrong  as  to  this  matter,) 
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and  whose  performances,  neverthe- 
less, are  monthly,  weekly,  daily  and 
hourly,  received  with  hesitation  by 
the  bookseller — and  with  neglect  by 
the  book-buyer.  Can  these  things  be 
new  to  any  lady  or  gentleman  who 
has  cast  an  observant  glance  upon  the 
course  of  affairs  in  the  present  crisis  ? 
No — they  are  universally  known — 
they  are  palpable — they  are  acknow- 
ledged truths.  And  what  is  to  be 
the  consequence,  if  whenever  Dr  Sou- 
they  publishes  a  quarto  poem,  and 
nobody  buys  it,  he  is  to  apply  to  his 
friend  Mr  Brougham  to  petition  Par- 
liament for  redress  ?  What  is  Parlia- 
ment to  do  ?  Suppose  Parliament  buys 
up  one  edition  and  makes  a  bonfire 
of  it,  will  not  this  munificence  en- 
courage the  poet  to  put  forth  another 
quarto,  equally  bulky  and  equally  un- 
popular, in  the  Spring  of  the  imme- 
diately succeeding  year.  What  ? — Is 
the  House  of  Commons  to  buy  up 
this  quarto  too  ? — Is  the  British  Par- 
liament to  buy  up  the  opera  omnia  of 
Platonist  Taylor  ? — Are  the  public  re- 
positories of  this  empire  to  be  cram- 
med with  Mr  Macvey  Napier's  dis- 
sertation on  the  Scope  and  Tendency 
of  Bacon  ?  Are  the  two  Houses  to  take 
in  the  supererogatory  copies  of  the 
Edinburgh  Review — and  thereby  make 
up  to  its  industrious  compilers  for  that 
deficit  of  individual  favour  which  be- 
gins to  throw  a  shade  of  disgrace  up-t 
on  the  whole  intellectual  character  of 
the  incomprehensible  age  in  which  v/e 
have  had  the  misfortune  to  be  born  ? 
Is  the  House  of  Lords  to  be  compelled 
to  sustain  the  sinking  pinions  of  a 
certain  member  of  their  own  noble 
eyry  ?  Are  they  to  pass  a  bill,  decla- 
ring that  "  Christian,  or  the  Island," 
is  as  good  a  poem  as  "  The  Bride  of 
Abydos,"  and  inflicting  the  pains  and 
penalties  of  a  high  crime  and  misde- 
meanor upon  all  who  took  in  the  bro- 
chures of  John  Murray,  and  yet  he- 
sitate to  take  in  the  equally  well- 
printed  brochures  of  John  Hunt  ?  No 
— De  maximis  non  curat  Prator.  We 
are  a  free  people,  we  received  the  holy 
bequest  of  liberty  from  our  forefa- 
thers, and  we  will  hand  it  down  un- 
tarnished to  our  posterity.  It  is  the 
sacred  privilege  of  Britons  to  admire, 
and  therefore  to  purchase,  just  what 
pictures,  and  what  books,  they  choose. 
That  privilege  is  inborn  and  inalien- 
able, and  the  minister  who  dares  to 
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trench  upon  it,  owes  his  head  to  the 
block,  and  his  name  to  the  execration 
of  the  world. 

I  propose  in  my  next  Lecture  to  pur- 
sue this  subject,  and  to  direct  the  at- 
tention of  my  hearers,  1st,  to  the  me- 
rits of  Julio  Romano,  as  a  caricatu- 
rist ; — and,  2dly,  to  those  of  Mr  Ged- 
des,  and,  in  particular,  to  his  truly 
excellent  caricature  of  the ' ( Discovery 
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of  the  Scottish  Regalia," — a  perform- 
ance which,  if  Mr  Cruikshank  is  to 
admit  any  designs  but  his  own,  ap- 
pears almost  worthy  of  being  trans- 
ferred to  copper  for  the  use  of  the 
"  Points  of  Humour."* 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I  have  the 
honour  to  wish  you,  respectfully,  a 
good  evening ! — 


*  The  "  Points  of  Humour"  are  to  appear  in  occasional  Numbers.  No.  I.  contains 
about  a  dozen  etchings,  and  50  pages  of  very  well  written  letter-press.  The  work  is 
published  by  C.  Baldwyn,  Newgate  Street,  London,  and  the  price,  per  Number,  is  only 
8s.,  which  is  dog-cheap,  as  things  go. 


NEW  POETICAL  TRANSLATIONS WIFFEN ROSE GOWER. 


No  branch  of  literature  seems  to 
have  been  cultivated  during  the  sea- 
son that  has  just  expired,  with  more 
distinguished  success  than  that  of  poet- 
ical translation.  So  much,  indeed,  has 
been  done  in  this  department,  that 
we  find  it  quite  inconsistent  with  our 
limits  to  draw  the  attention  of  our 
readers  into  the  various  meritorious 
works  that  have  accumulated  upon 
our  table.  We  cannot,  however,  per- 
mit the  month,  which  may  be  consi- 
dered as  the  last  of  the  book-buying 
portion  of  the  year,  to  pass  away  with- 
out saying  a  few  words  concerning 
each  of  three  publications,  which  we 
think  more  especially  entitled  to  the 
attention  of  the  lovers  of  polite  litera- 
ture. 

The  first  of  these  is  a  complete 
translation  of  the  Poetical  Works  of 
Garcilasso  De  La  Vega,  by  Mr  J.  H. 
Wiffen.  It  is  strange  enough  to  find 
an  English  Quaker  attempting  to  trans- 
fuse the  beauties  of  one  of  the  most 
stately  and  chivalric  of  Castilian 
bards.  Mr  Wiffen,  however,  has  con- 
trived to  lay  aside  his  drab  suit,  and 
to  wear  the  lofty  plume  and  embroid- 
ered mantle  of  the  gallant  Spaniard, 
as  naturally  as  if  he  had  never  been 
accustomed  to  figure  among  humbler 
habiliments.  We  really  have  not  for 


a  long  while  encountered  a  volume 
more  entitled  to  the  praise  of  ELE- 
GANCE. First  of  all,  it  is,  as  to  ex- 
ternals, one  of  the  most  chaste  and 
beautiful  specimens  of  typographical 
art  and  embellishment  that  ever  issued 
from  the  English  press.  And,  what 
is  of  greater  moment,  the  jewel  is 
quite  worthy  of  the  rich  casket  in 
which  it  is  placed.  Mr  WifFen's  own 
prose  introduction  is  a  model  of  that 
species  of  composition,  full,  clear,  yet 
concise,  and  above  all,  entirely  unaf- 
fected. Of  the  poetical  versions  them- 
selves, we  shall  only  say,  that  the  Odes 
and  Lyrical  Pieces  are  much  superior 
to  the  Eclogues ;  and  that  they  are 
so  just  because  Garcilasso's  originals 
were  in  these  cases  more  worthy  of 
inspiring  Mr  WifFen's  muse.  Our 
translator  is  a  perfect  master  of  the 
language  in  which  Garcilasso  wrote ; 
and  he  renders  him  into  English  with 
the  ease,  the  gracefulness,  and  the 
majestic  flow,  of  an  English  poet. 

Garcilasso  was,  as  almost  all  the 
great  Spanish  geniuses  have  been,  a 
soldier ;  he  was  noble,  brave,  cour- 
teous, amorous,  the  mirror  of  Casti- 
lian honour  and  Castilian  love ;  he 
died,  after  a  life  of  enterprize,  misfor- 
tune, and  glory,  at  the  early  age  of 
thirty;  he  is  the  Surrey,  and  more 


*  1.  The  Works  of  Garcilaso  de  la  Vega,  surnamed  the  Prince  of  Castilian  Poets, 
translated  into  English  Verse  ;  with  a  Critical  and  Historical  Essay  on  Spanish  Poetry, 
and  a  Lite  of  the  Author.  By  J.  H.  Wiffen.  London;  Hurst,  Robinson,  and  Co.  1828. 

±  The  Orlando  Furioso,  translated  into  English  Verse,  from  the  Italian  of  Ludovico 
Ariosto  ;  with  Notes.  P»y  William  Stewart  Rose.  London  ;  Murray.  1823. 
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than  the  Surrey  of  Spanish  letters. 
We  should  willingly  allot  many  pages 
to  him  and  his  worthy  translator, — 
but,  for  the  present,  we  must  confine 
ourselves  to  a  couple  of  specimens. 

The  following  Ode  was  addressed 
by  Garcilasso  to  a  young  Neapolitan 
lady,  (called  the  Flower  of  GNIDO, 
from  the  quarter  of  the  city  of  Naples 
in  which  she  lived,)  at  the  time  when 
a  friend  of  the  poet's  was  enamoured 
of  her.  Nothing,  we  apprehend,  can 
be  more  perfectly  elegant — 

THE  FLOWER  OP  GNIDO. 


"  HAD  I  the  sweet  resounding  lyre, 
Whose  voice  could  in  a  moment  chain 
The  howling  wind's  ungovern'd  ire, 
And  movement  of  the  raging  main, 
On  savage  hills  the  leopard  rein, 
The  lion's  fiery  soul  entrance, 
And  lead  along,  with  golden  tones, 
The  fascinated  trees  and  stones, 
In  voluntary  dance ; 


"  Think  not,  think  not,  fair  flower  of 

Gnide, 

It  e'er  should  celebrate  the  scars, 
Dust  rais'd,  blood  shed,  or  laurels  dyed, 
Beneath  the  gonfalon  of  Mars, 
Or,  borne  sublime  on  festal  cars, 
The  chiefs  who  to  submission  sank 
The  rebel  German's  soul  of  soul, 
And  forged  the  chains  that  now  control 
The  frenzy  of  the  Frank. 

3. 

"  No,  no  !  its  harmonies  should  ring 
In  vaunt  of  glories  all  thine  own  ; 
A  discord  sometimes  from  the  string 
Struck  forth  to  make  thy  harshness  known. 
The  finger'd  chords  should  speak  alone 
Of  beauty's  triumphs,  Love's  alarms. 
And  one  who,  made  by  thy  disdain 
Pale  as  a  lily  dipt  in  twain, 
Bewails  thy  fatal  charms. 

4. 

"  Of  that  poor  captive,  too  contemned, 
I  speak, — his  doom  you  might  deplore — 
In  Venus'  galliot — still  condemn' d 
To  strain  for  life  the  heavy  oa  . 
Through  thee  no  longer,  as  of  yore, 
He  tames  the  unmanageable  steed, 
With  curb  of  gold  his  pride  restrains, 
Or  with  press'd  spurs  and  shaken  reins 
Torments  him  into  speed. 


Consults  not  now,  it  can  but  kiss 
The  amorous  lute's  dissolving  strings, 
Which  murmur  forth  a  thousand  things 
Of  banishment  from  bliss. 

6. 

"  Through  thee,  my  dearest  friend  and 

best 

Grows  harsh,  importunate,  and  grave ; 
Myself  have  been  his  port  of  rest 
From  shipwreck  on  the  yawning  wave  ; 
Yet  now  so  high  his  passions  rave 
Above  lost  reason's  conquer'd  laws, 
That  not  the  traveller  ere  he  slays 
The  asp,  its  sting,  as  he  my  face 
So  dreads,  or  so  abhors. 

7- 
"  In  snows  on  rocks,  sweet  Flower  of 

Gnide, 

Thou  wert  not  cradled,  wert  not  born, 
She  who  has  not  a  fault  beside 
Should  ne'er  be  signalized  for  scorn; 
Else,  tremble  at  the  fate  forlorn 
Of  Anaxarete,  who  spurn'd 
The  weeping  Iphis  from  her  gate, 
Who,  scoffing  long,  relenting  late, 
Was  to  a  statue  turn'd. 

8. 

"  Whilst  yet  soft  pity  she  repell'd, 
Whilst  yet  she  steel' d  her  heart  in  pride, 
From  her  friezed  window  she  beheld, 
Aghast,  the  lifeless  suicide  ; 
Around  his  lily  neck  was  tied 
What  freed  his  spirit  from  her  chains, 
And  purchased  with  a  few  short  sighs 
For  her  immortal  agonies, 
Imperishable  pains. 

9. 

u  Then  first  she  felt  her  bosom  bleed 
With  love  and  pity  ;  vain  distress  ! 
Oh  what  deep  rigours  must  succeed 
This  first  sole  touch  of  tenderness  ! 
Her  eyes  grow  glazed  and  motionless, 
Nail'd  on  his  wavering  corse,  each  bone 
Hard'ning  in  growth,  invades  her  flesh, 
Which,  late  so  rosy,  warm,  and  fresh, 
Now  stagnates  into  stone. 

10. 

"  From  limb  to  limb  the  frosts  aspire, 
Her  vitals  curdle  with  the  cold  ; 
The  blood  forgets  its  crimson  fire, 
The  veins  that  e'er  its  motion  roll'd ; 
Till  now  the  virgin's  glorious  mould 
Was  wholly  into  marble  changed, 
On  which  the  Salaminians  gazed, 
Less  at  the  prodigy  amazed 
Than  of  the  crime  avenged. 


"  Not  now  he  wields  for  thy  sweet  sake 
The  sword  in  his  accomplish'd  hand, 
Nor  grapples,  like  a  poisonous  snake, 
The  wrestler  on  the  yellow  sand  : 
The  old  heroic  harp  his  hand 
VOL.  XIV. 


"  Then  tempt  not  thou  Fate's  angry  arms, 
By  cruel  frown  or  icy  taunt ; 
But  let  thy  perfect  deeds  and  charms 
To  poets'  harps,  Divinest,  grant 
Themes  worthy  their  immortal  vaunt  t 
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Else  must  our  weeping  strings  presume 
To  celebrate  in  strains  of  woe, 
The  justice  of  some  signal  blow, 
That  strikes  thee  to  the  tomb." 

The  next  is  valuable,  not  only  for 
the  great  beauty  of  its  language,  (to 
which  Wiffen  does,  on  the  whole,  jus- 
tice) but  as  presenting  one  of  the  most 
happy  specimens  of  that  particular 
vein,  which  was  produced  by  the  mix- 
ture of  Italian  ornament,  with  the 
deep  native  sentiment  of  Castilian 
passion. 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  PASSION  FOR  HIS 
LADY. 

1. 

"  ONCE  more  from  the  dark  ivies,  my 

proud  harp  ! 

I  wish  the  sharpness  of  my  ills  to  be 
Shown  in  thy  sounds,  as  they  have  been 

shown  sharp 

In  their  effects  ;  I  must  bewail  to  thee 
The  occasions  of  my  grief,  the  world  shall 

know 

Wherefore  I  perish  ;  I  at  least  will  die 
Confess'd,  not  without  shrift  : 
For  by  the  tresses  I  am  dragg'd  along 
By  an  antagonist  so  wild  and  strong, 
That  o'er  sharp  rocks  and  brambles,  stain- 

ing so 

The  pathway  with  my  blood,  it  rushes  by, 
Than   the  swift-footed  winds  themselves 

more  swift  ; 

And,  to  torment  me  for  a  longer  space, 
It  sometimes  paces  gently  over  flowers, 
Sweet  as  the  morning,  when  I  lose  all  trace 
Of  former  pain,  and  rest  luxurious  hours  ; 
But  brief  the  respite  !  in  this  blissful  case 
Soon  as  it  sees  me,  with  collected  powers, 
.  With  a  new  wildness,  with  a  fury  new, 
It  turns  its  rugged  road  to  repursue. 


A* 

"  Not  by  my  own  neglect,  into  such  harm 
Fell  I  at  first,  'twas  destiny  that  bore, 
And  gave  me  up  to  the  tormenting  charm, 
For  both   my  reason  and  my  judgment 

swore 

To  guard  me,  as  in  bygone  years  they  well 
Had  guarded  me  in  seasons  of  alarm  ; 
But,  when  past  perils  they  compared  with 

those 
They  saw  advancing,  neither  could  they 

Or  what  to  make  of  such  unusual  foes, 
How  to  engage  with  them,  or  how  repel ; 
But  staied  to  see  the  force  with  which  they 

came, 

Till,  spurr'd  on  by  pure  shame, 
With  a  slow  pace  and  with  a  timid  eye, 
At  length  my  reason  issued  on  the  way, 
And  more  and  more  as  the  fleet  foe  drew 

nigh, 
The  more  did  aggravating  doubt  display 


My  life  in  peril,  dreading  lest  the  die 
Of  that  day's  battle  should  be  lost,  dismay 
Made  the  hot  blood  boil  in  my  veins,  until 
Reclaim'd,  it  sank  into  as  cold  a  chill. 


"  I  stood  spectator  of  their  chivalry  ; 
Fighting  in  my  defence,  my  Reason  tired 
And  faint  from  thousand  wounds  became, 

and  I, 

Unconscious  what  the  insidious  thought  in- 
spired, 

Was  wishing  my  mail'd  Advocate  to  quit 
The  hopeless  quarrel, — never  in  my  life 
Was  what  I  wish'd  fulfill'd  with  so  much 

ease, 
For,  kneeling  down,  at  once  she  closed  the 

strife, 

And  to  the  Lady  did  her  sword  submit, 
Consenting  she  should  have  me  for  her 

slave, 

As  victory  urged,  to  slaughter  or  to  save, 
Whichever  most  might  please. 
Then,  then  indeed,  I  felt  my  spirit  rise, 
That  such  unreasonable  conditions  e'er 
Had  been  agreed  to ;  anger,  shame,  sur- 
prise, 
At  once  i 
Then  fo 

And  see  my  kingdom  in  the  hands  of  one 
Who  gives  me  life  and  death  each  day,  and 

this 
Is  the  most  moderate  of  her  tyrannies. 


ce  possess'd  me,  fruitless  as  they  were ; 
f olio  w'd  grief  to  know  the  treaty  done, 


.  4. 
"Her  eyes,  whose  lustre  could  irradiate 

well 

The  raven  night,  and  dim  the  mid-day  sun, 
Changed  me  at  once  by  some  emphatic 

spell 
From  what  I  was — I  gazed,  and  it  was 

done. 

Too  finish'd  fascination  !  glass'd  in  mine, 
The  glory  of  her  eye-balls  did  imprint 
So  bright  a  fire,  that  from  its  heat  malign 
My  sickening  soul  acquired  another  tint. 
The  showers  of  tears  I  shed  assisted  more 
This  transformation  ;  broken  up,  I  found, 
Was  my  past  peace  and  freedom  ;  in  the 

core 

Of  my  fond  heart,  an  all-luxuriant  ground, 
The  plant  whereof  I  perish,  struck  its  root 
Deep  as  its  head  extended  high,  and  dense 
As  were  its  melancholy  boughs  ;  the  fruit 
Which  it  has  been  my  wont  to  gather 

thence, 
Sour   is  a  thousand   times  for  one  time 

sweet, 
But  ever  poisonous  to  the  lips  that  eat. 

5. 

"  Now,  flying  from  myself  as  from  a  curse, 
In  search  of  her  who  shuns  me  as  a  foe, 
I  speed,  which  to  one  error  adds  a  worse  ; 
And,  in  the  midst  of  toil,  fatigue,  and  woe, 
Whilst  the  forged  irons  on  my  bound  limbs 
ring, 
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Find  myself  singing  as  of  old,  but  oh, 
How  soon  are  check'd  the  causeless  songs 

I  sing, 

If  in  myself  I  lock  my  thoughts  !  for  there 
I  view  a  field  where  nought  but  brambles 


And 


rng, 
black 


night-shade,  garlanding  de 


Hope  in  the  distance  shows  me,  as  she  flies, 
Her  fluttering  garments  and  light  step,  but 

ne'er 

Her  angel  face, — tears  rush  into  my  eyes 
At  the  delusion,  nor  can  I  forbear 
To  call  her  false  as  the  mirage  that  kills 
The  thirsty  pilgrim  of  the  sandy  waste, 
When  he  beholds  far-off,  'twixt  seeming 

hills, 

The  stream  he  dies  to  taste  ; 
With  eager  eye  he  marks  its  lucid  face, 
And  listens,  fancying  that  he  heard  it  roar, 
But,  when  arrived  in  torment  at  the  place, 
Weeps  to  perceive  it  distant  as  before. 

6. 

"  Of  golden  locks  was  the  rich  tissue  wove, 
Framed  by  my  sympathy,  wherein  with 

shame 
My  struggling  Reason  was  entrapp'd,  like 

Love 

In  the  strong  arms  of  Appetite,  the  fame 
Whereof  drew  all  Olympus  to  regard 
The  Fire-God's  capture ;  but  'twere  out 

of  place 

For  me  this  capture  to  go  gaze,  debarr'd 
Of  that  whereby  to  contemplate  the  case. 
So  circumstanced  I  find  myself!  the  field 
Of  tournament  is  clear'd,  the  foe  descried, 
Alarm'd  I  stand,  without  a  spear  or  shield, 
Closed  are  the  barriers,  and  escape  denied. 
Who  at  my  story  is  not  terrified  ! 
Who  could  believe  that  I  am  fall'n  so  low, 
That  to  the  grief  I  hurry  from,  my  pride 
Is  oft-times  found  so  little  of  a  foe, 
That,  at  the  moment  when  I  might  regain 
A  life  of  freedom,  I  caress  my  chain, 
And  curse  the  hours  and  moments  lately 

lent 
To  freer  thoughts,as  mournfully  mis-spent ! 

7- 

"  This  fancy  is  not  always  paramount, 
For  of  a  brain  so  wild  the  phantasies 
Sleep  not  a  moment ;  Grief  at  times  will 

mount 
The  throne  of  Slavery ;  and  her  sceptre 

seize, 

So  that  my  fancy  shrinks  as  from  its  place, 
To  shun  the  torture  of  its  frightful  face, 
There  is  no  part  in  me  but  frenzied  is, 
And  wail'd  by  me  in  turn  ;  on  my  wild 

track, 

Afresh  protesting  at  the  blind  abyss, 
I  turn  affrighted  back. 
Not  urged  by  reason,  not  by  judgment, 

this 

Discretion  of  the  mind  is  wholly  lost ; 
All  is  become  a  barrenness  or  blot, 
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But  this  one  grief,  and  even  the  rising 

ghost 

Of  dead  joy,  gliding  by,  is  heeded  not ; 
I  keep  no  chronicle  of  bygone  bliss, 
But  feel  alone,  within  my  heart  and  brain, 
The  fury  and  the  force  of  present  pain. 

8. 

"  In  midst  of  all  this  agony  and  woe, 

A  shade  of  good  descends  my  wounds  to 

heal; 

Surely,  I  fancy,  my  beloved  foe 
Must  feel  some  little  part  of  what  I  feel. 
So  insupportable  a  toil  weighs  down 
My  weary  soul,  that,  did  I  not  create 
Some  strong  deceit  of  power,  to  ease  the 

weight, 

I  must  at  once  die — die  without  my  crown 
Of  martyrdom,  a  register'd  renown, 
Untalk'd  of  by  the  world,  unheard,  un- 

view'd ! 

And  thus  from  my  most  miserable  estate 
I  draw  a  gleam  of  good. 
But  soon  my  fate  this  train  of  things  re- 

verses, 

For,  if  I  ever  from  the  storm  find  peace, 
Peace  nurtures  fear,  and  fear  my  peace  dis- 
perses, 

Swift  as  a  rainbow  arch'd  o'er  raging  seas : 
Thus  from  the  flowers  which  for  a  space 

console, 
Springs  up  the  serpent  that  devours  my 

soul. 

9. 

"  ODE  !  if  men,  seeing  thee,  be  seized  with 

fright 

At  the  caprice,  inconstancy,  and  shock 
Of  these  conflicting  fancies  of  my  brain, 
Say  that  the  cause  thereof — tormenting 

pain — 

Is  stable,  fixt,  and  changeless  as  a  rock. 
Say  thou,  that  its  fierce  might 
So  storms  my  heart  that  it  must  yield,  ere 

long, 

Even  to  a  foe  more  terrible  and  strong  ; 
To  Him,  from  whom  all  cross  themselvss 

— to  save  ; 
The  power  whose  home  is  in  the  lonely 

grave !" 

These  beautiful  verses  will,  we 
trust,  sufficiently  recommend  Mr  Wif- 
fen to  the  notice  of  our  readers.  He 
is  engaged  in  a  work  of  still  great- 
er importance — a  new  translation  of 
Tasso  into  English  ottava  rima,  and 
we  confess  that  we  look  forward  with 
the  highest  expectation  to  a  Jeru- 
salem executed  by  such  a  hand.  In- 
deed, Mr  Wiffen  has  already  pub- 
lished a  small  specimen  of  his  Tas- 
so ; — and  there  can  be  no  doubt, 
that,  when  his  work  is  finished,  he 
must  find  himself  in  possession  of  a 
very  enviable  reputation.  On  com- 
paring the  fragment  he  has  print- 
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ed,  with  the  corresponding  pages  of 
Fairfax,  (for  Hoole  is  not  worth  the 
mentioning,)  we  think  it  is  impossible 
that  any  one  should  hesitate  about 
agreeing  with  Mr  Wiffen,  that  a  new 
version  was  wanted,  and  with  us,  that 
Mr  Wiffen  is  admirably  qualified  for 
supplying  the  want. — Mr  Wiffen's 
GARCILASSO  is  dedicated,  with  great 
propriety,  to  the  Duke  of  Bedford — 
the  Poet  being  his  Grace's  librarian  at 
Woburn  Abbey,  and  deriving  from 
this  situation  the  means  of*  indulging 
his  taste  and  talents  otio  hand  ignobili. 
Long  may  he  do  so.  The  dedication, 
however,  will  probably  be  considered 
as  somewhat  of  a  curiosity — for,  though 
the  production  of  an  English  Quaker, 
it  is  as  abounding  in  titles  and  com- 


pliments,  as  if  Garcilasso  himself  had 
indited  it  in  honour  of  some  Spanish 
Grandee  of  the  first  class.  In  the 
"  Heraldic  Anomalies,"  there  is  a  queer 
enough  chapter  on  Quakers — and  we 
suspect  from  the  strain  thereof,  that 
Mr  Wiffen  may  be  called  over  the 
coals,  even  by  the  brethren  of  our 
own  time,  for  the  liberal  use  of  "  your 
Grace,"  and  the  like  sinful  abomina- 
tions.— To  be  sure,  Paul  called  a  Ro- 
man dignitary,  "  Most  noble  Festus," 
only  for  giving  him  a  decent  hearing ; 
and  our  friend  may  justify,  on  this 
authority,  and  that  a  fortiori  too, 
for  we  suspect  he  has  much  more  rea- 
son to  applaud  John  Duke  of  Bedford, 
than  ever  the  Apostle  had  to  applaud 
the  most  noble  Festus. 


MR  W.  S.  ROSE. 


The  second  work  of  this  class  we 
are  to  notice,  is  Mr  William  Stewart 
Rose's  Translation  of  the  Orlando  Fu- 
rioso— of  which  six  cantos  have  just 
appeared  in  a  very  neat  little  volume 
of  the  same  size  with  his  abridgment 
of  the  INNAMORATO.  The  specimens 
we  gave  a  few  months  back  of  Mr 
Rose's  translation  from  Berni,  might, 
perhaps,  render  it  a  matter  of  little 
consequence,  though  we  should  en- 
tirely omit  extracting  from  his  Furi- 
oso.  We  shall,  however,  gratify  our- 
selves by  quoting  a  few  of  these  deli- 
cious stanzas.  Some  of  our  readers 
may  not  have  had  any  opportunity  of 
seeing  Mr  Rose's  little  volume,  and 
may,  perhaps,  be  saying  to  themselves, 
"  This  is  a  book  which  no  doubt  we 
must  buy  some  day — but  we  shall 
wait  till  it  is  complete."  We  mean  to 
poke  these  dilatory  people  by  our  ex- 
tracts. Such  a  way  of  proceeding  is 
exceedingly  unfair  to  the  publisher  of 
a  work  like  this — a  work  which,  of 


necessity,  addresses  itself  to  the  more 
refined  classes — and  we  may  add,  is 
unfair  to  the  author  too — for  there  is 
no  author  that  does  not  write  the  more 
spiritedly  for  being  encouraged,  and 
as  for  being  too  rapid  and  careless  of 
execution,  this  is  a  species  of  trans- 
gression which  no  one  will  think  Mr 
Rose  likely  to  fall  into.  Never  was 
such  close  scrupulous  fidelity  of  ren- 
dering associated  with  such  light  dan- 
cing elegance  of  language.  This,  in- 
deed, will  be  an  addition  to  the  stand- 
ard literature  of  our  country.  A  hun- 
dred years  hence,  it  will  stand  beside 
Dryden's  Virgil,  Pope's  Homer,  and 
Carey's  Dante. 

We  shall,  partly  for  the  sake  of  the 
lazy  reader,  and  partly  because  we  are 
luxuriously  disposed  ourselves,  give 
Ariosto's  own  stanzas,  side  by  side 
with  those  of  his  English  translator. 

The  well-known  commencement  of 
the  whole  poem  is  thus  felicitously 
transfused. 


"  Le  Donne,  i  Cavalier,  1'arme,  gli  a- 

mori, 

Le  cortesie,  1'  audaci  imprese  io  canto, 
Che  furo  al  tempo,  che  passaro  i  Mori 
D' Africa  il  mare,  e  in  Francia  nocquer 

tan  to ; 

Seguendo  1'  ire,  e  i  giovenil  furori 
D'Agrarnante  lor  Re  ;  che  si  die  van  to 
Di  vendicar  la  morte  di  Trojano 
Sopra  Re  Carlo  Imperator  Romano. 


*'  Dird  d'Orlando  in  un  medesmo  tratto 
Cosa  non  detta  in  prosa  mai,  ne  in  rima ; 
<  'he  per  amor  venne  in  furore,  e  matto, 
I)'  uom,  che  si  saggio  era  stimato  prima ; 


"  OF  LOVES  and  LADIES,  KNIGHTS  and 

ARMS,  I  sing, 
Of  COURTESIES,   and  many   a   DARING 

FEAT  ; 

And  from  those  ancient  days  my  story  bring, 
When  Moors  from  Afric  pass'din  hostile  fleet, 
And  ravaged  France,  with  Agramant  their 

king, 
Flush'd  with  his  youthful  rage  and  furious 

heat; 
Who  on  king  Charles',  the  Roman  emperor's 

head 
Had  vow'd  due  vengeance  for  Troyano  dead. 

"  In  the  same  strain  of  Roland  will  I  tell 
Things  unattempted  yet  in  prose  or  rhyme, 
On  whom  strange  madness  and  rank  fury  fell, 
A  man  esteem'd  so  wise  in  former  time ; 
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Se  da  colei,  che  tal  quasi  m'  ha  fatto, 
Che'l  poco  ingegno  ad  ora  ad  or  mi  lima, 
Mene  sara  per6  tanto  concesso, 
Che  mi  basti  a  finir  quanto  ho  promesso. 


"  Piacciavi,  generosa  Erculea  prole, 
Ornamento,  e  splendor  del  secol  nostro, 
Ippolito,  aggradir  questo,  che  vuole, 
E  darvi  sol  puo  1'  umil  servo  vostro. 
Quel,  ch'  io  vi  debbo,  posso  di  parole 
Pagare  in  parte,  e  d'  opera  d'  inchiostro : 
Ne,  che  poco  io  vi  dia,  da  imputar  sono ; 
Ch£  quanto  io  posso  dar,  tutto  vi  dono. 


"  Voisentirete  fra  i  piu  degni  Eroi, 
Che  nominar  con  laude  m'  apparecchio, 
Ricordar  quel  Ruggier,  che  f  u  di  voi, 
E  de'  vostri  Avi  illustri  il  ceppo  vecchio. 
L'  alto  valore,  e  i  chiari  gesti  suoi, 
Vi  faro  udir,  se  voi  mi  date  orecchio ; 
E  i  vostri  aid  pensier  cedano  un  poco, 
Si  che  tra  lor  miei  versi  abbiano  loco. 

"  Orlando,  che  gran  tempo  innamorato 
Fu  della  bella  Angelica,  e  per  lei 
In  India,  in  Media,  in  Tartaria  lasciato 
Avea  infiniti,  ed  immortal  trofei ; 
In  Ponente  con  essa  era  tomato, 
Dove  sotto  i  gran  Monti  Pirenei, 
Con  la  Gente  di  Francia,  e  di  Lamagna, 
Re  Carlo  era  attendato  alia  campagna : 


"  Per  fare  al  Re  Marsilio,  e  al  R£  Agra- 

mante 

Battersi  ancor  del  folle  ardir  la  guancia ; 
D'  aver  condotto  1'  un  d' Africa  quante 
Genti  erano  atte  a  portar  spada,  e  lancia : 
I/  altro,  d'  aver  spinta  la  Spagna  in- 

nante, 

A  distruzion  del  bel  Regno  di  Francia, 
E  cosi  Orlando  arrivo  quivi  appunto, 
Ma  tosto  si  penti  d'  esservi  giunto. 


"  Che  gli  fu  tolta  la  sua  Donna  poi ; 
(Ecco  il  giudicio  uman  come  spesso  erra) 
Quella,  che  dagli  Esperj  ai  liti  Eoi 
Avea  difesa  con  si  lunga  guerra  ; 
Or  tolta  gli  e  fra  tanti  amici  suoi 
Senza  spada  adoprar,  nella  sua  terra. 
II  savio  Imperator,  ch'  estinguer  volse 
Un  grave  Incendio,  fu  che  gli  la  tolse. 


"  Nata  pochi  di  innanzi  era  una  gara 
Tra'l  Conte  Orlando,  e'l  suo  cugin  Ri- 

naldo; 

Che  ambiduo  avean  per  la  bellezza  rara 
D'  amoroso  disio  1'  animo  caldo. 
Carlo,  che  non  avea  tal  lite  cara, 
Che  gli  rendea  1'  ajuto  lor  men  saldo  ; 
Quella  Donzella,  che  la  causa  n'  era, 
Tolse,  e  die  in  manoalDuca  diBavera. 


If  she,  who  to  like  cruel  pass  has  well 
Nigh  brought  my  feeble  wit,  which  fain  would 

climb, 

And  hourly  wastes  my  sense,  concede  me  skill 
And  strength  my  daring  promise  to  fulfil. 

**  Good  seed  of  Hercules,give  ear  and  deign, 
Thou  that  this  age's  grace  and  splendour  art, 
Hippolitus,  to  smile  upon  his  pain 
Who  tenders  what  he  has  with  humble  heart. 
For,  though  all  hope  to  quit  the  score  were 

vain, 

My  pen  and  page  may  pay  the  debt  in  part ; 
Then,  with  no  jealous  eye  my  offering  scan, 
Nor  scorn  my  gift,  who  give  thee  all  I  can. 

"  And  me,  amid  the  worthiest  shalt  thou  hear, 
Whom  I  with  fitting  praise  prepare  to  grace, 
Record  the  good  Rogero,  valiant  peer, 
The  ancient  root  of  thine  illustrious  race. 
Of  him,  if  thou  wilt  lend  a  willing  ear, 
The  worth  and  warlike  feats  I  shall  retrace ; 
So  thou,  thy  graver  cares  some  little  time 
Postponing,  lend  thy  leisure  to  my  rhyme. 

"  Roland,  who  long  the  lady  of  Catay, 
Angelica,  had  loved,  and  with  his  brand 
Raised  countless  trophies  to  that  damsel  gay, 
In  India,  Median,  and  Tartarian  land, 
Westward  with  her  had  measured  back  his 


Where,  nigh  the  Pyrenees,  with  many  a  band 
Of  Germany  and  France,  King  Charlemagne 
Had  camp'd  his  faithful  host  upon  the  plain. 

"To  make  King  Agramant,  for  penance,  smite 
His  cheek,  and  rash  Marsilius  rue  the  hour  ; 
This,  when  all  train'd  with  lance  and  sword 

to  fight, 

He  led  from  Africa  to  swell  his  power  ; 
That  other  when  he  push'd,  in  fell  despite, 
Against  the  realm  of  France  Spain's  martial 

flower. 
'Twas  thus  Orlando  came  where  Charles  was 

tented 
In  evil  hour,  and  soon  the  deed  repented. 

"  For  here  was  seized  his  dame  of  peerless 

charms, 

(How  often  human  judgment  wanders  wide  !) 
Whom  in  long  warfare  he  had  kept  from 

harms, 
From  western  climes  to  eastern  shores  her 

guide, 
In  his  own  land,  'mid  friends  and  kindred 

arms, 

Now  without  contest  sever'd  from  his  side. 
Fearing  the  mischief  kindled  by  her  eyes, 
From  him  the  prudent  emperor  reft  the  prize. 

«'  For  bold  Orlando,  and  his  cousin,  free 
Rinaldo,  late  contended  for  the  maid, 
Enamour'd  of  that  beauty  rare  ;  since  she 
Alike  the  glowing  breast  of  either  sway'd. 
But  Charles,  who  little  liked  such  rivalry, 
And  drew  an  omen  thence  of  feebler  aid, 
To  abate  the  cause  of  quarrel,  seized  the  fair, 
And  placed  her  in  Bavarian  Namus'  care. 
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CJuly, 


"  In  premio  promettendola  a  qiu 
Che  in  quel  conflitto,  in  quella 


jueld'essi, 
gran  gi- 
ornata, 

Degl'  Infedeli  piu  copia  uccidessi, 
E  di  sua  man  prestasse  opra  piu  grata. 
Contrarj  ai  voti  poi  furo  i  successi, 
Che  'n  fuga  ando  la  Gente  battezzata, 
E  con  mold  altri  fu  '1  Duca  prigione  ; 
E  resto  abbandonato  il  padiglione, 

"  Dove,  poi  che  rimase  la  Donzella, 
Ch'  esser  dovea  del  vincitor  mercede, 
Innanzi  al  caso  era  salita  in  sella, 
E  quando  bisogno,  le  spalle  diede, 
Presaga,  che  quel  giorno  esser  rubella 
Dovea  fortuna  alia  Cristiana  Fede  : 
Entro  in  un  bosco,  e  nella  stretta  via 
Rincontro  un  Cavalier,  ch'  a  pie  venia. 


"  Indosso  la  corazza,  e  1'  elmo  in  testa, 
La  spada  al  fianco,  e  in  braccio  avea  lo 

scudo, 

E  piu  leggier  correa  per  la  foresta  ; 
Ch'  al  palio  rosso  il  villan  mezzo  ignudo. 
Timida  pastorella  mai  si  presta 
Non  volse  piede  innanzi  a  serpe  crudo, 
Come  Angelica  tosto  il  freno  torse, 
Che  del  Guerrier,  ch'  a  pie  venia,  s'  ac- 

corse." 


"  Vowing  with  her  the  warrior  to  content, 
Who  in  that  conflict,  on  that  fatal  day, 
With  his  good  hand  most  gainful   succour 

lent, 

And  slew  most  payriims  in  the  martial  fray. 
But  counter  to  his  hopes  the  battle  went, 
And  his  thinn'd  squadrons  fled  in  disarray  ; 
Namus,  with  other  Christian  captains,  taken, 
And  his  pavilion  in  the  rout  forsaken. 

"  There,  lodged  by  Charles,  that  gentle  bon- 

nibel, 

Ordain'd  to  be  the  valiant  victor's  meed, 
Before  the  event  had  sprung  into  her  sell, 
And  from  the  combat  turn'd  in  time  of  need ; 
Presaging  wisely  Fortune  would  rebel 
That  fatal  day  against  the  Christian  creed  ; 
And,  entering  a  thick  wood,  discover'd  near, 
In  a  close  path,  a  horseless  cavalier. 

"  With  shield  upon  his  arm,  in  knightly  wise, 
Belted  and  mail'd,  his  helmet  on  his  head  ; 
The  knight  more  lightly  through  the  forest 

hies 
Than  half-clothed  churl  to  win  the  cloth  of 

red. 

But  not  from  cruel  snake  more  swiftly  flies 
The  timid  shepherdess,  with  startled  tread, 
Than  poor  Angelica  the  bridle  turns, 
When  she  the  approaching  knight  on  foot 

discerns." 


One  more  passage — it  shall  be  from  Canto  sixth,  where  Rogero,  after  be- 
ing warned  in  vain  by  the  metamorphosed  Astolpho,  is  beguiled  into  the 
Magic  Palace  of  the  Enchantress  Alcina. 


"  Venne  al  cavallo,  e  lo  disciolse,  e  prese 
Per  le  redini,  e  dietro  sclo  trasse  ; 
N£  come  fece  prima,  piu  1'  ascese, 
Perche  mal  grado  suo  non  lo  portasse. 
Seco  pensava,  come  nel  paese 
Di  Logistilla  a  salvamento  andasse. 
Era  disposto  e  fermo  usare  ogni  opra, 
Che  non  gli  avesse  imperio  Alcina  sopra. 

"  Penso  di  rimontar  su'l  suo  cavallo, 
E  per  P  aria  spronarlo  a  novo  corso  ; 
Ma  dubito  di  far  poi  maggier  fallo, 
Che  troppo  mal  quel  gli   ubbidiva  al 

morso. 

lo  passero  per  forza  ;  s'  io  non  fallo  ; 
(Dicea  tra  se)  ma  vano  era  il  discorso. 
Non  fu  duo  miglia  lungi  alia  marina, 
Che  labelJa  Citta  vide  d' Alcina. 

"  Lontan  si  vede  una  muraglia  lunga, 
Che  gira  intorno,  e  gran  paese  serra ; 
E  par  che  la  sua  altezza  al  Ciel  s'  aggi- 

unga, 

E  d'oro  sia  dull'  alta  cima  a  terra. 
Alcun  dal  mio  parer  qui  si  dilunga ; 
E  dice,  ch'  ella  e  Alchimia  ;  e  forse  ch' 

erra  : 

Ed  anco  forse  meglio  di  me  intende  : 
A  me  par'oro,  poi  che  si  risplende. 


"  The  courser  from  the  myrtle  he  untied, 
And  by  the  bridle  led  behind  him  still ; 
Nor  would  he,  as  before,  the  horse  bestride, 
Lest  he  should  bear  him  off  against  his  will : 
He  mused  this  while  how  safely  he  might  find 
A  passage  to  the  land  of  Logistil ; 
Firm  in  his  purpose  every  nerve  to  strain, 
Lest  empire  over  him  Alcina  gain. 

"  He  to  remount  the  steed,  and  through  the  air 

To  spur  him  to  a  new  career  again 

Now  thought ;  but  doubted  next,  in  fear  to 

fare 

Worse  on  the  courser,  restive  to  the  rein. 
*  No,  I  will  win  by  force  the  mountain-stair,* 
Rogero  said  ;  (but  the  resolve  was  vain) 
Nor  by  the  beach  two  miles  his  way  pursued, 
Ere  he  Alcina's  lovely  city  view'd. 

"  A  lofty  wall  at  distance  meets  his  eye, 
Which  girds  a  spacioustown  within  its  bound ; 
It  seems  as  if  its  summit  touch'd  the  sky, 
And  all  appears  like  gold  from  top  to  ground. 
Here  some  one  says  it  is  but  alchemy, 
— And  haply  his  opinion  is  unsound — 
And  haply  he  more  wittily  divines : 
For  me  ;  I  deem  it  gold  because  it  shines. 
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"  Come  fu  presso  alle  si  ricche  mura, 
Che'l  Mondo  altre  non  ha  della  lor  sorte ; 
Lascio  la  strada,  che  per  la  pianura 
Ampia,  e  diritta  andava  alle  gran  porte ; 
Ed  a  man  destra,  a  quella  piu  sicura, 
Ch'  al  monte  gia,  piegossi  il  Guerrier 

forte ; 

Ma  tosto  ritrovo  1'  iniqua  frotta, 
Dal  cui  furor  gli  fu  turbata,  e  rotta. 

«'  Non  fu  veduta  mai  piu  strana  torma, 
Piu  mostruosi  volti,  e  peggio  fatti. 
Alcun  dal  collo  in  giu  d'  uomini  ban 

forma ; 

Col  viso  altri  di  scimie,  altri  di  gatti ; 
Stampano  alcun  co'  pie  caprigni  1'  orma ; 
Alcuni  son  centauri  agili,  ed  atti ; 
Son  giovani  imprudenti,  e  vecchi  stolti ; 
Chi  nudi,  e  chi  di  strane  pelli  in  volti. 


"  Chi  senza  freno  in  su  un  destrier  ga- 

loppa, 

Chi  lento  va  con  1'  asino,  e  col  bue  ; 
Altri  salisce  ad  un  centauro  in  groppa ; 
Struzzoli  molti  ban  sotto,  aquile,  e  grue. 
Ponsi  altri  a  bocca  il  corno,   altri  la 

coppa ; 
Chi  femmina,  e  chi  maschio,  e  chi  am- 

bedue, 

Chi  porta  uncino,  e  chi  scala  di  corda, 
Chi  pal  di  ferro,  e  chi  una  lima  sorda. 

*'  Di  questi  il  capitano  si  vedea 
Aver  gonfiato  il  ventre,  e'l  viso  grasso  ; 
II  qual  su  una  testuggine  sedea, 
Che  con  gran  tardita  mutava  il  passo. 
Avea  di  qua,  e  di  la  chi  lo  reggea ; 
Perch'  egli  era  ebro,  e  tenea  il  ciglio 

basso. 

Altri  la  fronte  gli  asciugava,  e  il  mento ; 
Altri  i  panni  scotea  per  fargli  vento. 


"  Un,  ch'  avea  umana  forma,  i  piedi,  e'l 

ventre, 

E  collo  avea  di  cane,  orecchie,  e  testa 
Contra  Ruggiero  abbaja,  accio  ch'  egli 

entre 

Nella  bella  Citta,  ch'  addietro  resta. 
Rispose  il  Cavalier  :  Nol  faro,  mentre 
A  via  forza  la  man  di  regger  questa  ; 
E  gli  mostra  la  spada,  di  cm  volta 
Avea  1'  aguzza  punta  alia  sua  volto. 


"  Quel  mostro  lui  ferir  vuol  d'  una  lan- 

cia ; 
Ma  Ruggier  presto  se  gli  avventa  ad- 

dosso. 

Una  stoccata  gli  trasse  alia  pancia, 
E  la  fe  un  palmo  riuscir  pel  dosso  ; 
Lo  scudo  imbraccia,  e  qua,  e  la  si  lancia  ; 


"  When  he  was  nigh  the  city-walls,  so  bright ; 
The  world  has  not  their  equal,  he  the  straigh  t 
And  spacious]w ay  deserts,  the  way  which,  dight 
Across  the  plain,  conducted  to  the  gate  ; 
And,  by  that  safer  road  upon  the  right, 
Strains  now  against  the  mountain  ;  but,  in 

wait, 

Encounters  soon  the  crowd  of  evil  foes, 
Who  furiously  the  Child's  advance  oppose. 

"  Was  never  yet  beheld  a  stranger  band, 
Of  mien  more  hideous,  or  more  monstrous 

shape. 
Form'd  downwards  from  the  neck  like  men, 

he  scann'd 

Some  with  the  head  of  cat,  and  some  of  ape; 
With  hoof  of  goat  that  other  stamp'd  the 

sand; 
While  some  seem'd  centaurs,  quick  in  fight 

and  rape ; 

Naked,  or  mantled  in  outlandish  skin, 
These  doting  sires,  those  striplings  bold  in  siri. 

*'  This  gallops  on  a  horse  without  a  bit ; 
This  backs  the  sluggish  ass,  or  bullock  slow  ; 
These  mounted  on  the  croup  of  centaur  sit  ; 
Those  perch'd  on  eagle,  crane,  or  estridge,  go. 
Some  male,  some  female,  some  hermaphrodit', 
These  drain  the  cup  and  those  the  bugle  blow. 
One  bore  a  corded  ladder,  one  a  hook  ; 
One  a  dull  file,  or  bar  of  iron  shook. 


"The  captain  of  this  crew,  which  block'd 
the  road, 

Appear'd,  with  monstrous  paunch  and  bloat- 
ed face  ; 

Who  a  slow  tortoise  for  a  horse  bestrode, 

That  passing,  sluggishly,  with  him  did  pace : 

Down  look'd,  some  here,  some  there,  sus- 
tain'd  the  load, 

For  he  was  drunk,  and  kept  him  in  his  place. 

Some  wipe  his  brows  and  chin  from  sweat 
which  ran, 

And  others  with  then-  vests  his  visage  fan. 

"  One,  with  a  human  shape  and  feet,  his  crest, 
Fashion'd  like  hound,  in  neck  and  ears  and 

head, 

Bay'd  at  the  gallant  Child  with  angry  quest, 
To  turn  him  to  the  city  whence  he  fled. 
*  That  will  I  never,  while  of  strength  pos- 


To  brandish  this,'  the  good  Rogero  said : 
With  that  his  trenchant  faulchion  he  dis- 

play'd, 
And  pointed  at  him  full  the  naked  blade. 

"  That  monster  would  have  smote  him  with 
a  spear, 

But  swiftly  at  his  foe  Rogero  sprung, 

Thrust  at  his  paunch,  and  drove  his  faulchion 
sheer 

Through  his  pierced  back  a  palm  ;  his  buck- 
ler flung 
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Ma  1'  inimico  stuolo  &  troppo  grosso ; 
L'  un  quinci  il  punge,  e  1'  altro  quindi 

afferra : 
Egli  s'  arresta,  e  fa  lor'  aspra  guerra. 


Before  him,  and  next  sallied  there  and  here  ; 
But  all  too  numerous  was  the  wicked  throng. 
Now  grappled  from  behind,  now  punch'd  be- 

fore, 
He  stands,  and  plies  the  crowd  with  warfare 


"  L'un  sin'ai  denti,  el'  altro  sin'  al  petto 
Partendo  va  di  quella  iniqua  razza  ; 
Ch'  alia  sua  spada  non  s'  oppone  elmetto, 
Ne  scudo,  ne  panziera,  ne  corrazza. 
Ma  da  tutte  le  parti  e  cosi  stretto, 
Che  bisogno  saria  per  trovar  piazza, 
E  tener  da  se  largo  il  popol  reo, 
D'  aver  piu  braccia,  e  man  che  Briareo. 


"  Se  di  scoprire  avesse  avuto  avviso 
Lo  scudo,  che  gia  fu  del  Negromante  ; 
lo  dico  quel,  ch'  abbarbagliava  il  viso, 
Quel,  ch' all' arcione  avea  lasciato  At- 

lante, 

Subito  avria  quel  brutto  stuol  conquiso, 
E  fattosel  cader  cieco  davante. 
E  forse  ben,  che  disprezzo  quel  modo, 
Perche  virtu  te  usar  volse,  e  non  frodo. 

"  Sia  quel  che  puo,  piu  tosto  vuol  mo- 

rire, 

Che  rendersi  prigione  a  si  vil  gente. 
Eccoti  intanto  dalla  porta  uscire 
Del  muro,  ch'  io  dicea  d'  oro  lucente, 
Due  Giovani,  ch'  ai  gesti,  ed  al  vestire 
Non  eran  da  stimar  nate  umilmente  ; 
Ne  da  pastor  nutrite  con  disagi, 
Ma  fra  delizie  di  real  palagi. 

"  L'  una,  e  1'  altra  sedea  su  un  Liocorno, 
Candido  piu,  che  candido  Armellino  ; 
L'  una,  e  1'  altra  era  bella,  e  di  si  adorno 
Abito,  e  modo  tanto  pellegrino, 
Che  all'  uom  guardando,  e  contemplando 

intorno 

Bisognerebbe  aver  occhio  divino 
Per  far  di  lor  giudicio  ;  e  tal  saria 
Belta,  s'  avesse  corpo,  e  leggiadria. 


"  One  to  the  teeth,  another  to  the  breast, 
Of  that  foul  race  he  cleft  ;  sin  ce  no  one  stecl'd 
In   mail,  his  brows   with   covering   helmet 

dress'd, 

Or  fought,  secured  by  corslet  or  by  shield  ; 
Yet  is  he  so  upon  all  quarters  press'd, 
That  it  would  need  the  Child,  to  clear  the 

field, 

And  to  keep  off  the  wicked  crew  whichswarms, 
More  than  Briareus'  hundred  hands  and  arms. 

"  If  he  had  thought  the  magic  shield  to  show, 
(I  speak  of  that  the  necromancer  bore, 
Which  dazed  the  sight  of  the  astonish  'd  foe, 
Left  at  his  saddle  by  the  wizard  Moor) 
That  hideous  band,  in  sudden  overthrow, 
Blinded  by  this,  had  sunk  the  knight  before. 
But  haply  he  despised  such  mean  as  vile, 
And  would  prevail  by  valour,  not  by  guile. 


"  This  as  it  may  :  the  Child  would  meet  his 

fate, 

Ere  by  so  vile  a  band  be  prisoner  led  ; 
When,  lo  !  forth-issuing  from  the  city's  gate, 
Whose  wall  appear'd  like  shining  gold  I  said, 
Two  youthful  dames,  not  born  in  low  estate, 
If  measured  by  their  mien  and  garb,  nor  bred 
By  swain,  in  early  wants  and  troubles  versed  ; 
But  amid  princely  joys  in  palace  nursed  ! 

"  On  unicorn  was  seated  either  fair, 
A  beast  than  spotless  ermine  yet  more  white ; 
So  lovely  were  the  damsels,  and  so  rare 
Their  garb,  and  with  such  graceful  fashion 

dight, 

That  he  who  closely  view'd  the  youthful  pair, 
Would  need  a  surer  sense  than  mortal  sight, 
To  judge  between  the  two.  With  such  a  mien 
Embodied  GRACE  and  BEAUTY  would  be 


UL'  una,  e  1'  altra  n'  ando,  dove  nel  prato 

Ruggiero  e  oppresso  dallo  stuol  villano. 

Tutta  la  turba  si  levo  da  lato, 

E  quelle  al  Cavalier  porser  la  mano, 

Che  tin  to  in  viso  di  color  rosato 

Le  Donne  ringrazi6  dell'  atto  umano  ; 

E  fu  contento  (compiacendo  loro) 

Di  ritornarsi  a  quella  porta  d'  oro. 


"  L'adornamento,  che  s'  aggira  sopra 
La  bella  porta,  e  sporge  un  poco  avante, 
Parte  non  ha,  che  tutta  non  si  cuopra 
Delle  piu  rare  gemme  di  Levante. 
Da  quattro  parti  si  riposa  sopra 
Grosse  colonne  d'  integro  Diamante. 
O  vero,  o  falso,  ch'  all'  occhio  risponda, 
Non  e  cosa  piu  bella,  o  piu  gioconda. 


"  Into  the  mead  rode  this  and  the  other  dame, 
Where  the  foul  crew  opposed  the  Child's  re- 
treat. 

The  rabble  scatter'd  as  the  ladies  came, 
Who  with  extended  hand  the  warrior  greet. 
He,  with  a  kindling  visage,  red  with  shame, 
Thank'd  the  two  damsels  for  their  gentle  feat ; 
And  was  content  upon  their  will  to  wait, 
With  them  returning  to  that  golden  gate. 

"  Above,  a  cornice  round  the  gateway  goes, 
Somedeal  projecting  from  the  colonnade, 
In  which  is  not  a  single  part  but  glows, 
With  rarest  gems  of  India  overlaid. 
Propp'd  at  four  points,  the  portal  did  repose 
On  columns  of  one  solid  diamond  made. 
Whether  what  met  the  eye  was  false  or  true, 
Was  never  sight  more  fair  or  glad  to  view. 
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"  Upon  the  sill  and  through   the  'columns 

there, 

Ran  young  and  wanton  girls,  in  frolic  sport ; 
Who  haply  yet  would  have  appear'd  more 

fair, 

Had  they  observed  a  woman's  fitting  port. 
All  are  array'd  in  green,  and  garlands  wear 
Of  the  fresh  leaf.  Him  these  in  courteous  sort, 
With  many  proffers  and  fair  mien  entice, 
And  welcome  to  this  opening  Paradise. 

"  For  so  with  reason  I  this  place  may  call, 
Where,  it  is  my  belief,  that  Love  had  birth  ; 
Where  life  is  spent  in  festive  game  and  ball, 
And  still  the  passing  moments  fleet  in  mirth. 
Here  hoary-headed  Thought  ne'er  comes  at 

all, 

Nor  finds  a  place  in  any  bosom.     Dearth, 
Nor  yet  Discomfort,  never  enter  here, 
Where  Plenty  fills  her  horn  throughout  the 

year. 

"  Here,  where  with  jovial  and  unclouded 
brow, 

Glad  April  seems  to  wear  a  constant  smile, 

Troop  boys  and  damsels ;  One,  where  foun- 
tains'flow, 

On  the  green  margin  sings  in  dulcet  style ; 

Others,  the  hill  or  tufted  tree  below, 

In  dance,  or  no  mean  sport,  the  hours  beguile. 

While  this,  who  shuns  the  revellers'  noisy 
cheer, 

Tells  his  love  sorrows  in  his  comrade's  ear. 

"  Above  the  laurel  and  the  pine-tree's  height, 
Through  the  tall  beech  and  shaggy  fir-tree's 

spray, 

Sport  little  loves,  with  desultory  flight : 
These,  at  their  conquests  made,  rejoiced  and 

ga7» 

These,  with  the  well-directed  shaft,  take  sight 
At  hearts,  and  those  spread  nets  to  catch  their 

prey; 

One  wets  his  arrows  in  the  brook  which  winds, 
And  one  on  whirling  stone  the  weapon  grinds." 

We  earnestly  hope  Mr  Rose  may  go  on  and  conclude  this  great  underta- 
king as  happily  as  he  has  begun  it. — It  is  impossible  to  wish  anything  better 
than  this,  either  for  his  own  sake,  or  for  our  own. 

LORD  F.  L.  GOWER. 


«'  Su  per  la  soglia,  e  fuor  per  le  colonne 
Corron  scherzando  lascive  Donzelle  ; 
Che,  se  i  rispetti  debiti  alle  Donne 
Servasser  piu,  sarian  forse  piu  belle. 
Tutte  vestite  eran  <  II  verdi  gonne, 
E  coronate  di  frondi  novelle. 
Queste  con  molte  offerte,  e  con  buon  viso 
Ruggier  fecero  entrar  nel  Paradiso. 


«'  Che  si  puo  ben  cosi  nomar  quel  loco, 
Ove  mi  credo  che  nascesse  Amore. 
Non  vi  si  sta,  se  non  in  danza,  e  in  gioco, 
E  tutte  in  festa  vi  si  spendon  1'  ore. 
Pensier  canuto,  ne  molto,  ne  poco 
Si  puo  quivi  albergare  in  al.:un  core. 
Non  entra  quivi  disagio,  ne  inopia, 
Ma  vi  sta  ogn'or  col  corno  pien  la  Copia. 


"  Qui,  dove  con  serena,  e  lieta  fronte 
Par  ch'  ogn'or  rida  il  grazioso  aprile 
Giovani,  e  Donne,  son :  qual  presso  a 

fonte 

Canta  con  dolce,  e  dilettoso  stile ; 
Qual  d'un  arbore    all'  ombra,    e   qual 

d'  un  monte, 

O  gioca,  o  danza,  o  fa  cosa  non  vile ; 
E  qual  lungi  dagli  altri  a  un  suo  fedele 
Discuopre  1'  amorose  sue  querele. 


*'  Per  le  cime  de'  pini,  e  degli  allori, 
Degli  alti  faggi,  e  degl'  irsuti  abeti, 
Volan  scherzando  i  pargoletti  Amori ; 
Di  lor  vittorie  altri  godendo  lieti, 
Altri  pigliando  a  saettare  i  cori 
La  miraquindi,  altri  tendendo  reti. 
Chi  tempra  dardi  ad  un  ruscel  piu  basso, 
E  chi  gli  aguzza  ad  un  volubil  sasso." 


We  now  come  to  a  bold  venture — 
Goethe's  FAUST,  by  Lord  Francis 
Leveson  Gower.  This  young  noble- 
man, for  we  believe  he  is  very  young, 
has,  we  must  confess,  surprised  us. 
He  has  not  given  a  perfect  Faust, — 
that  nobody  ever  will  do — but  he  has 
come  so  near  perfection,  that  we  may 
safely  congratulate  him  on  an  a- 
chievement  of  which  there  are  few 
practised  poets  now  living  in  Britain 
that  might  not  be  proud. 

By  turning  to  the  number  of  this 
Magazine  for  June  1820,  the  reader 
may  refresh  his  recollection  of  the 
Story  of  this  wonderful  masterpiece. 
The  analysis  there  given  of  the  fable, 
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and  the  copious  specimens  of  transla- 
tion,were  from  the  pen  of  a  young  Irish 
friend  of  ours, — a  young  man  certain- 
ly of  highly  distinguished  accomplish- 
ment and  most  promising  genius.  He, 
however,  will,  we  are  sure,  be  the  first 
to  approve  of  what  we  do,  when  we 
candidly  say,  that  Lord  Francis  Gower 
has  put  us  somewhat  out  of  conceit 
with  his  efforts  upon  Faustus.  They 
were  spirited— but  they  were  hasty — 
they  want  the  refinement,  and  what 
is  of  still  greater  moment,  they  want 
the  flow  of  this  young  lord's  parallel 
passages.  It  would  be  ridiculous  in 
us  to  give  a  second  analysis  of  the  ori- 
ginal poem  : — that  our  friend  has  done 
E 
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as  well  as  is  at  all  necessary.  We 
shall  therefore  be  contented  with  quo- 
ting a  few  of  Lord  Francis's  scenes. 

The  first  shall  be  that  in  which 
Faust  and  Mephistopheles  walk  and 
converse  with  Margaret  and  Martha 
in  the  garden.  The  scene  is  one  of 
the  finest  in  Goethe ;  and  nothing,  we 
apprehend,  can  be  more  happy  than 
the  version.  What  delightful  stage- 
effect — what  rich  contrasts  among  all 
the  four  personages — the  bewildered, 
innocent,  timid  MAIDEN — the  crafty, 
worldlyWoMAN — theFiEND — andhis 
perplexed  VICTIM  !  what  satire  !  what 
poetry !  what  pathos ! 

"  A  Garden. 

MARGARET  on  FAUST'S  arm.  MEPHIS- 
TOPHELES and  MARTHA  walking  up 
and  down. 

Marg.  Too  well  I  feel  it,  thus  you  con- 
descend 

Merely  to  shame  me  in  the  end. 
You  travell'd  gentlemen  are  used 

From  kindness  to  put  up  with  all. 
I  know  you  cannot  be  amused 

With  anything  that  one  like  me  lets  fall. 
Faust.  To  hear  you  speak  delights  me 

more 
Than  wisdom's  words  or  learning's  lore. 

(He  kisses  her  hand. 
Marg.  How  could  you  thus  your  lips 

offend  ? 
The  softness  of  this  hand  much  toil  has 

marr'd. 

To  all  things  I  must  needs  attend — 
My  mother's  rule  is  rather  hard. 

(  They  pass  to  the  back  of  the  ttage. 
Mar.  to  Meph.  And  you,  kind  sir,  set 

out  so  soon  again  ? 
Meph.  Business  and  duty  still  impel  my 

course. 

Often  we  leave  a  place  behind  with  pain, 
Yet  onward  must  proceed  perforce. 
Mar.  In  youth  to  roam  where  fortune 

drives, 
May  suit  you  well  by  land,  or  on  the 

waves; 

Yet  soon  the  evil  time  arrives  ; 
To  slink  sad,  lonely  bachelors  to  your 

graves, 

Is  a  black  prospect  for  your  latter  lives. 

Meph.  Such  end,  with  horror,  I  expect. 

Mar.  Then,  worthy  sir,  in  time  reflect. 

( They  pass  lack,  as  before. 

Marg.  Yes,  you  are  courteous,  kind, 

and  good, 

But  then  you  come  of  gentle  blood, 
Have  many  a  friend  of  many  a  nation, 
And,  more  than  all  this,  education. 

Faust.  Dulness,  not  knowledge,  wrin- 
kles oft  the  brow — 
Folly  will  often  dress  at  wisdom. 
Marg.  How  ? 
Faust.  Strange,  that  simplicity  should 

want  the  sense 
To  see  the  beauty  of  its  innocence  ! 


Marg.    If   sometimes  upon  me   your 

thoughts  should  stray, 
I  shall  have  leisure  memory's  debt  to  pay. 

Faust.  You  are  alone  then  often  ? 

Marg.  Night  and  day. 
Our  humble  household  is  but  small, 
And  I,  alas  !  must  look  to  all. 
We  have  no  maid,  and  I  may  scarce  avail 

To  wake  so  early  and  to  sleep  so  late, 
And  then  my  mother  is  in  each  detail 

So  accurate. 
I  scarce  approve  these  fancies  of  my  mo. 

ther's, 
And  think  we  might  do  more  than  many 

others. 

My  father  left  us  what  he  had  to  give, 
A  house  and  garden,  decent  means  to  live  ; 
My  brother  was  a  soldier  bred  ; 
One  sister,  younger  than  myself,  is  dead. 
I  had  much  trouble  with  the  child, 
And  yet  my  love  for  it  my  time  beguiled: 

Before  its  birth  my  father  was  no  more, 
My  mother  almost  gave  it  o'er  ; 
It  pined,  and  then  recover'd  by  degrees  ; 
'Twas  I  must  feed  it,  hold  it  on  my  knees  ; 
And  thus  I  watch'd  and  nursed  it,  all  alone, 
And  grew  to  look  upon  it  as  my  own. 
Faust.  How  sweet  your  task  to  rear  the 

drooping  flower ! 
Marg.  And  yet  it  cost  me  many  a  weary 

hour; 

And  then,  besides,  to  tend  the  house  af- 
fairs— 

'Twould  weary  you  to  tell  you  all  my  cares. 

(  They  cross  over. 

Mar.  to  Meph.  Indeed  'tis  uphill  work 

to  teach 

You  bachelors.     Excuse  the  speech. 
Meph.  Would  one  like  you  my  steps 

conduct, 
I  should  be  easy  to  instruct. 

Mar.  Now  tell  me  true,  in  any  place  or 

station, 

Has  your  heart  never  felt  the  least  sensa- 
tion ? 
Meph.  A  good  man's  hearth,  the  while 

his  wife  sits  by, 

Pearls  cannot  equal,  treasures  cannot  buy ! 
'Tis  thus  the  proverb  says,  and  so  say  I. 
Mar.  I  mean,  if  e'er  your  heart  to  love 

was  tending  ? 

Meph.  I  always  found  the  ladies  conde- 
scending. 
Mar.  I  mean,  if  serious  passion  fill'd 

your  breast  ? 
Meph.  Trifling  with  ladies  is  beyond  a 

jest! 

Mar.  Ah  !  you  mistake. 
Meph.  I  grieve  to  be  so  blind  ; 
But  this  I  see — that  you  are  very  kind. 

(Cross  over. 
Faust.  Then  you  forgive  my  bearing  in 

the  street, 
Near  the  cathedral,  when  we  chanced  to 

meet. 

Marg.  I  was  surprised  and  fluster'd  ;  it 
was  new 
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To  be  accosted  by  a  man  like  you. 

What,  thought  I,  sure  he  must  have  seen  in 

me 

Some  sign  of  wantonness,  or  levity  ? 
Yet,  I  confess,  I  scarcely  know  what  charm 
Arrested  me,  as  I  refused  your  arm. 

(  They  make  love. 
Mar.  The  night  draws  on. 
Meph.  True,  and  we  must  away. 
Mar.  I  would  invite  you  here  to  stay, 
But  in  an  evil  neighbourhood  we  dwell, 
Where  nothing  suits  each  gaping  fool  so 

well, 

As  when,  neglecting  all  his  own  affairs, 
At  everybody  else  he  stares  ; 
And  thus  their  talk  would  be  of  me  and 

you, 
And  of  these  two. 

Goodnight !" 

We  are  very  loath  to  turn  over  so 
many  pages,  but  we  must  pass  to  the 
last  scene  of  all.  The  poor  ruined 
girl,  who  has  innocently  killed  her 
mother,  and  madly  her  child,  is  alone 
in  her  dungeon — She  is  to  leave  it  for 
the  gallows  at  day-break.  Faust,  her 
miserable  betrayer,  more  miserable 
than  she,  appears  at  the  door  with  a 
bundle  of  keys  and  a  lamp. — But  we 
entreat  our  reader  to  turn  back  to  the 
number  of  June  1820,  ere  he  proceeds 
to  read  what  follows — or  if  Madame 
de  Stael's  Germany  be  at  hand,  it  will 
do  equally  well. 

"  Dungeon. 
FAUST,    'with  a  Bundle  of  Keys  and  a 

Lamp  before  a  low  iron  Door. 
Faust.  Strength  to  my  limbs  my  faint- 
ing soul  denies, 
Sick  with  the  sense  of  man's  collected 

woe ; 
Behind  this  dungeon's  dripping  wall  she 

lies, 
Frenzy  the  crime  for  which  her  blood 

must  flow. 

Traitor,  thou  darest  not  enter  in 
To  face  the  witness  of  thy  sin. 

Forward  !    thy  cowardice  draws  down 

the  blow. 

Marg.  (within)  sings.  Now  shame  on 
my  mother, 

Who  brought  me  to  light, 
And  foul  fall  my  father 

Who  nursed  me  in  spite. 
Faust,  (unlocking  the  door.)  She  dreams 

not  that  her  lover  hears  the  strain, 
The  straw's  sad  rustling,  and  the  clinking 

chain. 
Marg.  (hiding  herself  in  the  straw  on 

which  she  lies.) 

Woe,  woe  !  they  wake  me  !  bitter  fate  ! 
Faust.  Hush,  hush  !  I  come  to  give  thee 

means  to  fly. 

Marg.  Art  thou  a  man  ?  then  be  com- 
passionate. 

Faust.  Soft !  thou  wilt  wake  thy  jailers 
with  that  cry. 
[He  seizes  the  chains  to  unlock  them. 
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Marg.  (on  her  knees.)  Who  gave  the 

hangman  power 
So  soon  to  wake  and  slay  ? 
Why  call'st  thou  me  at  midnight's  hour  ? — 

O  !  let  me  live  till  day ! — 
Is  it  not  time  when  morn  has  sprung  ? 

[She  stands  up. 

And  I  arn  yet  so  young  !  so  young  ! 
And  yet  so  soon  to  perish  by  your  laws. 
Once  I  was  fair  too — that  is  just  the  cause. 
One  friend  was  near  me  then :  he  too  is 

fled. 
My  flowers  are  wither'd,  and  my  garland 

dead. 

Seize  me  not  thus  !  it  gives  me  pain. 
Have  I  e'er  wrong'd  thee  ?   why  then 

bind  me  so  ? 
Let  not  my  woman's   voice  implore  in 

vain — 
Can  I  have  hurt  one  whom  I  do  not 

know? 

Faust.  Can  I  outlive  this  hour  of  woe  ! 
Marg.  Ah !  I  am  now  within  thy  power ; 
Yet  let  me  clasp  my  only  joy, 
My  child  !  I  nursed  it  many  an  hour, 
But  then  they  took  it  from  me  to  annoy, 
And  now  they  say  the  mother  kill'd  her 

boy. 

*  And  she  shall  ne'er  be  happy  more' — 
That  is  the  song  they  sing  to  give  me 

pain ; 

It  is  the  end  of  an  old  strain, 
But  never  meant  me  before. 

Faust.  He,  whom  you  deem'd  so  far,  be- 
fore you  lies, 
To  burst  your  chains,  and  give  the  life  you 

prize. 
tMarg.  Oh  !  raise  we  to  the  saints  our 

prayer ! 

For  see,  beneath  the  stair, 
Beneath  the  door-stone  swell 
The  penal  flames  of  hell. 
The  evil  one, 
In  pitiless  wrath, 
Roars  for  his  prey. 

Faust,  (aloud)  Margaret !  Margaret ! 
Marg.  (starting)  That  was  his  voice  ! 
[She  springs  up  ;  her  chains  fall  off. 

Where  is  he  ?  for  I  know  'twas  he. 

None,  none  shall  stay  me  ;  I  am  free  ! 

'Tis  to  his  bosom  I  will  fly, 

In  his  embraces  I  will  lie. 

His  Margaret  he  calls,  on  the  threshold  he 
stands, 

'Mid  the  laughter  and  howls  of  the  fiend- 
ish bands*; 

Through  the  shouts  of  their  malice,  their 
hissings  of  scorn, 

How   sweetly  his  voice  of  affection  was 

borne ! 

Faust.  'Tis  I. 
Marg.  Oh,  say  it,  say  it,  once  again, 

My  friend,  my  lover  !  Where  is  now  my 
pain? 

Where  is  my  chain,  my  dungeon,  and  my 
grave  ? 

He  comes  himself  to  comfort  and  to  save. 

I  see  the  church's  aisle,  the  street, 

Where  first  we  dared  to  gaze,  to  meet : 
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The  garden  blooms  before  me  now, 
Where  first  we  shared  the  kiss,  the  vow. 

Faust.  Away  !  away  ! 

Marg.  Oh,  not  so  fast ! 
Time  is  with  you  so  sweetly  past. 

Faust.  Haste,  Margaret,  haste  ! 
For,  if  thou  lingerest  here, 
We  both  shall  pay  it  dear. 

Marg.  What,  thou  canst  kiss  no  more  ! 

Away  so  short  a  time  as  this, 

And  hast  so  soon  forgot  to  kiss  ! 
Why  are  my  joys  less  ardent  than  they 
were? 

Once  in  those  fplding  arms  I  loved  to 

lie, 

Clung  to  that  breast,  and  deem'd  my  hea- 
ven was  there, 

Till,   scarce   alive,  I  almost  long'd  to 

die! 
Those  lips  are  cold,  and  do  not  move, 

Alas  !  unkind,  unkind  ! 
Hast  thou  left  all  thy  love, 

Thy  former  love,  behind  ? 

Faust.  Follow  me !  follow,  Margaret ! 

be  not  slow : 
With  twice  its  former  heat  my  love  shall 

glow. 
Margaret,  this  instant  come,  'tis  all  I  pray. 

Marg.  And  art  thou,  art  thou,  he  for 
certain,  say  ? 

Faust.  I  am  ;  come  with  me. 

Marg.  Thou  shalt  burst  my  chain, 
And  lay  me  in  thy  folding  arms  again. 
How  comes  it,  tell  me,  thou  canst  bear  my 

sight  ? 

Know'st  thou  to  whom  thou  bring'st  the 
means  of  flight  ? 

Faust.  Come,  come ! — I  feel  the  morn- 
ing breeze's  breath. 

Marg.  This  hand  was  guilty  of  a  mo- 
ther's death  ! 

I  drown'd  my  child  !  And  thou  canst  tell, 
If  it  was  mine,  'twas  thine  as  well. 
I  scarce  believe,  though  so  it  seem— 
Give  me  thy  hand — I  do  not  dream — 
That  dear,  dear  hand.  Alas,  that  spot ! 
Wipe  it  away,  the  purple  clot ! 
What  hast  thou  done  ?  Put  up  thy  sword  ; 
It  was  thy  Margaret's  voice  implored. 

Faust.  Oh  Margaret!  let  the  hour  be 

past; 
Forget  it,  or  I  breathe  my  last. 

Marg.  No ;  you  must  live  till  I  shall 

trace 

For  each  their  separate  burial-place. 
You  must  prepare  betimes  to-morrow 
Our  home  of  sorrow. 
For  my  poor  mother  keep  the  best ; 
My  brother  next  to  her  shall  rest. 
Me,  Margaret,  you  must  lay  aside, 
Some  space  between,  but  not  too  wide. 
On  the  right  breast  my  boy  shall  be  ; 
Let  no  one  else  lie  there  but  he. 
'Twere  bliss  with  him  in  death  to  lie, 
Which,  on  this  earth,  my  foes  deny, 
'Tis  all  in  vain — you  will  not  mind, 
And  yet  you  look  so  good,  so  kind. 

I'liust.  Then  be  persuaded — come  with 


Marg.  To  wander  with  you  ? 
Faust.  To  be  free. 

Marg.   To  death  !   I   know  it — I  pre- 
pare— 

I  come  ;  the  grave  is  yawning  there  ! 
The  grave,  no  farther — 'tis  our  journey's 

end. 

You  part.  Oh  !  could  I  but  your  steps  at- 
tend. 
Faust.  You  can  !  But  wish  it,  and  the 

deed  is  done. 
Marg.  I  may  not  with  you ;  hope  for 

me  is  none  ! 

How  can  I  fly  ?  They  glare  upon  me  still ! 
It  is  so  sad  to  beg  the  wide  world  through, 
And  with  an  evU  conscience  too  ! 
It  is  so  sad  to  roam  through  stranger  lands, 
And  they  will  seize  me  with  their  iron 

hands  ! 

Faust.  I  will  be  with  you. 
Marg.  Quick  !  fly  ! 
Save  it,  or  the  child  will  die  ! 
Through  the  wild  wood, 
To  the  pond ! 
It  lifts  its  head  ! 
The  bubbles  rise ! 
It  breathes ! 
Oh  save  it,  save  it ! 

Faust.  Reflect,  reflect ! 
One  step,  and  thou  art  free ! 

Marg.  Had  we  but  pass'd  the  hillside 

lone — 

My  mother  there  sits  on  a  stone. 
Long  she  has  sat  there,  cold  and  dead, 
Yet  nodding  with  her  weary  head. 
Yet  winks  not,  nor  signs,  other  motion  is 

o'er; 
She  slept  for  so  long,  that  she  wakes  no 

more. 
Faust.  Since  words  are  vain  to  rouse  thy 

sleeping  sense, 

I  venture,  and  with  force  I  bear  thee  hence. 
Marg.  Unhand  me !  leave  me  !  I  will 

not  consent ! 
Too  much  I  yielded  once  !  too  much  re- 

pent ! 
Faust.  Day  !  Margaret,  day  !  your  hour 

will  soon  be  past. 
Marg.  True,  'tis  the  day ;  the  last— 

the  last ! 

My  bridal  day  ! — 'twill  soon  appear. 
Tell  it  to  none  thou  hast  been  here. 
We  shall  see  one  another,  and  soon  shall 

see — 

But  not  at  the  dance  will  our  meeting  be. 
We  two  shall  meet 
In  the  crowded  street : 
The  citizens  throng — the  press  is  hot, 
They  talk  together— I  hear  them  not : 
The  bell  has  toll'd — the  wand  they  break — 
My  arms  they  pinion  till  they  ache  ! 
They  force  me  down  upon  the  chair  ! 
The  neck  of  each  spectator  there 
Thrills,  as  though  itself  would  feel 
The  headsman's  stroke— the  sweeping  steel! 
And  all  are  as  dumb,  with  speechless  pain, 
As  if  they  never  would  speak  again  ! 
Faust.  Oh,  had  I  never  lived  ! 
Mcpldslophelcs  (appear*  in  the  doorway) 
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Off !  or  your  life  will  be  but  short ; 
My  coursers  paw  the  ground,  and  snort ! 
The  sun  will  rise,  and  off  they  bound. 

Marg.  Who  is  it  rises  from  the  ground  ! 
'Tis  he  ! — the  evil  one  of  hell ! 
What  would  he  where  the  holy  dwell  ? 
'Tis  me  he  seeks  ! 

Faust.  To  bid  thee  live. 

Marg.  Justice  of  Heaven  !  to  thee  my 
soul  I  give  ! 

Meph.  (to  Faust.) 
Come  !  come  !  or  tarry  else  with  her  to  die. 

Marg.  Heaven,  I  am  thine  !  to  thy  em- 
brace I  fly ! 

Hover  around,  ye  angel  bands  ! 
Save  me  !  defy  him  where  he  stands. 
Henry,  I  shudder  !  'tis  for  thee. 

Meph.  She  is  condemn'd ! 

Voices  from  above.  Is  pardon'd  ! 

Meph.  (to  Faust.)  Hence,  and  flee ! 

[  Vanishes  with  Faust. 

Marg.  (From  within.)  Henry !  Henry  ! 

"We  notice  that  Lord  F.  Gower  has 
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that  vulgar  and  petulant  sneering,  with 
which  the  gentlemen  of  the  press  are 
ever  ready  to  insult  the  first  appear- 
ance of  a  gentleman — still  more  of  a 
nobleman.  But  all  this  will  be  of  no 
avail.  He  has  a  right  to  be  tried  by 
his  literary  peers,  and  from  their  deci- 
sion he  has  no  reason  to  shrink.  Mr 
Coleridge  himself  will  not  now  dream 
of  translating  the  Faust — another  hand 
has  done  almost  all  that  could  be  done 
even  by  him  ;  and  the  English  public 
may  congratulate  themselves  upon  the 
possession  of  one  more  work  worthy  to 
be  associated  with  Coleridge's  Wal- 
lenstein — worthy  of  being  placed  above 
even  the  best  of  Mr  Gillies's  transla- 
tions from  the  German  theatre — and 
worthy  of  being  placed  above  them 
for  this  one  plain,  simple  reason — that 
Goethe  is  what  Miiller,  Grillparzer, 
and  Oehlenshlaeger  aspire  to  be — and 


given  but  a  very  mutilated  version  of  may  perhaps  be  ere  they  die  ;  but  cer- 
the  May-day  night  scene.  This  was  tainly  have  not  as  yet  shewn  them- 
wrong  in  every  point  of  view.  It  de-  selves  to  be.  We  hope  this  splendid 
stroys  the  poem  of  Goethe ;  and,  if  his  example  will  not  be  lost  upon  Mr 
Lordship  thought,  (which  he  probably  Gillies.  We  earnestly  hope  he  will 
did,  and  certainly  might  well  do,)  that  turn  seriously  to  the  true  masterpieces 
he  could  not  outstep  Shelley  in  this — 
why  not  adopt  the  fragment  at  once  ? 
We  trust  this  may  yet  be  done.  As  it 
is,  Lord  Francis  has  produced  a  work 
which  must  at  once  give  him  a  place, 
and  no  mean  one,  among  the  literary 


of  German  genius,  and  not  meddle 
with  the  pupils,  however  meritorious, 
until  their  great,  and  we  half  fear, 
inimitable  masters  have  been  exhaust- 
ed. Let  him  give  us  the  BRIDE  or 
MESSINA — or  the  WILLIAM  TELL — 


men  of  his  time.     He  must  prepare    or  the  EGMONT,  and  take  his  place 
himself  for  encountering  something  of    where  he  is  entitled  to  be. 


KAPP'S  MEMOIBS.* 


MOST  of  our  readers  must  have  seen 
the  print  of  Gerard's  picture  of  the  bat- 
tle of  Austerlitz — indeed  it  is  on  many 
a  snuff-box.  They  may  remember  the 
cavalry  officer,  who,  with  his  hat  off, 
and  sabre  broken,  is  galloping  up  to 
Napoleon,  who  receives  him,  sur- 
rounded by  his  suite.  This  is  no 
other  than  the  author  of  the  autobio- 
graphical volume  now  before  us,  the 
General  Rapp  himself.  He  was  re- 
turning from  the  decisive  charge  which 
he  had  led  in  person,  and  which  decided 
the  day.  "  My  sabre  half  broken," 
says  he,  "  my  wound,  the  blood  with 
which  I  was  covered,  the  decisive  ad- 
vantage gained  over  the  choice  of  the 


enemies'  troops,  inspired  the  Emperor 
at  the  moment  with  the  idea  of  the 
picture,  afterwards  executed  by  Ge- 
rard." 

Bapp  was  a  native  of  Alsace;  he 
early  distinguished  himself  under  De- 
saix,  and  was  taken  notice  of  by  that 
talented  general.  He  soon  rose  to  fa- 
vour under  Napoleon,  whose  esteem 
at  times,  and  whose  suspicion  and  dis- 
pleasure, at  others,  he  won  by  a  mili- 
tary frankness  and  bluntness  of  speech. 
Whenever  any  of  Bapp's  friends  fell 
into  disgrace  with  Napoleon,  the  blunt 
Alsacian  was  sure  to  shew  it  by  some 
expression  of  spleen  or  ill-timed  ex- 
postulations. And  he  thus  became 
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generally  implicated  in  the  misfor- 
tunes of  Regnier,  Bernadotte,  and  sub- 
sequently of  Josephine.  But  his  gal- 
lantry at  Austerlitz  and  Essling,  with 
twenty  and  odd  wounds,  out-balanced 
his  want  of  flexibility  with  Napoleon. 
Ney  and  Rapp  were  the  only  generals, 
said  Napoleon,  that  preserved  the 
hearts  of  stout  soldiers  in  the  retreat 
from  Moscow.  Rapp  certainly  paid 
his  court  at  the  Tuilleries  in  1814, 
and  in  1815  commanded  the  army  of 
the  Rhine  for  his  old  master.  We 
shall  see,  whether  the  curious  inter- 
view, in  which  Napoleon  won  him 
over,  can  excuse  the  desertion.  He  be- 
came afterwards  chamberlain,  or  some 
such  officer  about  Louis  the  Eigh- 
teenth's person,  and  was  on  duty  at 
St  Cloud  the  very  day  that  the  news 
of  Napoleon's  death  arrived  in  Paris ; 
the  veteran,  summoned  suddenly  be- 
fore the  King,  made  his  appearance  in 
undissembled  tears: — "  Go,  Rapp," 
said  the  Monarch,  "  I  honour  you  for 
this  tribute  to  your  old  master." 

These  memoirs,  seemingly  excited 
by  the  ultra  calumnies  against  the  Ex- 
Emperor,  which  they  commence  with 
answering,  are  sketched  by  the  bold 
and  hurried  hand  of  an  old  soldier. 
He  represents  Napoleon  as  mild,  ten- 
der, and  scarcely  ever  inexorable  in 
matters  of  life  and  death.  He  relates 
many  instances  of  suceessful  interfe- 
rence in  such  cases,  but  allows  that 
he  was  often  driven  into  excesses  by 
the  servile  adulations  of  the  court. 
He  represents  him  as  open  to  advice, 
even  to  remonstrance,  though  intole- 
rant of  the  common-place  arguments, 
which  his  relations  especially  some- 
times pestered  him  with. 

"  Fesch  was  about  to  remonstrate  with 
him  one  day  on  the  war  in  Spain.  He  had 
not  uttered  two  words,  when  Napoleon, 
drawing  towards  the  window,  asked,  '  Do 
you  see  that  star  ?' — It  was  broad  day. — 
4  No,'  replied  the  archbishop. — c  Well, 
as  long  as  I  alone  can  perceive  it,  I  follow 
my  plan,  and  suffer  no  observations.' '' 

The  following  anecdote,  though  no- 
thing in  itself,  may  account  for  the 
contradictions  and  contrary  reports 
about  the  Emperor's  apathy  of  feel- 
ing, on  which  point  the  author  of 
Child  Harold,  and  the  Quarter-ly  Re- 
view, are  at  issue : 

"  On  his  return  from  the  Russian  cam- 
paign, he  was  deploring  with  deep  emo- 
tion, the  death  of  so  many  gallant  soldiers, 
mowed  down,  not  by  the  Cossacks,  but  by 
cold  and  hunger.  A  courtier  seeking  to 
put  in  his  word,  added,  with  a  pitiful  tone 
— '  We'have  indeed  suffered  a  great  loss.' 


Madam 


—  *  Yes,'  rejoined   Napoleon, 
Barilli,  the  singer,  is  dead.'  " 

He  mystified  indiscretion,  says  Rapp, 
but  repulsed  neither  pleasantry  nor 
frankness. 

After  some  chapters  devoted  to  the 
character  of  Napoleon,  and  to  anec- 
dotes concerning  him,  the  Memoirs 
proceed  with  the  "  Third  War  of 
Austria,"  when,  all  hopes  of  invading 
our  island  being  at  an  end,  the  French 
succeeded  in  shutting  up  Mack  with 
the  remains  of  his  army  in  Ulm.  Se- 
gur's  account  of  the  surrender  is  ex- 
ceedingly interesting  ;  the  getting  pos- 
session of  the  bridge  over  the  Danube 
at  Vienna  is  one  of  the  best  morceaus 
of  Rapp's  books,  and  shews  how  ef- 
fectually Buonaparte  was  seconded  by 
the  dexterity  and  courage  of  his  ge- 
nerals : 

"  We  were  marching  on  the  traces  of 
the  enemy's  rear-guard.  It  would  have 
been  easy  for  us  to  have  routed  it,  but  we 
knew  better.  The  object  was  to  deceive 
them  into  an  abatement  of  vigilance  :  we 
never  pushed  them,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
spread  about  reports  of  approaching  peace. 
We  permitted  troops  and  baggage  to  es- 
cape ;  a  few  men  were  of  little  importance 
in  comparison  with  the  preservation  of  the 
bridges.  Once  broken,  we  would  have  had 
the  whole  campaign  to  fight  over  again. 
Austria  was  assembling  fresh  forces,  Prus- 
sia was  throwing  off  the  mask  ;  and  Russia 
presented  herself  prepared  for  action  with 
all  the  resources  of  these  two  powers.  The 
possession  of  the  bridges  was  a  victory, 
and  one  only  to  be  obtained  by  surprise. 
We  took  our  measures  in  consequence. 
The  troops  stationed  on  the  route  were  for- 
bidden to  give  the  least  demonstration  that 
might  create  alarm  ;  no  one  was  permitted 
to  enter  Vienna.  When  everything  had 
been  seen,  and  examined,  the  Grand  Duke 
took  possession  of  that  capital,  charging 
Lannes  and  Bertrand  to  make  a  strong 
reconnaissance  on  the  river.  These  two 
officers  were  followed  by  the  Tenth  Hus- 
sars. They  found  at  the  gates  of  the  Fau- 
bourg a  post  of  Austrian  cavalry.  There 
had  been  no  fighting  for  three  days  ;  there 
was  a  kind  of  suspension  of  arms  on  both 
sides.  Lannes  and  Bertrand  address  the 
commandant,  enter  into  conversation  with 
him,  attach  themselves  to  his  steps,  nor 
leave  him  for  a  moment.  Arrived  at  the 
borders  of  the  river,  they  determine  to  fol- 
low him  farther  :  the  Austrian  grows  an- 
gry :  they  demand  to  speak  with  the  officer 
commanding  the  troops  on  the  left  side  of 
the  river.  He  suffers  them  to  proceed,  but 
without  any  of  their  hussars;  the°Tenth 
are  obliged  to  take  up  a  position.  In  the 
meantime  our  troops  arrived,  conducted  by 
the  Grand  Duke  (Murat)  and  Lannes. 
The  bridge  was  yet  untouched,  but  the 
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trains  were  laid,  the  cannoneers  held  the 
matches — the  least  appearance  of  endea- 
vouring to  pass  by  force  had  ruined  the 
enterprize.  It  was  necessary  to  trick  them, 
and  the  lorihommie  of  the  Austrian  s  gave 
us  the  means.  The  two  marshals  alighted, 
halted  the  column,  and  ordered  but  a  very 
small  detachment  to  advance  and  establish 
themselves  on  the  bridge.  General  Bel- 
Hard  then  advanced,  walking  with  his  hands 
behind  his  back,  accompanied  by  two  of- 
ficers of  his  staff.  Lannes  joined  him  with 
others  ;  they  went,  and  came,  talked,  and 
even  ventured  into  the  middle  of  the  Aus- 
trians.  The  commander  of  the  post  at 
first  refused  to  receive  them,  but  he  yield- 
ed at  last,  and  conversation  was  establish- 
ed between  them.  They  repeated  to  him 
what  Bertrand  had  already  said,  that  the 
negotiations  advanced,  that  the  war  was 
finished.  «  Why,'  said  the  Marshal, 
4  hold  your  cannons  pointed  against  us  ? 
Haven't  we  had  enough  of  blood,  of  com- 
bats ?  Do  you  wish  to  attack  us,  to  pro- 
long the  evils  of  war,  severer  for  you  than 
for  us.  Come,  no  more  provocation  ;  turn 
your  pieces.'  Half  convinced,  half  over- 
borne, the  commandant  obeyed,  the  artil- 
lery was  turned  on  the  Austrians,  and  the 
arms  piled  up. 

"  During  these  arguments,  the  small  bo- 
dy of  the  vanguard  advanced  slowly,  mask- 
ing sappers  and  artillerymen,  who  threw 
the  combustible  matters  into  the  stream, 
poured  water  on  the  powder,  and  cut  the 
trains.  The  Austrian,  too  ignorant  of  our 
language  to  take  much  interest  in  the  con- 
versation, soon  perceived  that  the  troops 
gained  ground,  and  endeavoured  to  make 
us  comprehend  that  this  was  wrong,  that 
he  would  not  suffer  it.  Lannes  and  Bel- 
liard  tried  to  reassure  him  ;  they  told  him, 
it  was  but  the  cold  that  made  the  soldiers 
mark  step,  in  order  to  warm  their  feet. 
The  column,  however,  still  approached,  it 
had  passed  three-fourths  cf  the  bridge — the 
officer  lost  patience,  and  ordered  his  troops 
to  fire.  The  troop  ran  to  arms — the  pieces 
were  pointed — the  position  was  terrible ; 
with  a  little  less  presence  of  mind,  the 
bridge  was  in  the  air,  our  soldiers  in  the 
waves,  and  the  whole  campaign  compro- 
mised. But  the  Austrian  had  to  do  with 
men  not  so  easily  disconcerted.  Marshal 
Lannes  took  hold  of  him  on  one  side,  Ge- 
neral Belliard  seized  him  on  the  other; 
they  shake  him,  menace,  shout,  prevented 
his  being  heard.  In  the  meantime  Prince 
d'Aversperg  arrives,  accompanied  by  Ge- 
neral Bertrand.  An  officer  runs  to  ac- 
quaint Murat  with  the  state  of  things,  and 
to  pass  the  order  to  the  troops  to  hasten 
their  step.  The  Marshal  advances  to  Aver- 
sperg,  complains  of  the  commander  of  the 
post,  demands  that  he  be  replaced,  and  sent 
off  from  the  rear-guard,  where  he  might 
trouble  the  negotiations.  Aversperg  is  de- 
ceived. He  argues,  approves,  contradicts, 
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and  loses  time  in  a  vain  discussion.  Our 
troops  profit  by  the  time,  they  arrive,  ex- 
pand, and.  the  bridge  is  ours,"  &c. 

The  Memoirs  sketch  livelily  and  ra- 
pidly the  victories  of  Austerlitz  and 
Jena,  and  livelily  describe  the  disgust 
of  the  French  soldier  in  Poland  : — 

"  Quatre  mots  constituaient,  pour  eux, 
tout  1'idiome  Polonais :'  Kleba  $  Niema  ; 
VOTA?  SARA: — Bread?  There's  none. 
Water  ?  You  shall  have  it.  C'fctait  la 
toute  la  Pologne." 

The  dislike  and  horror  of  the  French 
at  passing  the  Vistula,  amounted,  in- 
deed, almost  to  a  presentiment,  a  pro- 
phetic feeling  of  their  sufferings  in 
Russia.  Meantime,  peace  was  con- 
cluded at  Tilsit.  Napoleon  went  to 
Spain,  but  was  soon  compelled  to  re- 
turn by  the  wavering  faith  of  the 
North.  But  the  fame  of  Wellington's 
victories  soon  followed  him — the  In- 
vincibles  retreated — were  mowed  down 
by  our  forces — and  English  example 
wrought  as  much  against  Napoleon  in 
the  North,  as  their  arms  in  the  South. 

"  The  reports,  the  disasters  of  Baylen 
gave  Napoleon  fresh  doubts  on  the  conduct 
of  Prussia.  He  charged  me  to  redouble 
my  vigilance.  '  Spare  nothing  to  the  Prus- 
sians,' he  wrote  me,  '  they  must  not  raise 
their  heads  more.' 

"  The  news  of  the  ill  success  which  we 
met  with  in  the  Peninsula,  spread  itself 
immediately  over  Germany  :  they  awaken- 
ed new  hopes,  every  breast  was  in  fermen- 
tation. I  forwarded  accounts  to  Napoleon : 
but  he  did  not  like  to  be  reminded  of  un- 
pleasant occurrences,  much  less  when  they 
foretold  a  more  disastrous  future.  «  The 
Germans  are  not  Spaniards,'  replied  he; 
«  the  phlegmatic  character  of  the  German 
has  nothing  in  common  with  that  of  the 
ferocious  Catalonians.'" 

In  opposition  to  the  opinion  of  all 
his  counsellors,  military  or  civilian, 
Buonaparte  entered  Russia.  We  all 
know  the  consequences.  Rapp  recei- 
ved four  wounds  in  the  battle  of  the 
Moskwa,  and  lay  sick  when  the  flames 
of  Moscow  began ;  five  or  six  times  he 
dislodged  to  escape  the  flames.  He 
gives  a  lively  picture  of  the  scene.—- 
The  noise,  the  hurry,  the  conflagra- 
tion, the  sane  even  affrighted,  and  the 
litters  of  the  wounded  generals  meet- 
ing here  and  there,  as  they  were 
dragged  in  search  of  a  secure  spot. 
Rapp,  however,  survived,  and  in  the 
retreat  was  dispatched  by  Napoleon  to 
take  the  command  of  Dantzic.  Here 
he  supported  a  long  siege,  but  at 
length  surrendered,  and  was  carried 
prisoner  into  Russia.  He  returned  to 
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the  Tuilleries  in  1814,  and  found,  as 
he  says,  that  the  enemy  had  invaded 
everything.  He  meets  many  of  his 
subalterns  in  favour,  who  regard  the 
veteran  de  haut  en  bos.  Of  one  of  these 
gentry,  he  gives  an  anecdote,  curious- 
ly descriptive  of  French  life : 

"  J'en  rencontrais  un  troisieme,  que  ma 
presence  ne  mit  pas  a  1'aise.  Attache* 
autrefois  a  Josephine,  il  avail  fait  preuve 
d'une  preVoyance  veritablement  exquise : 
afin  d'etre  en  mesure  contre  les  cas  im- 


menades  et  les  voyages,  il  s'etait  munid'un 
vase  de  vermeil,  qu'il  portait  constamment 
sur  lui.  Quand  la  circonstance  1'exigeait, 
il  le  tirait  de  sa  poche,  le  presentait,  le  re- 
prenait,  le  vidait,  1'essuyait,  et  le  serrait 
avec  soin.  C'etait  avoir  Finstinct  de  la  do- 
mesticiteV' 

"  But  all  these  preux,"  says  Rapp,  "  so 
eager  for  money,  decoration,  and  com- 
mandments, soon  gave  sample  of  their 
courage.  Napoleon  appeared,  they  were 
eclipsed.  They  besieged  Louis  XVIIL, 
the  dispenser  of  favours ;  they  had  not  a 
match  to  burn  for  Louis  XVIII.  unfor- 
tunate." 

We  shall  not  trouble  our  readers 
with  more  of  General  Rapp,  with  the 
exception  of  the  following  dialogue, 
which  took  place  between  him  and 
Napoleon.  When  the  latter  returned 
in  1815,  he  sent  for  Rapp,  who  made 
his  appearance. 

"  Napoleon.  There  you  are,  General 
Rapp  ;  you  have  been  wanting.  Whence 
came  you  ? 

Rapp.  From  Ecouen,  where  I  have  left 
my  troops  at  the  disposition  of  the  minister 
of  war. 

Nap.  Do  you  really  intend  fighting 
against  me  ? 

Rapp.  Yes,  sire. 

Nap.  The  devil !  Dare  you  draw  upon 
me? 

Rapp.  Without  doubt — My  duty 

Nap.  'Tis  too  much.  But  your  soldiers 
would  not  have  obeyed  you.  I  tell  you, 
the  peasants  of  your  native  Alsace  would 
have  stoned  you,  were  you  guilty  of  such  a 
treachery. 

Rapp.  Allow,  sire,  that  the  position  is 
painful ;  you  abdicate,  you  depart,  you  en- 
gage us  to  serve  the  King ;  you  return — 
All  the  force  even  of  old  remembrances 
cannot  even  deceive  us 

Nap.  How  ?  What  would  you  say  ? 
Think  you  I  return  without  alliance,  with- 
out agreement  ?  And,  besides,  my  system 
is  changed — no  more  of  wars  or  conquests 
— I  wish  to  reign  in  peace,  and  bring  hap- 
piness to  my  subjects. 


Rapp.  You  say  so ;  but  your  anti-cham- 
bers are  full  of  those  complaisants,  who 
have  always  flattered  your  inclination  for 
arms. 

Nap.  Bah  !  Bah  !  experience  will 

but  went  you  often  to  the  Tuilleries  ? 

Rapp.  Sometimes,  sure. 

Nap.  How  did  those  folks  treat  you  ? 

Rapp.  I  could  not  complain. 

Nap.  Did  the  king  receive  you  well  on 
your  return  from  Russia  ? 

Rapp.  Certainly,  sire. 

Nap.  Doubtless.  First  cajoled,  then 
sent  adrift.  'Twas  what  awaited  you  all ; 
for,  in  fine,  you  were  not  their  men. 

Rapp.  The  King  at  least  cleared  France 
of  the  Allies. 

Nap.  At  what  price  ?  And  his  engage- 
ments, has  he  kept  them  ?  Why  did  he 
not  hang  Ferrand  for  his  speech  on  na- 
tional properties  ?  It  is  that — it  is  the  in- 
solence of  the  priests  and  nobles  that  has 
made  me  leave  Elba.  I  could  have  arrived 
with  three  millions  of  peasantry,  who  ran 
to  offer  me  their  services.  But  I  was  sure 
of  not  finding  resistance  before  Paris.  The 
Bourbons  are  lucky  that  I  have  returned ; 
without  me  affairs  had  finished  by  a  terri- 
ble revolution.  Have  you  seen  the  pam- 
phlet of  Chateaubriand,  which  does  not  even 
grant  me  courage  on  the  field  of  battle  ? 
Have  you  ever  seen  me  amidst  the  fire  ? 
Am  I  a  coward  ? 

Rapp.  I  have  partaken  of  the  same  in- 
dignation with  all  honourable  men,  at  an 
accusation  as  unjust  as  it  is  base. 

Nap.  Saw  you  ever  the  Duke  of  Or- 
leans ? 

Rapp.  But  once. 

Nap.  It  is  he  that  has  tact  and  conduct. 
The  others  are  ill-surrounded,  ill-coun- 
selled. They  hate  me.  They  are  about  to 
be  more  furious  than  ever.  They  have 
wherewith.  1  am  arrived  without  striking 
a  blow.  It  is  now  they'll  cry  out  upon  my 
ambition  ;  it  is  the  eternal  reproach  ;  they 
know  nothing  else  to  say. 

Rapp.  They  are  not  alone  in  charging 
you  with  ambition. 

Nap.  How  ?  Am  I  ambitious,  I  ?  Est- 
on  gros  comme  moi  quand  on  a  de  V ambi- 
tion 9-  Are  men  fat,  like  me,  when  they 
are  ambitious  ?  (and  he  struck  his  two 
hands  with  violence  upon  his  belly.") 

Beyond  this  argumentum  ad  sto- 
machum,  we  cannot  quote  another  line. 
It  is  too  good,  and  so  staggered  poor 
Rapp,  that  he  took  the  command  of 
the  army  of  the  Rhine  from  Napoleon, 
and  scarce  had  joined  it,  when  the 
news  of  Waterloo  and  its  consequences 
shattered  his  new  hopes,  and  set  his 
army  in  mutiny  against  him. 
10 
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FROM   THE   NOVELS  OF   LASCA. 

No.  IV. 

TENTH  AND  LAST  TALE  OF  THE  THIRD  SUPPER. 

Of  the  Hoax  of  Hoaxes,  practised  by  Lorenzo  de  Medici  upon  Master  Manente 
the  Physician,  and  of  the  many  rare  and  diverting  Occurrences  which  proceed- 
ed from  it. 

THE  following  Tale  possesses,  on  many  accounts,  very  peculiar  merit — first, 
as  exhibiting  a  picture,  or  rather  a  series  of  pictures,  of  national  manners  and 
customs,  not  exceeded  in  liveliness  and  fidelity  by  those  which  are  presented 
to  us  in  that  invaluable  repository  of  Oriental  portraiture,  the  Arabian  Nights' 
Entertainments,  to  which  it  will  also  strike  the  reader  as  bearing  no  little  af- 
finity in  the  resemblance  between  its  hero,  Lorenzo  de  Medici  (commonly 
called  the  Magnificent,)  and  the  Caliph  Haroun  Alraschid,  a  name  so  familiar- 
ly interwoven  with  all  our  recollections  of  childhood,  by  its  frequent  occur- 
rence in  that  delightful  store-house  of  fiction.  Secondly,  It  is  no  less  worthy 
of  notice  on  account  of  the  new  light  which  it  casts  on  the  character  of  that 
hero,  whom  his  illustrious  English  biographer  has  certainly  omitted  to  repre- 
sent to  us  in  this  view  of  his  features.  And  lastly,  it  affords  a  very  wide  field 
for  reflection,  when  it  leads  us  to  consider  to  what  an  extent,  even  under  the 
forms  of  a  popular  and  democratic  government,  the  middling  and  lower  classes 
of  society  were  held  as  lawful  subjects  for  the  jest  and  diversion  of  the  great, 
when  so  popular  a  chief  as  Lorenzo  made  no  scruple  of  playing  his  favourite 
physician  a  trick,  which  cost  him  his  liberty  and  his  honour,  and  exposed  his 
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La  Mancha,  at  the'hands  of  the  unfeeling  grandees  of  Spain,  to  whom  he  had 
the  misfortune  of  becoming  a  laughing-stock,  bears  some  analogy,  (in  that  re- 
spect at  least)  to  the  present  story ;  but  I  will  not  conclude  these  prefatory 
remarks  without  repeating,  that  it  seems  impossible  to  regard  the  tale  as  a  mere 
fiction,  or  otherwise  than  as  a  narrative  (perhaps  highly  coloured)  of  some  real 
occurrences,  the  account  of  which  was  in  general  circulation  at  the  time  when 
the  author  composed  it,  that  is,  not  more  than  fifty  years  after  the  death  of  the 
most  distinguished  personage  whose  name  is  mentioned  in  it. 

The  distinction  of  "  Lorenzo  il  Vecchio,"  or  The  Elder,  by  which  the  hero 
of  the  jest  is  identified,  led  me  once  to  imagine  that  another  Lorenzo  (the  bro- 
ther of  Cosmo,  surnamed  Parens  Patrise,)  was  here  intended;  and  the  epithet 
"  II  Magnifico"  assigned  to  him,  would  not  alone  have  disproved  the  supposi- 
tion, but  have  only  confirmed  the  truth  of  an  undeniable  assertion,  made  by 
Sismondi,  and  somewhat  petulantly  called  in  question  by  Roscoe,  that  the  ap- 
pellation itself  was  no  other  than  an  honorary  mark  of  distinction,  conferred  in- 
discriminately on  persons  illustrious  by  birth  or  office.  However,  the  mention 
of  the  "  Selve  d'Amore,"  (an  undoubted  work  of  the  Lorenzo  whom  we  usu- 
ally distinguish  by  the  name  of  the  Magnificent,)  seems  to  prove  that  no 
other  than  he  was  the  person  here  meant  to  be  referred  to ;  and  the  phrase  of 
"  II  Vecchio"  applied  to  him,  must  therefore  be  taken  in  contradistinction  to 
a  third  Lorenzo,  (commonly  called  Lorenzino,)  the  assassin  of  the  first  Duke 
Alexander. 

INTRODUCTION. 

Giacinto  had  arrived  at  the  conclusion  of  his  novel,  with  which  he  had  not 
a  little  rejoiced  and  enlivened  his  auditory,  when  Amarantha,  to  whom  alone 
now  remained  the  task  of  paying  the  expected  tribute,,  thus,  sweetly  smiling,, 
began — "  I  design,  most  fair  ladies,  and  gentle  sirs,  to  relate  to  you  an  anec- 
dote of  mystification,  which,  albeit  not  brought  to  perfection  under  the  gui- 
dance of  Scheggia,  or  Zoroastro,  or  any  other  of  the  great  masters,  of  the  art 
already  noticed,  I  humbly  opine  that  you  will  think  no  less  worthy  of  admi- 
ration, nor  less  artificially  contrived  and  executed,  than  any  which  you  have 
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had  already  recounted  to  you.  It  is  one  which  was  practised  by  the  Magni- 
fico,  Lorenzo  the  Elder,  upon  a  certain  physician,  one  of  the  most  arrogant 
and  assuming  that  the  world  ever  witnessed.  In  the  which  so  many  strange 
accidents  intervened,  and  such  various  chances  were  given  birth  to,  that,  if  you 
ever  in  your  lives  were  moved  to  surprise  or  laughter,  you  will  now  find  mat- 
ter for  both,  to  your  hearts'  content." 


Lorenzo,  the  elder  de'  Medici  (as  it 
behoves  you  to  know,)  was  (if  ever 
there  was  in  this  world)  a  man,  not 
only  endowed  with  all  manner  of  vir- 
tue and  excellence,  but  a  lover  and  re- 
warder  of  virtue  in  others,  and  that  in 
the  highest  degree  imaginable.  In  his 
days  there  dwelt  at  Florence  a  certain 
physician,  by  name  Master  Manente 
della  Pieve,  who  practised  both  physic 
and  surgery,  but  was  more  of  a  prac- 
titioner than  a  man  of  science ;  one, 
in  truth,  of  much  humour  and  plea- 
santry, but  so  impertinent  and  assu- 
ming, that  there  was  no  bearing  him. 
Amongst  his  other  qualifications,  he 
was  a  great  lover  of  the  bottle,  a  hard 
drinker,  and  one  who  made  it  his  boast 
that  he  was  a  consummate  judge  of 
good  wine;  and  frequently,  without 
being  invited,  would  he  go  of  his  own 
accord  to  dine  or  sup  with  the  Mag- 
nirico,  who  at  length  conceived  such  a 
dislike  of  him  by  reason  of  his  perpe- 
tual intrusiveness  and  impertinence, 
that  he  could  not  endure  his  sight,  and 
deliberated  within  himself  in  what 
manner  he  might  play  such  a  trick 
upon  him  as  might  effectually  prevent 
him  from  repeating  his  usual  annoy- 
ances. It  happened  that,  one  after- 
noon among  others,  the  aforesaid  Mas- 
ter Manente,  having  been  drinking  at 
the  tavern,  called  Delle  Bertucce, 
(which  was  his  favourite  haunt,)  had 
made  himself  so  intoxicated,  that  he 
could  scarcely  stand  ;  and  mine  host, 
when  it  came  to  shutting-up  time, 
caused  him  to  be  carried  on  boys' 
shoulders  out  into  the  street,  and  laid 
along  on  one  of  the  benches  in  St 
Martin's  market-place,  where  he  fell 
so  sound  asleep  that  a  discharge  of 
cannon  would  not  have  awakened  him. 
By  some  chance  Lorenzo  was  made 
acquainted  with  this  accident,  and, 
thinking  it  a  most  favourable  oppor- 
tunity for  the  accomplishment  of  his 
project,  he  pretended  to  pay  no  atten- 
tion to  the  person  who  was  his  infor- 
mant, but  feigning  a  desire  to  go  to 
sleep,  (it  being  already  far  advanced 
towards  midnight,  and  be  at  all  times 
a  little  sleeper,  making  it  his  constant 
habit  to  stay  up  till  about  that  hour,) 


caused  two  of  his  most  faithful  grooms 
to  be  sent  for  to  his  chamber,  and  gave 
them  instructions  how  they  were  to 
proceed ;  who,  accordingly,  well  hood- 
ed and  disguised,  sallied  forth  from 
the  palace,  and  went  (by  Lorenzo's 
commission)  to  the  place  of  St  Mar- 
tin, where  they  found  the  sleeper  still 
snoring  most  musically,  whom  they 
first  placed  on  his  legs,  then  muffled 
him,  and,  laying  him  like  a  wallet 
across  their  shoulders,  took  him  away 
with  them. 

The  poor  physician,  finding  himself 
thus  treated,  full  surely  imagined  that 
he  was  in  the  hands  of  some  of  his 
own  companions,  and  so  quietly  suf- 
fered himself  to  be  ushered,  by  a  back 
door  of  the  palace  of  the  Medici,  into 
the  presence  of  the  Magnifico,  who 
was  alone,  waiting  with  incredible  im- 
patience the  return  of  his  messengers, 
and  who  now  directed  them  to  carry 
their  load  into  a  remote  upper  apart- 
ment, where,  having  deposited  him  on 
a  feather-bed,  they  stripped  him  to 
his  shirt,  (he  knowing  no  more  of  the 
matter  than  if  he  had  been  a  dead 
man,)  and,  taking  away  with  them 
all  his  habiliments,  left  him  securely 
locked  up  in  his  new  lodgings. 

Lorenzo's  next  concern  was  to  send 
for  the  buffoon  Monaco — a  personage 
remarkably  well  skilled  in  counterfeit- 
ing voices — whom,  having  first  made 
him  exchange  his  own  clothes  for  those 
of  the  physician,  and  given  him  the 
necessary  directions,  he  dispatched, 
just  as  the  bells  were  ringing  for  ma- 
tins, to  Master  Manente's  house  iu 
the  street  de'  Fossi.  It  was  in  the 
month  of  September,  .and  the  physi- 
cian's family  (consisting  of  a  wife,  an 
infant  son,  and  a  servant-maid,)  were 
residing  at  his  comitry-house  in  the 
Mugello,  while  he  himself  remained 
at  Florence,  but  was  never  to  be  found 
at  home  except  at  night  when  he  re- 
turned to  sleep,  making  it  his  constant 
practice  to  dine  either  at  a  tavern, 
with  his  boon  companions,  or  else  at 
hia  friends'  houses ;  insomuch,  that 
Monaco,  having  found  the  house  key 
in  the  owner's  pocket,  easily  let  him- 
self in,  and,  in  greatglee  at  the  thought 
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of  at  once  hoaxing  the  doctor,  and  gra- 
tifying the  humour  of  the  Magnifico, 
laid  him  down  on  Master  Manente's 
bed,  and  went  to  sleep.  It  was  nine 
o'clock  before  he  woke,  and  then,  ha- 
ving dressed  himself  again  in  Ma- 
nente's clothes,  and  assuming  the 
master's  *  voice,  he  called  out  of  the 
window  of  the  court-yard  to  a  female 
neighbour  who  dwelt  opposite,  saying 
that  he  felt  himself  very  unwell,  with 
a  pain  in  his  throat,  which  he  had  ac- 
cordingly wrapped  in  a  woollen  hand- 
kerchief. 

Now  there  was  at  this  time  great 
fear  of  the  plague  at  Florence,  where 
some  symptoms  had  already  discover- 
ed themselves ;  so  that  the  good  wo- 
man, dreading  what  might  follow, 
asked  him,  in  great  trepidation,  what 
he  might  please  to  want  of  her  ?  To 
whom  he  answered,  that  he  begged  for 
a  couple  of  new-laid  eggs,  and  a  little 
fire ;  and  then,  pretending  that  he  was 
too  ill  to  support  himself,  withdrew 
from  the  window.  The  good  woman 
made  haste  to  provide  what  he  want- 
ed, and  called  to  him  as  loudly  as  she 
was  able,  to  tell  him  that  she  had  pla- 
ced the  articles  at  the  door  of  his  house, 
and  that  he  must  come  and  fetch  them 
— the  which  he  did  accordingly — at 
the  same  time  exhibiting  to  the  by- 
standers the  appearance  of  a  person 
scarcely  able  to  totter  along  through 
exhaustion,  with  his  mouth  and  throat 
muffled  up,  and  altogether  so  pitiable 
an  object,  that  all  who  beheld  him 
were  forced  to  believe  that  he  was  in 
the  worst  stage  of  the  dreaded  dis- 
order. 

The  rumour  soon  spread  through 
the  city ;  and  a  brother  of  Master 
Manente's  wife,  (a  goldsmith  by  trade 
— by  name  Niccolajo,)  came  running 
forthwith  to  know  how  the  matter 
really  stood.  He  knocked,  and  knock- 
ed again,  without  receiving  an  answer, 
but  was  assured  by  all  the  neighbours, 
that  the  poor  doctor's  was,  without 
doubt,  a  lost  case.  Just  at  this  mo- 
ment Lorenzo  rode  by  the  spot  on 
horseback,  (as  if  by  accident,)  attend- 
ed by  a  numerous  troop  of  gentlemen, 
and,  observing  the  crowd  collected 
round  the  door,  asked  what  it  meant. 
The  goldsmith  replied,  that  he  was 
fearful  his  brother-in-law,  Master  Ma- 
nente,  was  attacked  by  the  plague,  and 
related  all  he  had  heard  on  the  subject. 
Upon  this,  the  Magnifico  gave  imme- 
diate directions  that  some  fit  attendant 
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should  be  sought  for  to  have  charge  of 
the  sick  man,  and  told  Niccolajo  where 
he  might  find  such  a  person,  in  the 
hospital  of  St  Maria  Nuova.  To  the 
hospital  Niccolajo  accordingly  went, 
and  found  the  person  in  question,  who 
had  already  been  instructed  as  to  the 
part  he  had  to  perform  ;  and  who,  ha- 
ving undertaken  the  office,  entered  the 
house  forthwith,  (by  the  aid  of  a  lock- 
smith,) and  shortly  afterwards  opened 
one  of  the  windows,  and  called  out  to 
inform  the  by-standers,  that  Master 
Manente  had,  in  good  sooth,  a  plague- 
boil  on  his  throat  as  big  as  a  peach, 
and  was  already  lying  at  death's  door. 
Upon  hearing  this,  Lorenzo  gave  or- 
ders that  the  attendant  should  be  sup- 
plied, through  the  window,  with  food 
and  all  other  necessaries,  and  then  de- 
parted, with  great  shew  of  grief  and 
affliction  ;  while  the  attendant,  having 
received  the  supply  of  provisions,  clo- 
sed the  window  again,  and,  in  com- 
pany with  the  pretended  dying  man, 
made  good  cheer  on  the  victuals  which 
were  sent  him,  to  which  they  added  a 
flask  or  two  of  the  choicest  wine  which 
the  doctor  had  in  his  cellar. 

While  these  things  were  going  on, 
the  poor  abused  doctor,  having  slept 
away  a  whole  day  and  night,  at  length 
awoke,  and  finding  himself  in  bed,  and 
in  the  dark,  could  not  imagine  what 
place  he  had  come  to,  but,  calling  to 
mind  what  had  passed  before  he  lost 
his  powers  of  recollection,  persuaded 
himself  that,  having  been  drinking 
with  his  friends  at  the  Bertucce,  and 
become  intoxicated,  they  had  carried 
him  back  to  his  own  house,  as  had  not 
unfrequently  before  happened  to  him. 
He  therefore  got  out  of  bed  under  this 
impression,  and  groped  his  way  to 
where  he  expected  to  have  found  the 
window,  where  finding  none,  he  was 
in  utter  amazement ;  and,  after  some 
vain  efforts  to  enlighten  himself,  not 
having  been  able  to  ascertain  the  place 
of  either  door  or  window  in  the  apart- 
ment, he  finished  by  returning  to  bed 
again,  where  he  lay  in  stupid  wonder, 
and,  although  half  famished,  afraid  to 
call  out,  not  knowing  what  mischief 
might  follow. 

Lorenzo,  in  the  meantime,  proceed- 
ing with  the  management  of  the  dra- 
ma, ordered  the  two  grooms,  who  had 
before  been  employed  by  him  in  this 
service,  to  disguise  themselves  as  white 
friars,  with  long  hoods  on  their  heads, 
and  grinning  Carnival  masks  on  their 


45  Italian  Art  of  Hoaxing. 

faces  ;  and,  thus  accoutred,  he  caused 
one  of  them  to  arm  himself  with  a  na- 
ked sword  in  the  one  hand,  and  a 
lighted  torch  in  the  other,  while  the 
second  carried  two  flasks  of  excellent 
wine,  two  loaves  of  bread  in  a  napkin, 
two  cold  capons,  with  a  piece  of  roast- 
ed veal,  and  the  proper  fruits  of  the 
season,  with  which  they  proceeded  in 
silence  to  the  doctor's  apartment.  The 
door  being  locked  on  the  outside,  they 
opened  it  with  a  loud  noise,  and  forth- 
with entered — the  man  with  the  sword 
and  torch  keeping  guard  before  the 
door,  to  prevent  the  escape  of  the  pri- 
soner, while  the  other,  advancing  to 
the  middle  of  the  room,  slowly  spread 
his  napkin  upon  a  little  table  which 
stood  there,  and  placed  the  provisions 
in  order. 

As  soon  as  Master  Manente  heard 
the  door  open,  he  started  up  in  his 
bed,  intending  to  run  out  immediate- 
ly— but  no  sooner  did  he  behold  the 
strange  figures  of  those  who  entered, 
than  fear  overcame  him,  and  not  a 
word  was  he  able  to  utter.  Seeing  the 
sword  and  torch,  he  expected  little 
short  of  instant  death  ;  but  a  glimpse 
of  the  victuals  somewhat  revived  him, 
and  he  sat  patiently  for  a  minute  while 
the  table  was  spread  ;  but,  when  that 
was  accomplished,  and  the  dumb  friar, 
by  signs,  invited  him  to  partake,  hun- 
ger at  once  became  more  strong  than 
any  other  feeling,  and,  leaping  out  of 
bed,  he  rushed  voraciously  to  the 
spot,  without  anything  on  him  but 
his  shirt,  till  the  attendant  pointing 
to  a  dressing-gown  and  slippers  which 
were  placed  on  a  chair  beside  him,  he 
accepted  the  invitation  to  clothe  him- 
self in  them  ;  then,  taking  his  seat  at 
the  table,  fell  to  work  with  as  keen  an 
appetite,  as  if  he  had  totally  forgotten 
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come  what  will,  if  I  am  doomed  to  die, 
I  shall  at  least  have  the  satisfaction  of 
dying  with  my  belly  full."  So  saying, 
he  fell  to  with  marvellous  appetite, 
and,  having  consumed  the  best  part 
of  the  provision  which  was  laid  before 
him,  and  carefully  wrapped  up  in  the 
napkin,  and  stowed  away,  the  remain- 
der, to  serve  for  a  future  emergency, 
finding  nothing  better  to  be  done,  and 
flattering  himself,  (in  the  beatitude  of 
a  well-filled  stomach)  with  the  belief, 
that  it  was  a  mere  trick  of  some  of  his 
companions,  who  would  soon  return  to 
release  him,  he  went  into  bed  again, 
where  he  lay  for  some  time,  thinking 
upon  the  grinning  masks  which  had 
saluted  him,  till  the  very  thought  of 
them  made  him  laugh  inwardly,  and 
at  last  fell  asleep  as  soundly  as  before. 
Early  the  next  morning,  the  atten- 
dant from  the  hospital  threw  open  the 
doctor's  window,  and,  in  a  loud  voice, 
proclaimed  to  the  neighbours,  that  his 
patient  had  passed  a  good  night ;  that 
the  boil  had  come  to  a  head  with  the 
help  of  poultices  ;  and  that  he  enter- 
tained good  hopes  of  his  recovery.  So 
passed  the  day  without  further  inquiry, 
and,  towards  evening,  the  Magnifico 
made  known  to  his  coadjutors,  that  an 
excellent  opportunity  had  presented  it- 
self for  carrying  on  the  jest,  by  the  ac- 
cidental death  of  a  certain  young  gal- 
lant, named  Franciosino,  who  had  fall- 
en from  his  horse  and  broken  his  neck, 
in  the  square  of  St  Maria  Novella,  and 
had  been  laid  out  for  interment,  and 
buried  that  same  evening,  by  the  friars 
of  the  monastery,  in  one  of  the  vaults 
without-side  the  principal  entrance  to 
their  church.  As  soon  as  this  occurrence 
was  madeknown  to  them,  together  with 
what  was  Lorenzo's  pleasure  as  to  the 
prosecution  of  the  adventure,  they  be- 


the  surprising  nature  of  the  circum-  gan  to  give  effect  to  it  by  the  hospital 
stances  in  which  he  was  placed.  The  servant,  in  the  first  place,  going  again 
attendants,  seeing  him  thus  occupied, 


quitted  the  apartment  with  the  like 
speed  and  silence  as  they  had  entered 
it,  and,  leaving  him  without  light  as 
before,  locked  the  door  after  them,  and 
went  to  relate  the  success  of  their  mis- 
sion to  the  Magnifico.  The  doctor, 
meanwhile,  found  that  hunger  (like 
love)  can  see  in  the  dark;  and  the 
mere  touch  and  smell  of  those  good 
victuals,  and  those  delicious  wine- 
flasks,  gave  him  such  spirits,  that  he 
said  to  himself,  "  It  is  well,  Master 
Manente — things  are  not  near  so  des- 
as  they  might  have  been  ;  and, 


to  the  window,  and  declaring,  in  dolo- 
rous accents,  that  t^he  disease  had  ta- 
ken a  new  turn,  and  the  plague-boil 
so  much  increased,  that  poor  Manente 
was  almost  choked  by  it,  and  very 
unable  either  to  eat  or  speak.  Upon 
this,  the  goldsmith,  Niccolajo,  became 
very  anxious  that  he  should  have  some- 
body sent  to  him,  to  make  his  last 
will  and  testament ;  but  he  was  an- 
swered that  the  thing  was  impossible 
for  that  night,  but  he  might  return 
the  next  morning,  when  measures 
might  be  taken  for  accomplishing  it ; 
and  also  for  confessing  the  patient, 
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and  administering  to  him  the  sacra- 
ment. With  this  the  goldsmith  was 
obliged  for  the  present  to  rest  satisfi- 
ed, and  when  the  crowd  had  disper- 
sed, the  Magnifico's  two  grooms,  who 
had  been  sent  to  disinter  the  body  of 
the  unfortunate  Franciosino,  brought 
it  secretly  to  the  doctor's  house,  where 
Monaco  and  his  attendant  as  secretly 
received  it ;  and,  having  so  done,  wrap- 
ped it  carefully  in  a  new  linen  shroud, 
bound  its  throat  with  bandages,  which 
they  had  previously  dipped  in  plague- 
ointment,  belaboured  the  face  with 
thumps  and  blows,  so  as  to  make  it 
look  swollen  and  livid,  and  laid  it  out 
on  a  table  in  the  basement  story,  with 
a  bonnet  on  its  head,  which  was  well 
known  to  be  one  usually  worn  by  the 
doctor  on  solemn  occasions,  and  strewn 
with  orange-flowers,  and  then  went  to 
bed,  after  again  drinking  and  laughing 
together  heartily. 

It  was  no  sooner  morning,  than  the 
attendant  once  more  opened  the  case- 
ment, and,  with  abundance  of  tears, 
proclaimed  to  the  neighbours  and  pas- 
sengers, how  Master  Manente  had,  just 
at  the  turn  of  day-break,  departed  from 
this  present  life  ;  so  that,  in  an  hour's 
time,  the  news  had  spread  throughout 
Florence,  and  the  brother-in-law  hear- 
ing it,  ran  to  the  spot,  and  was  ac- 
quainted by  the  attendant  with  the 
pretended  particulars.  Seeing  that 
there  was  now  no  remedy,  the  next 
step  was  to  take  instant  measures  for 
his  interment ;  and,  for  this  purpose, 
the  goldsmith  first  gave  the  requisite 
information  to  the  board  of  health, 
by  whom  the  funeral  was  directed  to 
take  place  with  every  proper  precau- 
tion. Those  to  whom  the  charge  of 
removing  the  corpse  was  committed, 
could  not  help  remarking  the  great  al- 
teration of  feature.  This,  however, 
was  attributed  entirely  to  the  disorder 
of  which  he  died,  and  not  a  doubt  oc- 
curred to  any  of  them,  or  to  any  of  a 
numerous  crowd  of  bystanders,  who 
looked  on  at  a  respectful  distance, 
smelling  at  sweet  herbs  and  vinegar, 
while  the  body  was  tumbled  into  the 
first  vault  which  they  found  open, 
head  foremost.  Nor  is  it  to  be  doubt- 
ed, that  Master  Manente's  fur  bonnet, 
which  was  well  known  to  everybody 
present,  greatly  helped  the  illusion. 
The  funeral  being  over,  the  goldsmith, 
Niccolajo,  took  upon  himself  the  far- 
ther duty  of  acquainting  his  sister 
with  the  mournful  event,  which  he 


did  in  the  most  soothing  terms  ima- 
ginable, recommending  to  her  to  re- 
main with  her  young  son  in  the  coun- 
try, and  leave  it  to  himself  to  settle 
the  affairs  of  the  deceased  in  Florence ; 
which  was  arranged  accordingly. 

Five  or  six  days  had  now  passed 
away,  during  which  they  never  failed 
to  provide  the  physician  with  a  plen- 
tiful meal  every  morning  and  evening, 
served  up  by  the  same  men  in  hoods 
and  masks,  as  on  the  first  day  of  his 
imprisonment.  At  last,  one  morning, 
four  hours  before  day-break,  these 
same  obsequious  valets,  dressed  as  be- 
fore, opened  the  door  of  his  apartment, 
by  command  of  the  Magnifico,  and 
made  the  poor  doctor  get  up,  and  slip 
on  an  under-garment  of  red  sug-uar- 
tone,  with  a  pair  of  long  mariners' 
boots  of  the  same  materials,  and  a  hat 
a  la  Grecque  on  his  head.  They  then 
muffled  him  in  a  cloak,  so  that  he  was 
not  able  to  see,  led  him  out  of  his 
chamber,  and  conducted  him  into  the 
court-yard,  trembling  all  over  from 
fright,  as  if  he  had  had  the  quartan 
ague.  There  they  lifted  him  from  the 
ground,  placed  him  in  a  covered  litter 
drawn  by  two  mules,  and  set  forward 
on  their  journey  by  the  gate  of  La 
Croce,  the  same  two  grooms  leading 
the  way  on  horseback,  in  their  ordi- 
nary habits.  Master  Manente,  as 
soon  as  he  felt  the  motion  of  the  car- 
riage, was  seized  with  new  wonder 
and  consternation.  The  voices  of  the 
country  people,  and  noise  of  animals- 
which  they  heard,  as  day  advanced 
upon  them,  convinced  him  that  it  was 
not  a  dream.  He  bethought  himself, 
however,  of  all  things  that  appeared 
most  favourable  in  the  singular  cir- 
cumstances of  his  present  condition, 
and  allowed  himself  to  be  comforted. 
Meanwhile,  not  a  word  was  uttered  by 
either  of  his  conductors,  loud  enough 
for  him  to  hear.  They  stopped  in  the 
course  of  the  day  to  take  refreshments, 
and  at  last,  about  midnight,  arrived 
at  the  Hermitage  of  Camaldoli,  where 
they  were  gladly  received  and  welcom- 
ed by  the  Father  Guardian,  and  con- 
ducted by  him,  through  his  own  cell, 
to  an  antichamber  adjoining,  and 
thence  to  a  sort  of  study,  which  again 
opened  into  a  little  parlour,  the  win- 
dow of  which  had  been  walled  up, 
and  which  was  furnished  with  a  small 
truckle-bed,  a  desk,  and  a  table.  This 
last  mentioned  chamber  was  situate  on 
the  brink  of  a  most  deep  and  solitary 
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precipice,  inaccessible  from  without  to 
both  man  and  beast,  far  remote  withal 
from  any  inhabited  part  of  the  con- 
vent, and  where  not  a  sound  was  ever 
heard,  except  of  wind  and  thunder, 
and  now  and  then  of  a  distant  bell 
tolling  for  Ave-Mary,  and  mass,  or 
calling  the  brethren  together  to  their 
meals.  This  place  was  judged  by  the 
two  conductors  exactly  suited  to  their 
purpose.  So  they  went  back  to  the 
Court-yard  where  they  had  left  their 
unfortunate  victim  still  locked  up  in 
the  litter,  from  which  they  drew  him 
forth,  half  dead  with  hunger  and 
thirst,  no  less  than  with  terror,  and 
conveyed  him,  with  scarce  a  sign  of 
knowledge  or  understanding,  to  the 
habitation  assigned  him.  They  then 
once  more  accoutred  themselves  in 
their  former  habiliments,  with  the 
drawn  sword  and  torch  and  grinning 
masks,  which  were  now  so  familiar  to 
their  captive,  that  he  felt  as  much  joy 
at  the  sight  of  them  as  of  some  long- 
lost  friend  and  acquaintance,  more 
especially  as  they  brought  with  them 
the  welcome  addition  of  a  good  supper 
to  stay  the  cravings  of  his  stomach, 
upon  which  he  fell  to  like  a  cormo- 
rant. 

We  shall  here  take  the  liberty  of 
shortening  some  of  the  details  of  this 
memorable  history.  The  two  grooms, 
having  delivered  themselves  of  their 
charge,  left  him,  (with  directions  to 
two  lay  brothers  of  the  monastery  to 
serve  him  in  the  same  manner  as  they 
themselves  had  been  accustomed  to 
do,)  and  returned  to  gratify  Lorenzo 
with  a  report  of  their  proceedings.  It 
so  happened  that,  shortly  afterwards, 
the  Magnifico  had  occasion  to  leave 
Florence  on  affairs  of  state,  which  oc- 
cupied all  his  thoughts  and  attention 
during  an  absence  of  several  months, 
and  caused  him  utterly  to  forget  the 
poor  doctqr ;  and  the  Guardian  and 
the  monks  of  Camaldoli  having,  in  all 
this  time,  received  no  counter-instruc- 
tions, went  on,  from  day  to  day,  treat- 
ing their  prisoner  precisely  according 
to  what  was  first  enjoined  them ; 
while  he,  having  learned  to  consider 
his  captivity  as  quite  hopeless,  had 
gradually  become  in  a  manner  recon- 
ciled to  his  fate,  placing  all  his  hap- 
piness in  eating  and  drinking,  (the 
materials  for  which  were  abundantly 
supplied  to  him,)  and  consuming  in 
sleep  almost  all  the  hours  which  were 
not  devoted  to  those  noble  purposes  of 
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existence.  Meanwhile,  certain  domes- 
tic events  occurred,  which  (we  will 
charitably  suppose)  had  not  been  at 
all  in  the  contemplation  of  the  Magni- 
fico when  he  projected  this  memorable 
mystification.  The  supposed  widow, 
after  mourning  for  six  months  with 
the  most  exemplary  patience,  was,  at 
the  end  of  that  period,  persuaded  to 
bestow  her  hand,  together  with  the 
possessions  she  had  derived  from  her 
late  husband,  upon  a  friend  of  her 
brother,  by  name  Michel  Angelo,  who 
was  also  a  goldsmith,  with  whom  she 
now  resided  at  Florence,  in  Master 
Manente's  house,  in  all  joy  and  festi- 
vity, and  was  reported  to  be  already 
in  a  fair  way  of  increasing  the  family 
establishment 

Things  were  in  this  state,  when  Lo- 
renzo, on  his  return  to  Florence,  meet- 
ing accidentally  a  monk  of  Camaldo- 
li, who  had  journeyed  thither  after 
certain  purposes  relating  to  his  con- 
vent, was  suddenly  reminded  by  the 
sight  of  him  of  Master  Manente, 
whom  he  had  so  long  forgotten,  and 
commissioned  him  accordingly  to  carry 
back  with  him  a  letter  which  he  wrote 
to  the  Guardian,  containing  instruc- 
tions how  he  was  to  proceed  to  act 
with  his  prisoner.  Meanwhile,  that 
unfortunate  gentleman  had  generally 
prevailed  upon  his  keepers  to  relax  the 
extreme  severity  of  the  rules  first 
adopted  with  respect  to  him.  He  wag 
allowed  the  light  of  a  lamp,  which 
added  to  the  gratification  afforded  him 
by  the  meals  which  were  provided  for 
him,  the  pleasure  of  .seeing-  the  good 
cheer  which  he  tasted ;  and,  though 
neither  Guardian  nor  monks  would 
venture  so  far  to  transgress  their 
orders  as  to  hold  any  converse  with 
him,  they  permitted  him  to  testify  his 
gratitude  for  the  indulgence  granted 
him,  by  singing  several  of  the  airs 
which  he  used  to  be  celebrated  for 
his  skill  in  chanting  among  his  old 
boon  companions ;  besides  which,  he 
would  sometimes  exercise  his  talent 
of  an  improvisatore,  and,  at  others, 
having  a  fine  clear  voice  and  good  pro- 
nunciation, would  recite  some  of  the 
stanzas  of  Lorenzo's  lately  published 
poems,  entitled  Selve  (fAmore,  all 
which  his  hearers  listened  to  with 
marvellous  delight  and  satisfaction. 

By  this  time  he  had  nearly  aban- 
doned the  hope  of  ever  again  behold- 
ing the  light  of  the  sun ;  when  the 
monk  whom  Lorenzo  had  met  in 
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in  the  streets  of  Florence  returned,  whither.    By  degrees,  however,  day- 

and  delivered  to  the  Father  Guardian  light  broke  upon  his  solitude,  and  so 

the  letter  that  was  intrusted  to  him ;  far  encouraged  him,  that  he  set  for- 

on  perusal  of  which,  that  Holy  Fa-  ward  on  his  route  by  a  little  straggling 

ther  took  upon  him  forthwith  to  carry  path  which  he  discovered  among  the 
in  to  execution  the  instructions  contain- 
ed in  it.     Accordingly,   before  day- 
break the  next  morning  after,  the  two 


trees,  though  wholly  ignorant  where  it 
might  chance  to  lead  him.     He  had 


lay  brothers,  habited  as  before,  enter- 
ed the  doctor's  chamber,  and  having 


not  proceeded  more  than  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  before  he  reached  a  wider  and 
more  trodden  road,  on  the  summit  of 


made  him  get  out  of  bed,  caused  him,    an  eminence,  where  he  soon  after  met 

by  signs,  to  clothe  himself  in  a  sailor's    -  — *-- —    -*  — ^ —    ^- ••—* 

dress,  which  they  brought  with  them 
for  the  purpose,  after  which  they 
hand-cuffed  and  muffled  him,  and  in 
that  guise  led  him  outside  the  gates 
of  the  monastery.  Master  Manente 
now  surely  thought  that  the  end  of 
his  life  was  at  hand,  and  that  he 
should  never  more  taste  bread ;  but, 
though  lamenting  himself  beyond 
measure,  nevertheless,  from  the  dread 
of  something  worse  that  might  befal 


muleteer,  of  whom  he  inquired 
where  he  was,  and  was  answered,  at 
La  Vernia,  to  which  his  informant 
added,  "  But,  what  the  devil !  are 
you  blind  ?  Don't  you  see  San  Fran- 
cesco before  you  ?"  Upon  which,  look- 
ing upwards,  he  beheld  indeed  the 
church  of  San  Francesco,  at  the  top  of 
the  hill,  at  no  greater  distance  than 
two  bow-shots  from  the  place  where 
he  was  standing. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  de- 


for  the  convent,  which  he  reached  in 
good  season,  and  found  there  a  Mi- 


him,  suffered  himself  to  be  led  without  light  of  Master  Manente  on  finding 

resistance,'1  wherever  they  pleased  to  himself  once  more  at  a  spot  already 

carry  him.     For  two  hours  or  more,  familiar  to  him,  as  the  scene  of  many 

they  accordingly  dragged  him  along  a  party  of  pleasure.  He  heartily  thank- 

through  woods  and  bye-places,   till  ed  the  muleteer,  and  set  off  full  speed 
they  arrived  near  the  Vernia,  where, 
at  the  foot  of  a  very  large  pine-tree, 

in  the  centre  of  a  deep  valley,  they  lanese  gentleman,  who,  in  travelling, 

stopped,  and  after  binding  him  fast  to  had  met  with  the  misfortune  of  dis- 

the  trunk  with  vine-twigs,  removing  locating  his  ankle,  and  was  about  send- 

the  large  hat  from  over  his  eyes,  and  ing  for  a  doctor  from  Bibbiena  to  come 

the  cloak  from  his  back,  and  taking  and  set  it.    Manente,  being  informed 

off  his  manacles,  they  left  him  to  him-  of  the  circumstance,  assured  him  there 

self,  and  ran  away  with  the  speed  of  was  no  need,  as  he  was  himself  a  phy- 
lightning  ;  tracing  back  the  way  they 


had  come,  and  never  resting  till  they 
reached  Camaldoli,  where  nobody,  in 
the  meanwhile,  had  noticed  their  ab- 
sence. 

Master  Manente,  thus  tied  to  the 
tree  and  abandoned,  was  filled  with 
exceeding  great  fear  ;  but,  having  lis- 
tened for  a  long  while,  and  hearing  no 
sound  of  any  living  creature  near  him, 
began  to  draw  his  hands  together, 
and  easily  slipped  his  ligatures.  He 
now  looked  up  through  the  branches 
of  the  tree  and  saw  the  stars  shining, 
by  which  he  found  that  he  was  in  the 
open  air,  and  at  liberty.  His  joy  at 
this  unexpected  discovery,  was  some- 


sician,  and  would  undertake  his  cure 
in  twenty-four  hours ;  and  as,  not- 
withstanding his  seaman's  attire,  there 
was  that  in  his  air  and  manner  which 
inspired  credit,  the  traveller  was  easi- 
ly prevailed  upon  to  accept  his  offer. 
To  make  this  matter  short,  the  cure 
was  speedily  completed,  and  the  doc- 
tor having  received  two  ducats  for  his 
fee,  and  having  also  liberally  regaled 
himself  at  the  expense  of  his  patient, 
proceeded,  in  high  spirits,  on  the  road 
to  Mugello,  whfcre  (as  we  have  said) 
was  his  country-house,  which  he  reach- 
ed about  sun-set. 

Here,  finding  the  gate  shut,  the 
first  thing  he  did  on  his  arrival,  was 


what  moderated  by  the  new  species  of    to  call  loudly,  by  name,  on  the  bailiff, 


alarm  which  he  experienced  from  the 
nature  of  his  situation — alone,  in  an 
unknown,  and  seemingly  impervious 


who  had  the  charge  of  the  place  when 
the  family  were  absent,  and  was  an- 
swered, in  a  strange  voice,  that  the 


forest ;  nor  was  he  by  any  means  with-    person  he  called  had  long  since  left 


out  apprehension  of  his  masked  con- 
ductors returning  and  carrying  him 
away  with  them  again,  the  Lord  Jcnew 


11 


that  service,  and  was  living  at  another 
farm  a  great  way  off.  This  answer  ap- 
peared not  a  little  strange  to  him,  as 
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he  could  not  well  digest  the  notion  of    length  reached  his  own  home  in  safe- 


his  wife  having  taken  upon  her  to  dis- 
miss his  servants  without  his  know- 
ledge. He  pretended,  however,  to  the 
country  man  who  now  addressed  him, 
that  he  was  an  intimate  friend  of  the 
master  of  .the  house,  and  intimated 
that  he  should  be  glad  of  a  night's 
lodging.  The  man,  seeing  his  strange 
garb,  was  not  well  satisfied  what  to  do 
upon  the  occasion.  However,  he  was 
at  last  prevailed  upon  by  Master  Ma- 
nente's  fair  speaking,  and  admitted 
him  into  his  little  cabin,  where  he  was 
invited  to  partake  of  the  slender  sup- 
per provided  for  the  household.  The 
doctor  being  resolved  not  to  make  him- 
self known  to  these  people,  asked  no 
questions  about  the  family ;  but,  see- 
ing pen,  ink,  and  paper,  on  a  table,  sat 
down  and  wrote  a  short  letter  to  his 
wife,  which  he  gave  to  the  labourer's 
son  in  charge  to  deliver  the  first  thing 
in  the  morning  at  his  house  in  Flo- 
rence. He  then  betook  himself  to  rest 
on  the  bed  of  straw,  which  was  all  the 
accommodation  they  had  to  offer  him, 
and  on  which  he  soon  fell  asleep,  not- 
withstanding themultitude  of  thoughts 
which  now  began  to  distract  him. 

Next  morning,  by  the  first  dawn  of 
day,  Maneiite's  messenger  set  off  for 
Florence  with  the  letter,  and,  reaching 
Master  Manente' s  house  by  dinner- 
time, delivered  it  into  the  hands  of  his 
good  lady,  Monna  Brigida,  who,  re- 
cognizing her  husband's  hand- writing, 


ty,  but  was  there  denied  admittance  ;.. 
begging,  therefore,  that  she  would 
forthwith  send  an  order  to  the  new 
bailiff  to  receive  him,  together  with  a 
change  of  linen,  his  cloak,  boots,  and 
other  necessaries,  after  which  he  would 
himself  come  to  Florence  the  next  day, 
and  there,  in  the  arms  of  his  dear  Bri- 
gida, recount  to  her  all  the  particulars 
of  the  wonderful  events  that  had  be- 
fallen him. 

Michel  Angelo,  the  goldsmith,  ha- 
ving (as  has  been  said)  made  up  his 
mind  to  its  being  an  imposture,  now 
wrote  in  the  name  of  the  lady,  and  re- 
turned by  the  same  messenger,  a  letter 
full  of  wrath,  commanding  the  pre- 
tender to  depart  in  God's  name,  or  he 
would  otherwise  send  the  officers  to  lay 
hold  of  him  ;  and  this  being  dispatch- 
ed, he  returned  to  his  shop,  leaving 
Monna  Brigida  at  home  full  of  sus- 
pense and  half  stupified. 

Master  Manente  had  passed  the  day 
in  strolling  to  the  house  of  a  friend  of. 
his  who  kept  poultry,  about  three  miles, 
off,  to  whom  he  passed  himself  for  a 
traveller  just  arrived  from  Albano,  and 
where  (without  making  himself  known, 
to  him)  he  purchased  a  pair  of  fat  ca- 
pons, which  he  carried  back  with  him 


for  his  supper,  fully  expecting,  on  the 
return  of  his  messenger,  to  be  recog- 
nized as  master,  and  admitted  into  his- 
own  mansion.  He  was  not  greatly  de- 
lighted, therefore,  at  finding  a  very 

was  ready  to  faint  away  on  the  spot,  different  reception,  nor  at  the  delivery 
Her  grief  and  consternation  increased  of  a  note  without  seal  or  subscription 
on  perusal  of  the  letter,  and  were  still 
farther  augmented  by  the  answers 
which  the  boy  returned  to  her  inqui- 
ries concerning  the  person,  voice,  and 
stature  of  him  who  had  sent  it.  She 
immediately  sent  for  Michel  Angelo, 
the  goldsmith,  who  was  no  less  sur- 
prised than  she  had  been  at  reading 
the  letter ;  but,  nevertheless,  holding 


it  for  certain  that  Manente  was  dead 


he  contents  of  which  were  still  more 
displeasing  to  him  than  the  mode  of 
address  or  delivery.  His  host  of  the 
preceding  night  gave  him  moreover  to 
understand,  (in  no  very  courteous  lan- 
guage,) that  he  must  look  out  else- 
where for  a  lodging  ;  a  demand  which 
the  poor  doctor  did  not  stay  to  hear 
repeated,  but  told  him  he  would  de- 
part immediately.  His  mind  now  be- 


and  buried,  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that    gan  to  misgive  him,  that  he  had,  in 


the  person  who  wrote  it  was  an  impos- 
tor, who  had  adopted,  this  contrivance 
for  accomplishing  some  unlawful  pur- 
pose, either  with  regard  to  her  person, 
or  her  late  husband's  property ;  the 
contents  of  the  letter  shortly  being, 
that  the  writer  informed  his  dearly 
beloved  consort,  how,  after  many  and 
strange  perils  had  passed,  after  being 
shut  up  for  a  twelvemonth  in  fear  of 
his  life,  and  having  finally  escaped  by 
a  miraculous  Providence,  he  had  at 


good  truth,  made  an  exchange  of  his. 
own  personal  identity,  and  was  no  long- 
er Master  Manente;  insomuch  that, 
in  a  voice  at  once  the  most  humble 
and  disconsolate,  he  entreated  the  coun- 
tyman  to  tell  him  who  was  his  mas- 
ter ;  whereto  the  countryman  replied, 
that  his  master  was  Master  Michel 
Angelo,  the  goldsmith,  whose  wife 
was  Monna  Brigida.  He  then  inqui- 
red again  whether  this  Monna  Brigi- 
da had  ever  before  been  married ;  to 
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which  the  countryman  returned  for  almost  beside  himself.  By  this  it  was 
answer,  Yes;  and  that  her  former  bus-  dinner-time,  and,  in  a  state  of  despe- 
band,  (as  he  had  heard  say,)  was  Mas-  ration,  he  betook  himself  to  his  old 


ter  Manente,  a  physician,  who  died  one 
day  of  the  plague,  and  had  left  an  only 
son,  called  Sandrino,  (or  little  Alex- 
ander.) "  Alas !  alas  !"  exclaimed  the 
physician,  "  what  is  this  you  tell 
me .'"  And  then  asked  many  other 
questions,  to  all  which  the  man  an- 
swered that  he  was  not  able  to  inform 
him,  being  himself  from  the  Casenti- 
no,  and  an  entire  stranger  to  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Mugello. 

Master  Manente  now  determined 
with  himself  to  leave  his  present  quar- 
ters without  farther  delay  ;  and,  as  he 
had  still  two  hours  of  day-light,  took 
the  road  towards  Florence,  comforting 
himself  with  the  hope  that  his  wife 
and  relations  had  been  deceived  by 
some  false  report  of  his  death,  but 
would  immediately  recognize  him  on 
his  returning  among  them.  He  arri- 
ved late  in  the  evening  at  a  public- 
house,  about  a  mile  from  the  city, 
where  he  rested  for  the  night,  eating 
only  two  poached  eggs  for  his  supper  ; 
and  the  next  morning  early,  having 
discharged  his  reckoning,  proceeded  to 
Florence,  and  walked  half-way  through 
the  city  without  being  recognized  by  a 
singleindividual,  although  he  met  seve- 
ral of  his  old  friends  and  acquaintances, 
so  entirely  was  he  metamorphosed  by 
his  seaman's  habit.  At  last,  turning  the 
corner  of  the  street  de'  Fossi,  he  saw 
his  wife,  leading  his  little  boy  by  the 
hand,  enter  the  house,  as  they  were 
returning  from  mass ;  and,  being  well 
assured  that  she  also  had  seen  him, 


quarters,  Delle  Bertucce,  where  the 
landlord,  Master  Aniadore,  was  ano- 
ther of  his  most  familiar  companions, 
who,  after  he  had  sat  there  some  time, 
observed  to  him  that  he  thought  he 
had  seen  his  face  before,  but  could  not 
remember  where,  or  on  what  occasion  ; 
to  which  the  mortified  doctor  replied 
that  it  was  very  likely,  as  he  had 
formerly  resided  for  some  time  in  Flo- 
rence, which  he  had  left  to  go  to  sea, 
and,  being  now  returned,  intended  to 
take  up  his  abode  here  again  ;  where- 
with the  said  Amadore  appeared  to  be 
perfectly  satisfied,  and  asked  no  far- 
ther questions. 

He  now,  having  dined,  resolved  at 
all  hazards  to  make  himself  known  to 
Monna  Brigida  that  same  evening  ; 
and  accordingly,  when  he  judged 
it  a  convenient  time,  he  sallied  forth 
once  more  to  the  street  de'  Fossi, 
and  having  given  two  loud  knocks  at 
the  door,  the  lady  herself  came  to  ask 
who  was  there. — To  whom  the  poor 
physiciafi  answered,  "  It  is  I — open 
the  door  to  me,  my  dear  Brigida." — 
"  And  who  are  you  ?"  rejoined  the 
lady.  To  which  Master  Manente  re- 
plied in  a  whisper,  so  as  not  to  be 
heard  by  all  the  neighbourhood, — 
"  Come  hither,  and  I  will  tell  you." — 
Monna  Brigida,  to  whom  both  the 
voice  and  looks  of  the  unwelcome  vi- 
sitor appeared  greatly  to  strengthen 
the  misgivings  which  his  letter  had 
occasioned,  declined  obeying  his  sum- 
mons, and  said  only,  "  Whosoever  you 


but  without  shewing  the  least  sign  of    are,  tell  it  me  directly,  and  what  you 


knowledge,  his  heart  misgave  him ; 
and,  instead  of  going  directly  home, 
as  was  his  first  intention,  he  went  to 
Santa  Croce,  to  find  one  Master  Sebas- 
tiano,  his  confessor,  thinking  that  he 
would  be  a  good  negotiator ;  but,  upon 
inquiry,  was  told  that  he  had  gone  to 
Bologna,  upon  which  he  was  quite  in 
despair,  and  could  not  teli  what  step 
was  next  to  be  taken. 

Thus,  having  made  the  circuit  of 
the  city,  through  the  Piazza,  and  both 
the  old  and  new  market  places,  and 
having  met,  among  divers  others  of  his 
old  acquaintance,  his  most  intimate 
friends,  Biondo  the  broker,  Feo  the  mu- 
sician, Leonardo  the  saddler,  and  Mas- 
ter Zenobio  the  barber,  without  any 
of  them  appearing  to  have  the  least 
recollection  of  him,  he  became  at  last 

VOL.  XIV. 


want?" — "  Don't  you  see?"  answered 
the  physician — "  Is  it  not  I — your  Ma- 
nente—your  true  and  lawful  husband 
— and  are  you  not  my  wife,  whom  I 
am  come  back  to  claim,  after  a  long 
and  cruel  absence  ?" — "  Master  Ma- 
nente, my  husband — you  certainly  are 
not  ?"  said  the  lady,  "  seeing  that  he 
is  dead  and  buried." — "  How,  Brigi- 
da?— dead  !"  rejoined  the  physician  ; 
"  No — I  never  died,  nor  was  buried  !" 
And  then  he  added,  "  Open  the  door 
quickly — for  love's  sake,  open.  Why, 
don't  you  know  me  again,  my  own 
dear  love  ?  Am  I  then  so  metamor- 
phosed ?  Nay,  open,  open,  and  I  will 
immediately  convince  you  that  I  am 
still  living.  — tf  What !"  said  the  ob- 
durate lady  ;  "  and  are  you  then  the 
impudent  fellow  that  sent  me  a  letter 
G 


Italian  Art  of  Hoaxing.    No.  IV. 


DTuly, 


yesterday  ?  Begone  !  begone  instant- 
ly— and  a  plague  upon  you  I  If  my 
husband  returns,  and  finds  you  here, 
there  will  be  the  devil  to  pay." 

A  crowd  of  people  was  by  this  time 
collected  round  the  door.  Whereupon 
Monna  Dorothea,  a  very  decent  per- 
sonage, who  lived  opposite,  and  had 
witnessed  all  that  had  passed,  said  to 
Brigida — "  Have  a  care,  daughter, — 
for  this  may  well  be  Master  Manente's 
spirit,  seeing  that,  verily,  he  much  re- 
sembles him  in  voice  and  figure.  Speak 
to  it,  then,  and  ask  it  in  civil  language, 
whether  or  no  it  wants  aught  with 
thee  ?"  Upon  which  Brigida,  who 
was  half  inclined  to  believe  the  truth 
of  what  she  now  heard,  began  with 
piteous  accents  thus  to  accost  him, — 
''  Oh,  blessed  spirit !  hast  thou  any- 
thing which  presses  upon  thy  con- 
science ?  Dost  thou  require  the  office 
for  the  dead  to  be  performed  for  thee  ? 
Hast  thou  any  undischarged  vow  to 
accomplish  ?  Say  what  thou  wouldst 
have,  oh  gentle  spirit !  and  then  de- 
part in  peace,  and  in  God's  name." 
Master  Manente,  having  this  invoca- 
tion, was  half  inclined  to  laugh  out  in 
spite  of  his  vexation  ;  but  he  simply 
answered,  by  assuring  her,  that  he  was 
still  living,  and  that  she  had  only  to 
open  the  door  to  be  convinced  it  was 
so.  She,  nevertheless,  went  on,  cross- 
ing herself,  and  asking  if  the  poor 
ghost  required  the  mass  of  St  Gregory 
to  be  said  for  it ;  and  then,  also,  Mon- 
na Dorothea,  in  like  manner,  chimed 
in  with  her,  saying,  "  Spirit  of  grace ! 
if  so  be  that  thou  art  in  purgatory, 
declare  it,  in  order  that  thy  good  wife 
may  perform  jubilee,  and  withdraw 
thee  from  the  place  of  thy  torments." 
Then,  making  the  longest  signs  of  the 
cross  ever  seen,  and  repeating  at  every 
moment  her  "  Requiescat  in  pace,"  all 
the  people  who  stood  round  about  be- 
gan by  degrees  to  do  the  same,  and 
withdraw  themselves  to  a  more  awful 
distance  ;  seeing  which,  and  that  there 
was  no  chance  of  his  making  any  far- 
ther impression  on  Monna  Brigida, 
supported  as  she  was  by  her  old  gossip- 
ing neighbour,  the  poor  disconsolate 
doctor  once  more  quitted  the  field,  and 


retreated  in  the  direction  of  St  Maria 
Novella,  while  the  crowd  made  way 
for  him  on  every  side,  crossing  them- 
selves with  all  their  might,  and  run- 
ning and  tumbling  over  each  other  in 
their  fright,  no  less  than  if  they  had 
actually  beheld  one  risen  from  the 
dead. 

For  that  night  he  again  took  up  his 
old  quarters  at  the  Bertucce,  intending 
the  next  morning  to  have  recourse  to 
the  spiritual  court  for  assistance.  But, 
desirous  to  make  one  more  trial,  he 
proposed  to  his  host  to  invite  Burchi- 
ello,*  and  Biondo  the  broker,  (than 
whom  he  had  not  two  more  intimate 
friends  in  the  world)  to  sup  with  him ; 
which  mine  host  gladly  undertook, 
and  the  invitation  being  as  gladly  ac- 
cepted, they  all  three  met  at  the  Ber- 
tucce at  the  hour  appointed. 

At  their  first  meeting,  Burchiello 
exhibited  some  signs  of  recognition, 
particularly  on  hearing  the  sound  of 
his  voice ;  and  Master  Manente,  on 
his  feet,  paid  him  the  most  marked 
attention,  saying  that  he  had  been  in- 
duced, by  his  reputation,  thus  to  seek 
the  honour  of  his  acquaintance ;  for 
all  which,  Burchiello  thanked  him 
with  due  formality.  They  then  sat 
down  to  table ;  and  while  they  were 
waiting  for  supper,  Master  Manente 
entertained  them  with  a  long  fabulous 
narrative  of  his  life,  and  the  cause 
which  had  brought  him  hither.  Bur- 
chiello had  by  this  time  whispered 
Biondo  that  he  never  saw  so  great  a 
likeness  as  of  this  man  to  their  old 
friend  Manente  ;  and  that,  if  he  had 
not  been  sure  he  was  dead,  he  should 
say,  that  without  doubt,  it  was  he 
himself — to  which  Biondo  fully  as- 
sented. 

Meanwhile  mine  host,  having  put  all 
things  in  order,  the  salladsmade  their 
appearance,  accompanied  by  bread  and 
two  flasks  of  sparkling  wine ;  upon  the 
sight  of  which  they  left  off  their  dis- 
course, and  set  to  with  excellent  ap- 
petites, mine  host  and  Burchiello  ta- 
king the  inside  of  the  table,  and  Mas- 
ter Manente  and  Biondo  the  opposite 
seats.  Thus,  while  they  ate  and  drank, 
Burchiello  kept  his  eyes  constantly 


*  Domenico  Burchiello  was  a  burlesque  poet,  so  celebrated  in  his  day  as  to  have  given 
name  to  a  peculiar  species  of  composition,  called  after  him  the  Burchiellcsca.  (See  Gin- 
guene".)  This  Burchiello,  (the  poet,)  died,  however,  in  1448,  when  Lorenzo  was  a  child. 
Either  (therefore)  he  is  not  the  same  with  the  Burchiello  of  this  story,  or  we  have  detect- 
ed Lasca  in  an  anachronism. 
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fixed  on  the  doctor,  and  the  first  thing 
he  remarked,  was  his  drinking  two 
cups  of  wine,  one  immediately  after 
the  other  upon  his  sallad,  which  was 
also  Master  Manente's  constant  cus- 
tom. He  remained  silent,  however, 
though  inwardly  marvelling ;  and,  on 
the  arrival  of  the  next  course,  consist- 
ing of  pigeons  and  small  birds,  he  again 
remarked  that  the  first  thing  done  by 
the  stranger  was  to  separate  the  heads 
from  the  bodies  of  the  birds,  and  eat 
them, — being  a  part  of  which  Master 
Manentewaslikewise  particularly  fond. 
Upon  this,  he  was  just  on  the  point 
of  discovering  himself,  but  restrained 
his  intentions  for  the  sake  of  still  far- 
ther assurance.  Lastly,  when  the  fruit 
was  placed  on  the  table,  consisting  of 
pears,  (sementirte,^  grapes,  (sancolom- 
hane,}  and  excellent  raviggiuoli,  he 
became  perfectly  satisfied ;  for  the  phy- 
sician, after  partaking  of  both  the  for- 
mer, ended  his  supper  without  touch- 
ing the  raviggiuoli,  notwithstanding 
all  the  rest  of  the  company  bestowed 
upon  them  the  highest  praises  ;  Bur- 
chiello  very  well  knowing  that  Master 
Manente  had  such  an  antipathy  to  this 
species  of  eatable,  that  he  would  as  soon 
have  eaten  both  his  own  hands  as  touch- 
ed them.  Upon  receiving  this  last  proof 
of  identity,  he  seized  him  (laughingly) 
by  the  left  hand,  and  lifting  up  his 
sleeve,  discovered  near  the  wrist  the 
mark  of  a  rasher  of  bacon,  which  Mas- 
ter Manente  had  brought  with  him 
from  his  mother's  womb;  whereupon 
he  exclaimed,  with  a  loud  voice, 
"  Thou  art  Master  Manente,  and  canst 
conceal  it  no  longer  ;"  and,  throwing 
both  his  arms  round  his  neck,  em- 
braced and  kissed  him. 

Biondo  and  mine  host,  seeing  what 
passed,  were  lost  in  amazement,  and 
retreated  backwards  a  little,  that  they 
might  the  more  securely  mark  what 
followed  :  Which  was,  that  Manente 
replied  to  Burchiello's  salutation,  by 
saying,  "  You  only,  Burchiello,  of  all 
my  friends  and  relations,  have  ac- 
knowledged me  for  what  I  am,  and 
that  I  am  indeed  that  very  Master  Ma- 
nente, who  never  died,  as  was  falsely 
reported,  and  is  so  foolishly  credited 
by  my  wife,  and  by  all  Florence."  At 
this,  Amadore  and  Biondo  waxed  pale 
as  ashes — the  one  crossed  himself,  the 
other  followed  his -example,  and  both 
felt  the  same  terror  as  if  they  had  really 
seen  the  ghost  of  one  departed ;  but 
Burchiello  took  upon  him  to  re-assure 
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them,  saying,  "  My  good  friends,  don't 
be  frightened.  Touch  him,  and  feel 
him  ;  spirits  are  not  made  of  flesh  and 
bone,  as  this  man  is — besides  which, 
have  you  not  seen  him  eat  and  drink 
in  your  presence  ?"  To  which  Manente 
added,  "I  am  a  living  man,  pray,  don't 
doubt  it ;  don't  be  afraid  of  me,  my 
brethren !  In  good  sooth,  I  never  yet 
have  known  what  death  is.  Only  lis- 
ten, and  I  will  relate  to  you  one  of 
the  most  marvellous  stories  ever  heard 
beneath  the  sun."  By  which,  and 
other  such  like  expressions,  he,  with 
Burchiello's  assistance,  at  length  so  far 
succeeded,  that,  by  little  and  little, 
they  got  the  better  of  their  terror  and 
incredulity. 

Supper  being  cleared  away,  andMie 
doors  locked  to  prevent  intrusion,  the 
four  friends  resumed  their  seats  at  the 
table,  and  Master  Manente  recounted 
to  them  in  full  the  history  of  his 
strange  disasters.  He  had  no  sooner 
concluded,  than  Burchiello  (who  was 
the  cleverest  fellow  existing)  said  di- 
rectly, "  This  is  all  a  trick  of  Lorenzo 
the  Magnifico."  The  others  stoutly 
opposed  this  conclusion,  declaring  that 
the  whole  was  most  undoubtedly  the 
effect  of  enchantment.  Nevertheless, 
Burchiello,  persisting  in  his  first  im- 
pression, continued,  "  It  is  not  every 
body  who  knows  as  well  as  I  do  the 
fruitfulness  of  that  man's  invention, 
nor  how  impossible  it  is  to  make  him 
forego  any  enterprize  which  he  has 
once  taken  in  hand.  It  is  the  very  de- 
vil to  have  to  do  with  one  who,  like 
him,  knows  everything,  and  has  power 
and  inclination  to  back  all  his  de- 
signs." Then  turning  to  the  Doctor, 
he  said,  "  I  long  ago  suspected  that  he 
might  have  the  heart  to  play  you  some 
such  prank  as  you  have  related  to  us. 
Depend  upon  it,  Master  Manente, 
princes  are  always  princes ;  and  woe 
be  to  him  who  thinks  he  may  presume 
upon  their  familiarity  to  take  liberties 
with  them." 

Manente,  in  his  turn,  now  made  his 
friends  relate  to  him  the  history  of  the 
pretended  plague,  and  of  the  man  who 
was  buried  in  his  place  with  the  tu- 
mour in  his  throat — all  which  things 
sorely  perlexed  him ;  nor  was  Burchiel- 
lo himself  able  to  find  the  clue  to  this 
part  of  the  contrivance.  At  length, 
however,  they  all  came  to  one  conclu- 
sion, which  was,  that  Master  Manente 
had  nothing  for  it  but -to  commence 
proceedings  in  the  Bishop's  Court  for 
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the  recovery  of  his  rights  and  proper- 
ty. And  with  this  resolution  they  se- 
parated, the  Doctor  going  along  with 
his  friend  Burchiello,  the  other  two 
not  being  yet  altogether  satisfied  as  to 
the  reality  of  what  they  had  witnessed. 

In  the  meantime,  Michel  Angelo 
the  goldsmith,  on  his  return  home,  had 
been  informed  by  Monna  Brigida  of 
all  that  had  happened,  which  was  con- 
firmed by  her  sanctified  neighbour, 
who  added,  moreover,  that  she  was 
certain  it  was  Master  Manente's  spirit, 
which  wanted  to  be  redeemed  out  of 
purgatory.  "  What  spirit,  what  pur- 
gatory, you  foolish  woman  !"  exclaim- 
ed the  angry  goldsmith.  "  Can't  you 
perceive  that  it  was  that  same  impos- 
tor, that  vagabond  sailor,  who  sent 
you  the  letter  yesterday  morning?" 
And  therewithal  he  grew  very  pensive, 
being  ill  able  to  account  for  so  strange 
an  occurrence,  and  yet  willing  to  give 
credit  to  any  interpretation  of  it  rather 
than  the  true  one,  or  than  to  believe 
that  Master  Manente,  whom  he  had 
seen  dead  and  buried,  was  returned  to 
life  again. 

The  next  morning  early,  having 
washed  and  trimmed  his  hair  and  beard 
according  to  the  fashion  of  the  day, 
and  accoutred  in  some  clothes  of  his 
friend  Burchiello's  which  exactly  fit- 
ted him,  Master  Manente  sallied  forth 
again  into  the  streets  of  Florence ;  and 
in  these,  which  resembled  his  own  or- 
dinary habits,  he  was  seen  and  recog- 
nized by  many ;  Biondo  and  Amadore 
having  in  the  meantime  circulated  the 
report  of  his  being  alive,  and  returned 
to  Florence  in  quest  of  his  wife  and 
his  chattels.  Among  the  rest,  he  was 
seen  both  by  Niccolajo  and  Michel  An- 
gelo, who,  notwithstanding  the  evi- 
dence of  their  senses,  still  continued 
to  intrench  themselves  in  the  persua- 
sion, that  Master  Manente  being  dead 
and  buried,  this  man  could  not  possi- 
bly be  he, however  strongly  resembling 
him.  So,  having  heard  that  he  in- 
tended to  make  his  claim  in  the  Bi- 
shop's Court,  they,  on  their  part,  pre- 
pare d  for  their  defence  against  it,  to 
which  end  they  furnished  themselves 
with  credentials  from  the  officers  of 
the  board  of  health,  and  with  the  pro- 
per certificate  of  burial. 

To  lose  no  time,  that  same  after- 
noon Master  Manente  lodged  his  com- 
plaint, and  took  out  a  summons,  which 
his  brother-in-law  and  Michel  Angelo 
forthwith  attended;  and  the  Vicar, 


(who  presided  as  judge,)  having  con- 
sidered on  one  side  the  proof  of  iden- 
tity, and  on  the  other,  the  produced 
certificates,  became  utterly  perplexed 
and  confounded.  However,  as  there 
was  clearly  a  dead  man  in  the  case, 
and  it  was  equally  clear  that  the  per- 
son who  stood  before  him  as  Master  Ma- 
nente, was  not  that  dead  man,  he  con- 
cluded that  there  must  have  been  some 
foul  play  (perhaps  murder)  in  the  busi- 
ness, which  rendered  it  fit  for  the  cog- 
nizance of  a  criminal  tribunal.  For 
which  reason,  having  secretly  inform- 
ed the  Council  of  Eight  concerning 
his  cause  of  'suspicion,  the  officers  of 
justice  were  forthwith  dispatched  to 
the  Court,  where  the  parties  were  still 
pleading,  and  where  they  were  all  ar- 
rested and  put  in  prison. 

The  next  day,  as  soon  as  the  Coun- 
cil was  sitting,  Master  Manente  was 
had  before  them  and  interrogated  as  to 
all  that  had  happened,  which  he  re- 
counted in  so  minute,  and  at  the  same 
time  artless  a  manner,  that  several  of 
the  counsellors,  notwithstanding  the 
gravity  of  the  proceeding,  and  the  un- 
accountable nature  of  the  circumstan- 
ces, could  not  refrain  from  laughing 
at  many  passages.  Having  finished  his 
narrative,  he  was  remanded  to  prison, 
and  Niccolajo  and  Michel  Angelo  were, 
one  after  another,  next  had  up  and  ex- 
amined, who  not  only  exactly  agreed  in 
all  the  circumstances  of  their  story, 
but  confirmed  it  by  the  production  of 
the  certificates  already  mentioned. 
They  were  also  remanded,  and  the 
Council  proceeded  next  to  send  for  the 
hospital  servant  who  had  been  present 
at  the  supposed  death  of  Manente,  and 
by  whom  it  was  wisely  judged  that 
some  light  might  be  cast  on  the  mys- 
tery. But  it  so  fell  out,  for  the  sake 
of  the  jest,  that  this  same  fellow,  whose 
examination  must  have  led  to  the  de- 
tection of  the  whole  plot  had  some- 
time before  wounded  a  man  in  a  fray, 
in  consequence  of  which  he  absconded, 
and  had  never  since  been  heard  of. 
Thus,  all  things  combined  to  further 
this  most  admirable  of  hoaxes.  The 
Council  then  instructed  their  officers 
to  make  every  inquiry  that  was  possi- 
ble, in  order  to  ascertain  the  degree  of 
credit  due  to  each  story  ;  and  the  re- 
sult of  their  investigation  was  to  con- 
firm (so  far  as  it  was  possible  to  ar- 
rive at  any  conclusion)  the  veracity  of 
all  the  witnesses. 

In  the  meantime,  Burchiello,  who 
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was  most  zealous  in  serving  the  cause 
of  his  friend  Manente,  called  upon  one 
of  the  members  of  the  Council,  with 
whom  he  was  familiarly  acquainted, 
and  apprized  him  of  his  suspicions 
that  the  Magnifico  was  at  the  bottom 
of  all  that  had  happened,  adding,  that  it 
was  quite  impossible  such  events  could 
have  taken  place  in  the  midst  of  Flo- 
rence without  his  connivance.  The 
magistrate  in  question  fully  adopted 
this  view  of  the  matter,  and  having 
communicated  it  the  following  morn- 
ing to  the  assembled  Council,  it  was  de- 
termined to  send  a  letter  on  the  sub- 
ject to  Lorenzo  himself,  (who  was 
then  at  the  baths  of  Poggio,)  request- 
ing his  advice  and  assistance  at  their 
deliberations.  The  letter  was  sent  ac- 
cordingly ;  and  the  parties  (against 
none  of  whom  any  specific  charge  was 
exhibited,)  dismissed  for  the  present, 
with  a  strict  prohibition  to  all  of  them 
from  approaching  within  a  hundred 
yards  of  the  street  de'  Fossi,  and  from 
holding  any  communication  with  Mon- 
na  Erigida,  under  pain  of  the  gallows, 
until  the  question  should  be  deter- 
mined. 

The  Magnifico,  on  receipt  of  the 
letter  addressed  to  him  by  the  Council 
of  Eight,  was  thrown  into  fits  of  laugh- 
ter, and  swore  that  so  exquisite  a  jest, 
so  well  contrived,  and  so  successful  in 
all  its  parts,  had  never  been  known 
since  the  foundations  of  the  world  were 
laid.  In  short,  he  was  absolutely  in 
ecstacies  of  delight  and  self-approba- 
tion. About  a  week  afterwards  he  re- 
turned to  Florence,  and  was  waited  up- 
on the  same  day  both  by  Master  Manen- 
te and  by  his  adversaries,  but  who  nei- 
ther of  them  obtained  audience.  The 
next  day  Manente  renewed  his  visit, 
and  found  the  Magnifico  just  sitting 
down  to  dinner,  who,  on  seeing  him, 
assumed  an  appearance  of  the  utmost 
astonishment,  saying,  "  In  good  sooth. 
Master  Doctor,  I  did  not  expect  that  1 
should  ever  behold  your  face  again, 
having  been  informed,  as  of  a  certain- 
ty, that  you  were  dead  and  buried. 
And  even  now,  I  am  not  well  satisfied 
whether  you  are  indeed  what  you  ap- 
pear to  be,  or  somebody  else  resembling 
him — or,  in  fine,  some  supernatural 
illusion."  The  doctor,  after  again  and 
again  repeating  that  he  was  not  dead, 
but  in  sober  reality  the  true  living 
Manente,  and  none  but  himself,  would 
have  knelt  and  kissed  the  hand  of  the 
Magnifico ;  but  he  motioned  him  off, 


saying, — e(  Keep  your  distance — All  I 
shall  say  at  present  is,  that  if  you  are 
the  true  and  living  Manente,  as  you 
give  yourself  out  to  be,  you  are  very 
welcome  ;  but  if  not,  the  contrary. ' 
The  doctor  would  then  have  begun  to 
tell  his  whole  story  ;  but  the  Magni- 
fico cut  him  short,  saying  that  the 
present  was  not  the  proper  time  for  it, 
adding,  however,  that,  at  a  certain 
hour  of  the  evening  he  should  return, 
and  he  would  then  give  him  audience 
in  his  private  apartment,  at  which  time 
he  had  summoned  the  opposite  party 
to  attend  him  also. 

Master  Manente  having  thanked 
him,  returned  to  his  friend  Burchiello, 
who  laughed  in  his  sleeve  at  what  he 
related  to  him.  All  the  parties,  that 
evening,  were  punctual  in  their  at- 
tendance according  to  Lorenzo's  ap- 
pointment, and  were  forthwith  sum- 
moned to  appear  in  his  private  cham- 
ber, where  they  found  him  surrounded 
by  some  of  the  chief  citizens  of  Flo- 
rence, by  all  of  whom  the  physician 
Manente  was  well  known,  and  very 
much  regarded.  Before  these,  both 
parties  were  now  again  heard,  and  the 
proofs  produced  on  the  part  of  the 
goldsmiths  examined,  all  which  exci- 
ted the  greatest  possible  astonishment 
and  perplexity  j  but  the  narrative  of 
Master  Manente,  in  particular,  could 
not  be  heard  without  its  causing  in- 
credible diversion  and  laughter ;  inso- 
much that  Lorenzo  was  not  satisfied 
till  he  had  made  the  physician  repeat 
it  three  times  successively,  every  repe- 
tition only  serving  to  increase  their 
delight  and  merriment,  which  was  not 
at  all  diminished  by  the  indignation 
which  he  displayed  at  the  story  told 
by  the  two  goldsmiths,  whom  he  made 
no  scruple  of  lauding  with  every  term 
of  reproach  and  obloquy. 

By  this  time  the  Vicar  made  his  ap- 
pearance upon  Lorenzo's  summons, 
and,  being  received  with  all  due  reve- 
rence, took  his  seat  by  the  invitation 
of  the  Magnifico,  upon  the  bench  be- 
side him ;  to  whom,  when  seated,  the 
Magnifico  thus  addressed  himself, — 
"  May  it  please  your  reverence,  since 
I  know  that  you  are  already  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  difference  which  has 
arisen  between  these  worthy  persons,  I 
need  say  no  more  on  the  subject,  ex- 
cept that,  having  been  appointed  by 
the  choice  of  the  most  honourable 
Council  of  Eight,  to  be  arbiter  of  that 
difference,  nothing  more  is  wanting  to 
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enable  me  to  pronounce  judgment  but 
to  ascertain  that  Master  Manente  ne- 
ver died,  and  that  this  party  whom  we 
now  have  before  us,  is  not  a  mere  fan- 
tastic illusion,  or  walking  daemon  ;  the 
which  it  is  your  part  to  make  clear  and 
manifest." — "  How,  and  in  what  man- 
ner is  this  to  be  accomplished  ?"  cried 
the  astonished  ecclesiastic. — "  That  is 
what  I  will  immediately  make  known 
to  your  reverence,"  answered  Lorenzo, 
and  therewith  told  him  that  he  must 
have  the  assistance  of  some  exorcising 
friars,  and  the  use  of  certain  relics,  fa- 
mous for  their  virtue  in  dispelling  the 
works  of  enchantment. — "  You  have 
said  well,"  answered  the  Vicar.  "  Give 
me  only  six  or  eight  days  to  prepare, 
and  if  he  then  stands  the  test,  you  may 
securely  set  him  down  for  a  living 
man,  and  Master  Manente  in  proprid 
persona." — Manente  would  upon  this 
have  made^some  observations  ;  but  the 
Magnifico,  rising  from  his  tribunal, 
prevented  him,  and  without  further 
remark,  led  the  way  out  of  the  apart- 
ment, followed  by  the  gentlemen  who 
were  present  with  him,  and  who  all 
joined  with  him  in  heartily  laughing 
at  the  strange  scene  they  had  wit- 
nessed. 

The  next  day,  the  Vicar,  who  was 
a  good  and  decent  Christian,  and  in 
the  odour  of  sanctity,  (dolcissimo  reli- 
gioso,)  caused  it  to  be  proclaimed 
through  the  whole  bishopric,  that  all 
priests  and  friars  who  possessed  relics 
of  virtue  for  casting  out  devils,  should 
bring  them  to  Florence  within  six 
days,  to  the  church  of  Santa  Maria 
Maggiore,  upon  pain  of  his  high  dis- 
pleasure. All  the  country  round,  no- 
thing was  now  talked  of  besides  this 
strange  occurrence,  and  it  seemed  to 
the  two  goldsmiths,  no  less  than  to 
Master  Manente,  an  age  while  these 
matters  were  in  preparation.  Lorenzo, 
in  the  meanwhile,  had  summoned  to 
Florence  old  Nepo  da  Galatrona,  a  re- 
puted wizard  of  the  highest  celebrity ; 
and  having  made  him  understand  for 
what  purpose  he  wanted  him,  kept 
him  in  his  palace  to  be  ready  at  the 
appointed  hour.  The  number  of  relics 
already  collected,  from  all  the  country 
round,  at  Santa  Maria  Maggiore,  was 
quite  surprising  ;  and  the  day  of  trial 
being  at  length  arrived,  and  Manente' s 
appearance  recorded,  they  waited  only 
the  coming  of  the  Vicar,  who,  accom- 
panied by  thirty  of  the  principal  ec- 
clesiastics, with  many  of  the  first  no- 
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bility  of  Florence,  took  his  seat  on  a 
kind  of  throne,  prepared  for  the  occa- 
sion, before  which  Master  Manente 
knelt  with  all  due  reverence.  While 
in  this  position,  all  the  forms  of  exor- 
cism were  gone  through,  and  all  pray- 
ers and  canticles  proper  for  casting  out 
devils,  read  over  and  chanted  to  him, 
and  also  plenty  of  holy  water  sprin- 
kled, and  incense  burned  around  him  ; 
and  finally,  every  holy  relic  in  succes- 
sion passed  through  his  hand  by  the 
attendant  servitors,  without  producing 
the  slightest  change  of  countenance  or 
other  effect  perceptible ;  after  which, 
making  again  a  low  reverence  to  the 
Vicar,  he  demanded  his  discharge,  to- 
gether with  a  solemn  act  of  recognition 
of  his  identity. 

Just  at  this  point  of  time,  however, 
our  old  friend  Monaco,  who,  by  com- 
mand of  Lorenzo,  had  been  to  fetch 
Nepo  the  sorcerer,  and  was  present  in 
the  church  with  him,  observed  that  it 
was  now  time  to  commence  his  opera- 
tions. Whereupon  Nepo,  rushing  for- 
ward into  the  midst  of  the  assembly, 
exclaimed  in  a  harsh  and  discordant 
voice,  "  Draw  back,  draw  back,  wor- 
thy gentlefolks,  and  make  way  for  me, 
that  I  may  present  myself  before  his 
reverence  the  Vicar,  and  discover  the 
truth  of  this  mystery."  Upon  hearing 
which  exclamation,  and  beholding  the 
strange  appearance  of  him  who  utter- 
ed it — (who  was  a  man  large  of  sta- 
ture and  strong-built,  of  complexion 
olive-brown,  with  a  bald  head,  a  lean 
and  meagre  countenance,  a  black  beard 
reaching  to  his  girdle,  and  habited  in 
rude  and  fantastic  clothing) — all  pre- 
sent were  filled  with  amazement  and 
terror,  and  made  way  for  him  with- 
out hesitation ;  who  straightway  ad- 
vanced to  the  Vicar,  and  proclaimed 
aloud  in  the  words  following:  "  To 
the  end  that  the  truth  may  be  made 
manifest,  know  ye  that  Master  Ma- 
nente, who  is  here  present,  never  de- 
parted hence  ;  and  that  all  which  has 
happened  to  him  has  fallen  out  by 
force  of  magical  art,  by  virtue  of  de- 
moniacal agency,  and  by  the  immedi- 
ate contrivance  of  me,  Nepo  of  Gala- 
trona, who  am  able  to  command  the 
devils  that  they  do  what  and  when  it 
pleases  me.  It  was  I,  therefore,  who 
caused  him,  while  lying  asleep  in  the 
place  of  San  Martino,  to  be  transport- 
ed by  demons  into  an  enchanted  pa- 
lace, where,  in  the  manner  that  he  has 
already  explained  to  you,  I  held  him 
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in  close  confinement,  until,  one  morn- 
ing at  day-break,  1  ordered  him  to  be 
thence  again  conveyed  to  the  forest  of 
La  Vernia,  and  there  left  him.  It 
was  I,  who  caused  one  of  my  familiar 
spirits  to  assume  his  corporeal  like- 
ness, and  make  it  appear  that  he  had 
died  of  the  plague;  and  who  finally 
suffered  himself  to  be  buried  instead 
of  him  ;  from  whence  all  these  extra- 
ordinary events  have  since  proceeded. 
All  these  things  have  I  done  in  scorn 
of  Master  Manente,  and  in  revenge  for 
an  injury  once  inflicted  on  me  by  his 
father,  in  the  PieveSan  Stefano,  which 
he  inhabited ;  which  injury  I  was  ne- 
ver able  to  return  upon  him  who  had 
committed  it,  by  reason  of  a  breviary 
which  he  always  carried  about  him 
next  his  heart,  in  which  breviary  was 
inscribed  the  prayer  of  Saint  Cyprian. 
And  now  that  ye  may  all  know  the 
truth  of  these  words  I  speak  to  you, 
go  ye,  and  open  the  vault  where  the 
pretended  physician  was  buried  ;  and 
if  ye  do  not  there  behold  the  most  un- 
doubted tokens  of  that  which  I  have 
now  delivered  to  you,  hold  me  for  a 
liar  and  a  juggler,  and  sever  my  head 
from  my  body." 

The  Vicar,  and  all  present,  had  lis- 
tened to  this  discourse  very  attentive- 
ly, while  Master  Manente,  full  of  in- 
dignation and  terror,  looked  at  his 
supposed  tormentor  as  if  he  could 
have  torn  him  to  pieces,  and  at  the 
same  time,  like  one  in  a  dream,  the 
by-standers,  in  like  manner,  not  being 
able  to  take  their  eyes  off  from  him. 
Whereupon  the  Vicar,  desirous  of  put- 
ting an  end  to  this  strange  adventure, 
laid  his  commands  upon  two  friars  of 
Santa  Croce,  and  two  of  Saint  Mark's, 
that  they  should  go  forthwith  and  ex- 
amine the  vault  in  question ;  who, 
having  accordingly  set  themselves  in, 
motion,  were  followed  by  many  other 
friars  and  priests,  regular  as  well  as  se- 
cular, in  great  abundance.  Nepo  re- 
mained during  this  time  in  the  church, 
in  company  with  the  Vicar  and  with 
Master  Manente,  who,  more  and  more 
alarmed  the  longer  he  staid  with  them, 
were  now  afraid  to  look  him  in  the 
face,  their  minds  misgiving  them  that 
he  was  either  another  Simon  Magus, 
or  at  least  a  new  Malagigi.  In  the 
meantime  the  deputed  friars,  with 
those  who  accompanied  them,  had 
reached  the  cemetery  of  Santa  Maria 
Novella,  where  they  sent  for  the  Sa- 
cristan, and  caused  him  to  open  the 
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vault  in  which  they  were  given  to  un- 
derstand that  the  reputed  corpse  had 
been  buried. 

That  same  morning  Monaco,  by  the 
command  of  the  Magnifico,  had  brought 
from  the  tower  of  Careggi  a  cock-pi- 
geon, of  colour  as  black  as  pitch,  the 
strongest  and  best  flying  bird  ever  wit- 
nessed, and  which  knew  so  well  how 
to  find  its  own  pigeon-house,  that  it 
had  more  than  once  returned  to  it  from 
Arezzo,  and  even  from  Pisa.  This 
bird  he  had,  unseen  of  anybody,  con- 
cealed within  the  vault,  which  he  af- 
terwards closed  up  again  so  carefully, 
that  it  seemed  as  if  it  had  never  been 
opened  for  the  last  ten  years  j  inso- 
much that  the  before-mentioned  Sa- 
cristan found  himself  obliged  to  have 
recourse  to  his  spade  and  mattock  to 
enable  him  to  remove  the  earth,  and 
lift  the  stone  from  its  place  ;  which  he 
had  no  sooner  accomplished,  than,  to 
the  astonishment  and  dismay  of  all 
present,  this  black  pigeon,  which  had 
till  then  remained  torpid,  seeing  the 
light  of  the  flambeaux,  was  awakened, 
and  flew  out  of  the  vault,  taking  its 
course  through  the  air  in  the  direction 
of  Careggi,  where,  in  less  than  the 
eight  part  of  an  hour,  it  recovered  its 
home  in  safety. 

The  Sacristan,  at  sight  of  this  unex- 
pected occurrence,  was  so  overcome  by 
terror,  that  he  fell  backwards,  pulling 
the  stone  of  the  sepulchre  after  him, 
so  that  he  broke  his  leg  in  the  fall,  and 
was  laid  up  for  many  days  and  weeks 
in  consequence  of  the  accident.  The 
holy  friars,  and  the  greater  part  of  the 
attendant  multitude,  ran  back  in  the 
direction  of  Santa  Maria  Maggiore,  cry- 
ing out,  "Arniracle  !  a  miracle  !"  Some 
declared  that  there  had  issued  forth 
from  the  tomb  a  spirit,  in  likeness  of 
a  squirrel,  but  with  wings.  Others  af- 
firmed, that  it  was  a  fiery  flying  dra- 
gon ;  while  others,  again,  would  have 
it,  that  it  was  a  devil  converted  into  a 
bat.  The  greater  part,  however,  agreed, 
that  it  was  a  little  sucking  daemon ; 
and  there  were  not  wanting  those  who 
were  certain  that  they  had  seen  its 
horns  and  its  cloven  feet.  The  Vicar, 
and  those  who  remained  with  him  in 
the  church,  were  fully  occupied  with 
the  various  reports  of  those  who  came 
crowding  back  to  them  from  without ; 
and  Nepo,  availing  himself  of  this 
confusion,  and  secretly  favoured  by 
Monaco  and  Lorenzo's  servants,  slip- 
ped away  out  of  doors,  and  mounting 


m 

an  excellent  hack,  which  he  had  left 
standing  for  him  at  no  great  distance, 
came  back  in  safety  to  his  own  house, 
in  Galationa,  almost  before  his  absence 
had  been  discovered. 

No  sooner,  however,  had  the  Vicar 
leisure  enough  to  look  round  him, 
and  perceive  the  flight  of  the  sorcer- 
er, than  he  began  to  cry  with  a  loud 
voice,  "  Seize  him,  seize  him,  and  let 
him  be  burned  for  a  witch  and  con- 
juror !"  But  when  they  were  able  no- 
where to  find  him,  they  were  all  fully 
persuaded  that  he  had  disappeared  by 
magic.  The  Vicar  then  commanded 
that  the  relics  should  be  taken  back  to 
the  places  from  whence  they  had  been 
brought;  and,  having  dismissed  the 
priests  and  monks  in  attendance,  re- 
turned (accompanied  by  Master  JVla- 
nente)  to  the  palace  of  the  Medici. 

Meanwhile,  the  Magnifico,  who  had 
been  duly  apprized  of  all  that  passed, 
and  made  capital  sport  of  it  with  a  few 
of  his  familiar  acquaintance,  when  the 
Vicar  came  up  to  him,  calling  aloud 
for  the  officers  of  justice  to  be  sent  af- 
ter Nepo  de  Galationa,  to  have  him  ap- 
prehended and  burned  for  sorcery,  said 
to  him  only,  "  Most  Reverend  Vicar, 
let  us,  in  God's  name,  proceed  coolly  in 
this  business  of  Nepo ;  but  what  say 
you  as  to  Master  Manente  ?" — "  I  say, 
verily,"  answered  the  Vicar,  "  that 
there  is  no  longer  any  manner  of  doubt 
but  that  this  is  the  very  same,  and  that 
he  never  changed  this  life  for  another." 
— "  That  being  the  case,"  rejoined  the 
Magnifico, "  I  am  now  prepared  to  pass 
sentence,  to  the  end  that  these  unfor- 
tunate litigants  may  at  length  be  ex- 
tricated from  this  web  of  entangle- 
ments." So  saying,  he  sent  for  the 
brother  goldsmiths,  (who  came,  al- 
though very  reluctantly,  seeing  how 
matters  were  likely  to  go  against  them, ) 
and  insisted  on  their  forthwith  em- 
bracing the  long-lost  Manente  ;  after 
which  he  gave  judgment  to  the  ef- 
fect following,  (viz.)  That  for  the  re- 
mainder of  that  day  Michel  Angelo 
should  remain  in  possession,  for  the 
purpose  of  packing  up  all  the  goods 
and  chattels  which  he  had  brought 
with  him  into  the  house  of  the  physi- 
cian :  that  Monna  Brigida,  with  only 
four  shifts,  besides  her  gown  and  pet- 
ticoat, should  withdraw  to  the  house 
of  her  brother  Niccolajo,  and  there  re- 
main till  she  was  brought  to  bed  :  that 
after  that  event  had  taken  place,  it 
should  be  in  the  option  of  Michel  An- 
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gelo  to  take  charge  of  the  infant,  and, 
in  case  of  his  refusal,  the  physician 
might  adopt  him  ;  or,  if  neither,  then 
that  it  should  be  sent  to  the  Innocents : 
that  the  expenses  of  her  confinement 
should  be  entirely  defrayed  by  Michel 
Angelo :  that  Master  Manente  should, 
in  the  meanwhile,  re-enter  into  pos- 
session of  his  own  house,  and  have  his 
son  restored  to  him ;  and  that,  at  the 
end  of  the  term  of  her  confinement, 
Monna  Brigida  should  return  to  lire 
with  him,  and  he  be  compelled  to  re- 
ceive her  back  again,  for  better  or  worse, 
as  if  nothing  had  happened  to  disturb 
their  conjugal  felicity. 

This  was  applauded  by  all  present 
as  a  most  righteous  judgment ;  where- 
upon the  two  goldsmiths  and  the  phy- 
sician returned  their  thanks  with  all 
due  humility,  and  forthwith  departed, 
in  order  to  give  effect  to  its  provisions. 
And  so  complete  was  the  reconcilia- 
tion, when  all  parties  perceived  that 
it  was  in  vain  to  think  of  placing  mat- 
ters on  a  different  footing,  that  they 
all  supped  together  with  Monna  Bri- 
gida that  same  evening,  in  the  house 
of  Master  Manente,  Burchiello  bearing 
them  company.  His  reverence  the  Vi- 
car was  the  only  person  among  them 
who  did  not  appear  to  be  satisfied,  as 
he  had  set  his  heart  on  making  a  bon- 
fire of  the  conjuror ;  but  Lorenzo  would 
not  listen  to  him,  and  answered  to  all 
his  solicitations,  that  it  was  much  bet- 
ter to  pursue  the  affair  no  farther,  and 
that,  as  for  Nepo,  it  was  quite  in  vain 
to  think  of  taking  him,  since  he  could, 
at  any  time  he  pleased,  render  him- 
self invisible,  or  change  his  figure  in- 
to that  of  a  serpent,  or  any  other  ani- 
mal, to  the  certain  discomfiture  of 
thosewho  attempted  it — a  power  which 
was  permitted  him  (doubtless)  for  some 
wise  purposes,  although  such  as  human 
reason  was  unable  to  fathom ;  added  to 
which,  the  danger  of  provoking  so  great 
an  adversary  was  by  no  means  to  be 
overlooked  or  despised  ;  all  which  ha- 
ving duly  considered,  his  reverence, 
(who  was  in  the  main  a  good-natured, 
easy  man,  by  no  means  difficult  to  be 
persuaded),  entered  at  last  into  all  his 
views,  and  declared  himself  fully  con- 
vinced that  it  was  the  best  and  safest 
course  to  think  no  more  about  it.  In- 
deed, the  last  of  the  reasons  assigned 
by  Lorenzo  more  powerfully  affected 
the  good  Vicar  than  any  of  the  pre- 
ceding; nor  could  he  help  being  appre- 
hensive that  he  had  already  incurred 
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the  chastisement  of  some  grievous  ma- 
lady by  his  mere  proposal  for  the  ar- 
rest of  the  sorcerer ;  insomuch  that, 
until  his  dying  day,  nobody  ever  heard 
him,  from  that  time  forward,  so  much 
as  pronounce  the  name  of  Nepo,  or 
give  the  least  hint  of  such  a  person's 
existence. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  more  with 
regard  to  the  remaining  actors  of  this 
eventful  drama,  than  that  Lorenzo's 
judgment  was  punctually  carried  into 
execution,  and  that,  Monna  lirigida 
having,  in  due  time,  given  birth  to  a 
male  offspring,  the  worthy  goldsmith 
acknowledged  it,  and  brought  it  up  as 
his  own  until  his  death,  which  hap- 
pening about  ten  years  after,  the  boy 
was  then  placed  in  the  monastery  of 
Santa  Maria  Novella,  and  in  process 
of  time  was  admitted  into  that  holy 
brotherhood,  where  he  became  distin- 
guished for  learning,  and  a  celebrated 
preacher,  for  his  acute  reasoning  and  su- 
gared eloquence  known  among  the  peo- 
ple by  the  appellation  of  Fra  Succhiel- 
lo.  As  for  Master  Manente,  he  never 
believed  otherwise  than  in  the  whole 
truth  of  the  story  fabricated  by  Nepo 


for  the  occasion  ;  and  very  frequently 
observed,  in  allusion  to  it,  that  the  pear 
which  the  father  eats  is  apt  to  set  on 
edge  the  teeth  of  the  son — a  saying  which 
passed  into  a  proverb,  and  has  remain- 
ed amongst  us  to  the  present  day.  Nor 
was  he  at  any  time,  so  long  as  he  li- 
ved, undeceived  on  this  subject,  al- 
though not  only  Burchiello,  but  Lo- 
renzo himself,  as  well  as  Monaco,  and 
the  grooms,  very  often  delighted  them- 
selves and  their  friends,  by  recounting 
the  whole  history  of  this  most  admi- 
rable of  hoaxes.  He  was,  moreover,  so 
^thoroughly  persuaded  of  the  efficacy  of 
the  prayer  of  Saint  Cyprian,  in  coun- 
teracting the  effects  of  witchcraft,  that 
he  not  only  always  carried  it  about  his 
own  person,  as  a  preservative,  but 
made  his  Brigida  wear  it  also.  And 
(to  conclude)  the  worthy  doctor  lived 
many  years  afterwards  with  his  loving 
mate,  in  all  joy  and  contentedness,  in- 
creasing in  wealth  and  in  children, 
and,  every  year,  so  long  as  his  life 
lasted,  celebrated  the  festival  of  Saint 
Cyprian,  whom  he  adopted  for  his  own 
tutelary  saint,  and  ever  held  him  in 
the  highest  veneration. 
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Man  comes  into  the  world  like  morning  mushrooms,  soon  thrusting  tip  their  heads  into 
the  air,  and  conversing  with  their  kindred  of  the  same  production,  and  as  soon 
they  turn  into  dust  and  forgetfulness — JEREMY  TAYLOR. 


WHO  sleeps  below  ?  who  sleeps  below  ? — 

It  is  a  question  idle  all ! — 
Ask  of  the  breezes  as  they  blow, 

Say,  do  they  heed,  or  hear  thy  call  ? 
They  murmur  in  the  trees  around, 
And  mock  thy  voice,  an  empty  sound ! 

A  hundred  summer  suns  have  shower'd 

Their  fostering  warmth,  and  radiance  bright 

A  hundred  winter  storms  have  lower'd 
With  piercing  floods,  and  hues  of  night, 

Since  first  this  remnant  of  his  race 

Did  tenant  his  lone  dwelling-place. 

Say,  did  he  come  from  East,— from  West  ? 

From  Southern  climes,  or  where  the  Pole, 
With  frosty  sceptre,  doth  arrest 

The  howling  billows  as  they  roll  ? 
Within  what  realm  of  peace  or  strife, 
Did  he  first  draw  the  breath  of  life  ? 
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Was  he  of  high  or  low  degree  ? 

Did  grandeur  smile  upon  his  lot  ? 
Or,  bom  to  dark  obscurity, 

Dwelt  he  within  some  lowly  cot, 
And,  from  his  youth  to  labour  wed, 
From  toil-strung  limbs  wrung  daily  bread  ? 

Say,  died  he  ripe,  and  full  of  years, 
Bowed  down,  and  bent  by  hoary  eld, 

When  sound  was  silence  to  his  ears, 
And  the  dim  eye-ball  sight  with-held  ; 

Like  a  ripe  apple  falling  down, 

Unshaken,  'mid  the  orchard  brown ; 

When  all  the  friends  that4>less'd  his  prime, 
Were  vanish'd  like  a  morning  dream  ; 

Pluck'd  one  by  one  by  spareless  Time, 
And  scatter'd  in  oblivion's  stream  ; 

Passing  away  all  silently, 

Like  snow-flakes  melting  in  the  sea : 

Or,  'mid  the  summer  of  his  years, 

When  round  him  throng'd  his  children  young, 
When  bright  eyes  gush'd  with  burning  tears, 

And  anguish  dwelt  on  every  tongue, 
Was  he  cut  off,  and  left  behind 
A  widow'd  wife,  scarce  half-resign'd  ? 

Or,  'mid  the  sunshine  of  his  spring, 

Came  the  swift  bolt  that  dash'd  him  down  ; 

When  she,  his  chosen,  blossoming 
In  beauty,  deem'd  him  all  her  own, 

And  forward  look'd  to  happier  years 

Than  ever  bless'd  their  vale  of  tears  ? 

Perhaps  he  perish 'd  for  the  faith, — 

One  of  that  persecuted  band, 
Who  suffer'd  tortures,  bonds,  and  death, 

To  free  from  mental  thrall  the  land, 
And,  toiling  for  the  Martyr's  fame, 
Espoused  his  fate,  nor  found  a  name ! 

Say,  was  he  one  to  science  blind, 

A  groper  in  Earth's  dungeon  dark  ? — 

Or  one,  whose  bold  aspiring  mind 
Did,  in  the  fair  creation,  mark 

The  Maker's  hand,  and  kept  his  soul 

Free  from  this  grovelling  world's  control  ? 

Hush,  wild  surmise ! — 'tis  vain — 'tis  vain — 
The  Summer  flowers  in  beauty  blow, 

And  sighs  the  wind,  and  floods  the  rain, 
O'er  some  old  bones  that  rot  below  ; 

No  other  record  can  we  trace, 

Of  fame  or  fortune,  rank  or  race  ! 

Then,  what  is  life,  when  thus  we  see 
No  trace  remains  of  life's  career- 
Mortal  !  whoe'er  thou  art,  for  thec 

A  moral  lesson  gloweth  here  ; 
Put'st  thou  in  aught  of  earth  thy  trust  ? 
'Tis  doom'd  that  dust  shall  mix  with  dust. 
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What  doth  it  matter  then,  if  thus, 

Without  a  stone,  without  a  name, 
To  impotently  herald  us, 

We  float  not  on  the  breath  of  fame  ; 
But,  like  the  dew-drop  from  the  flower, 
Pass,  after  glittering  for  an  hour. 

Since  soul  decays  not ;  freed  from  earth, 

And  earthly  coils,  it  bursts  away ; — 
Receiving  a  celestial  birth, 

And  spurning  off  its  bonds  of  clay, 
It  soars,  and  seeks  another  sphere, 
And  blooms  through  Heaven's  eternal  year ! 

Do  good ;  shun  evil ;  live  not  thou, 

As  if  at  death  thy  being  died  ; 
Nor  Error's  syren  voice  allow 

To  draw  thy  steps  from  truth  aside  ; 
Look  to  thy  journey's  end — the  grave  ! 
And  trust  in  him  whose  arm  can  save. 


SKETCH  OF  THE  REVOLUTION  IN  MEXICO. 
TO  CHRISTOPHER  NORTH,  ESQ. 

SIR, — I  beg  leave  to  offer  you  a  sketch  of  one  of  the  numerous  American 
Revolutions,  drawn  up  from  authentic  sources  in  the  country  itself.  I  am 
well  aware  of  the  indifference,  I  might  almost  say  disgust,  with  which 
South  American  or  Mexican  politics  used  to  be  received  by  the  public  ;  and  I 
by  no  means  wish  you  to  give  this  sketch  a  place,  if  such  be  still  the  ge- 
neral feeling.  Nevertheless,  there  are  one  or  two  features  in  the  Mexican 
Revolution  which  distinguish  it  from  all  those  of  Chili,  Peru,  &c.  First, 
the  circumstance  of  the  change  having  been  brought  about  principally  by  Spa- 
nish officers,  and  eventually  receiving  its  confirmation  at  the  hands  of  a  Spanish 
Viceroy  of  high  character,  and  who  either  acted  from  the  most  culpable  weak- 
ness, the  most  unnational  liberality  of  political  spirit,  or  the  deepest  treachery. 
Secondly,  there  having  been  little  or  no  bloodshed,  nor  any  confiscations  of  pro- 
perty, nor  any  arrests,  nor  any  extensive  enthusiasm  on  either  side — and,  final- 
ly, the  singular  mixture  of  moderation  and  ambition  in  the  Chief,  who  cer- 
tainly wished  to  possess  kingly  authority ;  but  who,  throughout,  conducted 
himself  with  so  much  temper  and  forbearance,  and  shewed  so  much  real  good- 
ness and  kindness,  and  was  always  so  much  more  ready  to  forgive  his  political 
enemies  than  to  crush  them,  that  it  is  difficult  to  view  him  as  a  common 
usurper. 

I  have  many  thanks  to  return  you  for  the  gratification  your  Magazine  af- 
forded me  in  those  distant  regions,  for  I  was  sure  to  find  it  in  all  those  places 
where  the  dawning  light  of  knowledge  was  beginning  to  appear. 

Your  most  obedient  Servant, 

VIATOR. 

ABOUT  the  middle  of  1820,  accounts  by  their  own  feelings  on  the  subject,  re- 
were  received  in  Mexico  of  the  revo-  solved  to  resist,  if  possible,  this  change, 
lution  in  Spain,  and  it  was  soon  made  by  force  of  the  army  under  their  or- 
known  that  orders  had  been  sent  to  ders.  The  popular  sentiment,  as  may 
Apodacca,  the  Viceroy,  to  proclaim  the  be  supposed,  was  against  such  a  pro- 
Constitution  to  which  Ferdinand  the  ject ;  and  the  seeds  of  an  extensive  re- 
Seventh  had  sworn.  But  it  appears  volt  were  in  this  way  unconsciously 
that  Apodacca,  as  well  as  some  of  the  sown  by  the  very  persons  who,  of  all 
principal  generals,  either  acting  under  others,  it  may  be  supposed,  had  the 
secret  orders  from  Spain,  or  prompted  interests  of  the  mother  country  most 
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although  a  native  of  the  country, 
is  also  reason  to  suspect  that  he 


at  heart.  New  levies  of  troops  were 
made  in  consequence  of  these  determi- 
nations on  the  part  of  the  royalists  ; 
and  the  whole  country  was1  gradually 
and  almost  insensibly  roused  into  mili- 
tary action. 

The  chief  obstacle,  as  it  was  thought 
by  these  leaders,  to  the  success  of  their 
plan,  was  the  presence  of  Don  N.  Ar- 
inigo,  whose  attachment  to  the  cause 
of  the  Constitution  was  too  well  known 
to  admit  a  doubt  of  his  supporting  it. 
He  was  therefore  dismissed  from  the 
command  of  the  military  division  sta- 
tioned between  Mexico  and  Acapulco ; 
and  in  his  place  was  appointed  Don 
Augustin  Iturbide,  an  officer  who,  on 
the  occasion  of  an  insurrection  some 
years  ago,  had  shown  himself  a  steady 
adherent  to  the  interests  of  the  Kinir, 
There 

to  suspect  that  he  was  a 
party  to  the  secret  projects  alluded  to 
above  ;  and  that,  when  he  left  Mexico 
in  February  1821,  he  was  implicitly 
confided  in  by  the  Viceroy  and  his  as- 
sociates. It  is  difficult  otherwise  to 
conceive,  how  he  should  have  been  in- 
trusted at  that  time  with  the  escort  of 
more  than  half  a  million  of  dollars, 
destined  for  embarkation  at  Acapulco. 
And  it  is  not  improbable,  that,  even  af- 
ter he  had  seized  this  money,  the  Vice- 
roy and  the  Generals  were  under  a  be- 
lief that  he  had  taken  this  step  in  fur- 
therance of  their  views,  since  he  was 
allowed  to  enter  the  town  of  Leon  with 
his  prize,  where  it  is  notorious  he  might 
have  been  taken,  had  not  the  com- 
mander of  another  division  of  troops, 
who  was  called  upon  to  assist  in  the 
recapture,  declared  that  he  had  or- 
ders from  General  Cruz  not  to  act  hos- 
tilely  against  Iturbide.  Be  these  sur- 
mises true,  or  otherwise,  it  is  certain 
that  Iturbide,  on  seizing  the  money  at 
a  place  called  Iguala^  about  120  miles 
from  Mexico,  commenced  the  revolu- 
tion by  publishing  a  paper,  wherein  he 
proposed  to  the  Viceroy  that  a  new 
form  of  government  should  be  esta- 
blished, independent  of  the  mother 
country. 

As  this  document,  which  bears  the 
title  of  the  "  Plan  of  Iguala,"  has  been 
made  the  foundation  of  all  the  subse- 
quent proceedings  of  the  revolution- 
ists, and  is  still  the  text,  the  spirit  and 
principles  of  which  direct,  or  are  said 
to  direct,  the  councils  of  the  govern- 
ment, it  may  perhaps  prove  not  unin- 
teresting to  give  a  sketch  of  its  leading 
features. 


It  bears  date  the  21th  February, 
1821,  the  day  after  Iturbide  had  pos- 
sessed himself  of  the  treasure  under 
his  escort. 

Article  1st  Secures  to  the  country 
the  Roman  Catholic  religion,  to  the 
entire  intolerance  of  any  other. 

2d,  Declares  New  Spain  independent 
of  Old  Spain,  or  any  other  country. 

3d,  Defines  the  government  to  be  a 
limited  monarchy,  "  regulated  accord- 
ing to  the  spirit  of  the  peculiar  con- 
stitution adapted  to  the  country." 

4th,  Proposes  that  the  Imperial  Crown 
of  Mexico  be  offered  first  to  Ferdinand 
VII.;  and,  in  the  event  of  his  declining 
it,  to  several  of  the  princes  of  that  fami- 
ly, but  specifying  that  the  representa- 
tive government  of  New  Spain  shall 
have  the  power  eventually  to  name  the 
Emperor,  if  these  Princes  shall  also  re- 
fuse. Article  8th  points  this  out  more 
explicitly. 

5th,  6th,  and  7th  Articles  relate  to 
the  details  of  duties  belonging  to  the 
Provisional  Government,  which  is  to 
consist  of  a  Junto  and  a  Regency,  till 
the  Cortes  or  Congress  be  assembled 
at  Mexico. 

9th,  The  government  is  to  be  sup- 
ported by  an  army  which  shall  bear 
the  name  of  "The  Army  of  the  Three 
Guarantees." — These  guarantees,  it  ap- 
pears by  the  IGth  article,  are,  1st,  The 
Religion  in  its  present  pure  state.  2dly, 
The  Independence ;  and,  3dly,  The 
intimate  Union  of  Americans  and 
Spaniards  in  the  country. 

10th  and  1  Hh,  Relate  to  the  duties 
of  Congress  with  respect  to  the  form- 
ation of  a  constitution  on  the  princi- 
ples of  this  "  Plan." 

12th,  Declares  every  inhabitant  of 
New  Spain  a  citizen  thereof — of  what- 
ever country  he  be;  and  renders  every 
man  eligible  to  every  office,  without 
exception  even  of  Africans.  (Subse- 
quently, a  modification  of  this  article 
excluded  slaves.) 

13th,  Secures  persons  and  property. 

11th,  Strong  assurances  of  maintain- 
ing, untouched,  the  privileges  and  im- 
munities of  the  church. 

15th,  Promises  not  to  remove  indi- 
viduals from  their  present  offices. 

1 6th,  (See  9th.) 

17th,  18th,  19th,  and  20th,  About 
the  formation  of  the  army,  and  other 
military  details. 

21st,  Until  new  laws  be  framed, 
those  of  the  present  Spanish  constitu- 
tion to  be  in  force. 
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22d,  Declares  treason  against  the 
independence,  to  be  second  only  to  sa- 
crilege. 

23d,  To  the  same  effect. 

24th,  Points  out  that  the  Cortes,  or 
Sovereign  Congress,  is  to  be  a  consti- 
tuent assembly ;  to  hold  its  sessions 
in  Mexico,  and  not  in  Madrid. 

It  may  be  remarked,  by  the  way, 
that  this  plan  dexterously  weaves  into 
its  essence  the  direct  and  obvious  in- 
terests of  all  classes  in  the  communi- 
ty, especially  of  those  who  have  most 
to  lose — the  clergy  and  the  old  Spa- 
niards, and  who,  besides,  have  by  far 
the  most  extensive  moral  influence 
over  society  ;  the  one  by  being  in  pos- 
session of  nearly  all  the  capital  in  the 
country,  and  the  other  by  having  gain- 
ed, in  times  past,  an  influence  over  men's 
minds,  to  which,  perhaps,  there  does 
not  now  exist  a  parallel  in  the  Christian 
world.  But,  although  this  be  unques- 
tionably the  case,  yet  both  these  par- 
ties, especially  of  late,  have  been  made 
to  feel,  that  their  influence,  and  even 
existence,  turn  upon  opinion  alone, 
and  they  are  sufficiently  aware  that 
they  may  lose  both  in  a  moment.  To 
them,  therefore,  the  countenance  of 
power  was  of  great  consequence,  and 
their  most  immediate  interest  became 
that  of  supporting  the  views  of  a  par- 
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ty,  which,  instead  of  oppressing  them, 
as  had  been  the  case  elsewhere,  con- 
descended to  borrow  their  support. 

Again,  by  not  holding  out  a  vague 
prospect  of  a  representative  govern- 
ment, but  beginning  at  once  by  call- 
ing the  deputies  together,  and  mean- 
while naming  a  junto  and  a  regency, 
—doubts  and  jealousies  were  dissipa- 
ted, or  put  to  sleep.  And  yet,  if  exa- 
mined closely,  there  is,  with  a  show 
of  much  disinterestedness,  a  cautious 
looseness  of  expression  in  all  parts 
of  this  "  Plan,"  which  may,  and 
probably  will,  be  taken  abundant  ad- 
vantage of  by  and  by.  This  remark 
applies  more  particularly  to  article  3d. 

In  the  interim,  this  "  Plan"  answered 
Iturbide's  purposes  fully,  as  the  flame 
which  it  had  kindled  soon  spread  over 
the  whole  country.  He  was  also  soon 
joined  by  several  of  the  most  distin- 
guished of  the  King's  officers;  amongst 
others,  by  Don  Pedro  Celestino  Ne- 
greti,  (a  Spaniard,  but  married  in  the 
country,)  and  by  Colonel  Bustaman- 
te,  who  brought  with  him  1000  caval- 
ry. On  every  side  the  great  cities  yield- 
ed at  once  to  his  forces,  or  to  his  persua- 


sions. Such  also  was  Iturbidd's  address, 
that,  in  every  case  of  conquest,  he  con- 
verted in  to  active  friends  all  these  who 
had  been  indifferent  before ;  and  he 
seldom  failed  to  gain  over  to  his  cause 
the  most  powerful  of  his  enemies,  and 
at  the  same  time  he  won  the  confi- 
dence and  esteem  of  every  one,  by  his 
invariable  moderation. 

While  the  independent  cause  was 
thus  rapidly  advancing,  that  of  the 
Spanish  Government  was  falling  fast 
to  pieces.  The  Viceroy,  who  found 
it  impossible  to  stem  the  torrent,  was 
glad  to  abdicate  his  authority  at  the 
suggestion  of  the  officers,  who  appear  to 
have  adopted  a  similar  course  to  that  of 
their  countrymen  in  Peru  in  the  case  of 
Pezuela.  But  his  successor,  Field-Mar- 
shal Novella,  could  do  nothing  to  re- 
store the  cause  of  the  King,  and  Itur- 
bide drew  his  armies  closer  and  closer 
round  the  capital,  with  a  steady  pro- 
gress, and  subduing  every  thing  before 
him.  At  this  critical  moment  Gen.  0'- 
Donaju  arrived  from  Spain,  vested  with 
powers  to  supersede  the  Viceroy  Apo- 
dacca.  To  his  astonishment  he  found 
the  country  he  came  to  govern  no  long- 
er under  the  orders  of  his  master,  but 
raised  into  an  independent  state.  He 
had  come  alone,  without  troops,  and, 
seeing  at  a  glance  that  the  country  was 
irrecoverably  lost,  on  the  terms  at  least 
on  which  it  had  been  held  heretofore, 
he  endeavouredto  make  the  best  condi- 
tions he  could  for  the  mother  country ; 
and,  in  order  to  pave  the  way,  issued  a 
proclamation  to  the  inhabitants,  which 
breathed  nothing  but  liberality  and 
hearty  congratulations  upon  their  pros- 
pect of  happiness — a  singular  docu- 
ment to  come  from  such  a  quarter ! 

Iturbide,  seeing  this  disposition  on 
the  part  of  O'Donaju  to  take  all  thathad 
passed  in  good  part,  invited  him  to  a 
conference.  They  accordingly  met  at 
Cordova,  where  a  treaty,  which  bears 
the  name  of  that  city,  w-is  signed  on 
the  21th  of  August,  1821.  By  this 
treaty,  O'Donaju  recognized  the" Plan 
of  Iguala  ;"  and  not  only  engaged 
to  use  his  influence  in  conformity 
therewith,  but,  in  order  to  manifest 
his  sincerity  still  further,  he  actually 
agreed  to  become  a  member  of  the  Pro- 
visional Government:  to  dispatch  com- 
missioners to  Spain  to  offer  the  crown 
to  Ferdinand ;  and,  in  short,  in  the 
name  of  Spain,  to  make  common  cause 
with  Iturbide. 

The  accession  of  such  a  man  to  his 
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party,  circumstanced  too  as  O'Donaju 
was,  became  qf  incalculable  import- 
ance to  Iturbide.  It  broke  down  the 
hopes  of  those,  who,  up  to  this  mo- 
ment, had  looked  for  the  re-establish- 
ment of  the  ancient  order  of  things ; — 
it  justified  completely  the  conduct  of 
the  Spanish  residents  who  had  in  a  si- 
milar manner  yielded  to  the  popular 
tide ; — and  it  was  very  naturally  hail- 
ed, from  the  one  end  of  the  country  to 
the  other,  as  a  confirmation  of  the 
justness  and  solidity  of  the  indepen- 
dent cause. 

The  capital  was  soon  persuaded  to 
yield,  in  consequence  of  O  Donaju's  re- 
presentations, and  Iturbide  entered  it 
on  the  27th  of  September. 

At  this  important  moment  O'Do- 
naju died,  to  the  great  sorrow  of  the 
Spaniards  in  the  country,  who  had 
calculated  much  upon  his  countenance. 
But  it  is  difficult  to  say,  whether  or 
not  his  death  was  detrimental  to  Itur- 
bide's  views.  O'Donaju  had  already 
done  all  that  was  po.ssible  to  establish 
Iturbide"s  immediate  objects,  particu- 
larly in  preventing  disunion  ;  and  it 
may  be  questioned,  whether  he  would 
have  co-operated  so  heartily  when  these 
objects  came  to  take  a  more  personal 
and  ambitious  direction,  and  when  the 
interests  of  the  Spanish  crown  were 
less  and  less  considered. 

From  that  period,  up  to  the  end  of 
March,  1822,  Iturbide"s  plans  were 
steadily  carried  forward  ;  the  deputies 
to  Congress  were  gradually  drawing 
together  from  the  different  provinces, 
and  he  had  time  to  collect  in  his  fa- 
vour the  suffrages  of  the  remotest 
towns.  The  "  trigaranti"  colours  were 
worn  by  all  classes ;  and  by  a  thousand 
other  ingenious  manoeuvres  the  people 
were  gradually  taught  to  associate  their 
present  freedom  with  Iturbide's  cele- 
brated "  Plan  of  Iguala,"  and,  thence, 
by  an  easy  transition,  to  look  to  him, 
individually,  for  their  future  prospe- 
rity. 

The  Cortes  finally  met  on  the  24th 
February,  and  one  of  their  first,  if  not 
their  very  first  act,  was,  an  edict,  per- 
mitting all  who  chose  it,  to  leave  the 
country,  and  allowing  the  export  of 
specie  at  a  duty  of  only  three  and  a 
half  per  cent.  This  good  faith,  (for 
it  had  been  long  before  promised  by 
Iturbide,)  gave  great  confidence  to  the 
mercantile  capitalists,  and  probably 
decided  many  of  them  to  remain  in  the 
country,  who,  had  they  been  less  at 


Sketch  of  the  Revolution  in  Mexico. 


[July, 


liberty  to  go,  would  have  felt  less  de- 
sirous of  remaining. 

A  rumour,  too,  was  put  about  at  this 
time,  that  the  Inquisition  might  pro- 
bably be  re-established — a  prospect 
which  was  no  less  grateful  to  the  hopes 
of  the  clergy,  than  a  free  export  of 
specie  was  to  the  merchants;  and,  as 
Iturbide  himself,  at  this  juncture,  con- 
descended to  advocate  the  cause  of  the 
army,  by  writing  appeals,  with  his 
name  at  full  length,  in  the  public 
prints,  in  favour  of  the  merits  and 
claims  of  his  fellow-soldiers,  he  dex- 
terously contrived  to  bring  all  parties 
into  the  best  possible  humour  with 
him  individually. 

On  the  18th  of  May,  1822,  he  pre- 
sented to  the  Congress  two  Madrid 
gazettes  of  the  13th  and  14th  of  Fe- 
bruary, by  which  it  appeared  that  the 
Cortes  of  Spain  had  declared  the  treaty 
of  Cordova  entered  into  by  O'Donaju 
to  be  null  and  void,  totally  disavow- 
ing all  his  acts. 

This  was,  undoubtedly,  what  Itur- 
bide had  expected ;  and  the  "  Sove- 
reign Constituent  Congress"  immedi- 
ately decided,  "  that,  by  the  foregoing 
declaration  of  Spain,  the  Mexican  na- 
tion were  freed  from  the  obligations 
of  that  treaty,  as  far  as  Spain  was  con- 
cerned ;  and  that,  as,  by  the  third  ar- 
ticle of  the  treaty,  the  Constituent 
Congress  were  left  at  liberty,  in  such 
event,  to  name  an  Emperor,  they 
thought  fit,  in  consequence  not  only 
of  their  own  opinion,  but  in  concord- 
ance with  the  voice  of  the  people,  to 
elect  Don  Augustin  de  Iturbide  the 
First  Constitutional  Emperor  of  the 
Empire  of  Mexico,  on  the  basis  pro- 
claimed in  the  '  Plan  of  Iguala,'  which 
had  already  been  received  throughout 
the  Empire." 

What  has  since  been  the  fate  of 
Iturbide,  I  have  not  had  any  good 
means  of  knowing.  The  public  prints 
say  that  he  has  been  deposed  and  ill- 
treated.  This  is  very  likely.  He  un- 
dertook too  much  for  the  force  he  had 
under  his  command — and,  even  if  he 
had  had  one  a  hundred  times  greater, 
he  was  not  of  a  temper  to  have  wield- 
ed it  in  the  despotic  manner  indispen- 
sable to  the  maintenance  of  quiet  in 
so  vast  a  country. 

Recent  accounts,  which  have  arri- 
ved since  the  above  went  to  press, 
state,  that  Iturbide  and  his  family 
have  been  banished  to  Italy,  and  that 
his  property  has  been  confiscated. 
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AN  IDYL  ON  THE  BATTLE.* 

FISTS  AND  THE  MAN  I  sing,  who,  in  the  valleys  of  Hampshire, 

Close  to  the  borough  of  Andover,  one  fine  day  of  the  spring-time, 

Being  the  twentieth  of  May,  (the  day,  moreover,  was  Tuesday,) 

Eighteen  hundred  and  twenty-three,  in  a  fistical  combat, 

Beat,  in  a  handful  of  rounds,  Bill  Neat,  the  butcher  of  Bristol. 

What  is  the  hero's  name  ?  Indeed,  'tis  bootless  to  mention. 

Every  one  knows  'tis  Spring — Tom  Spring,  now  Champion  of  England. 

Full  of  honours  and  gout,  Tom  Cribb  surrendered  his  kingdom, 
And  in  the  Champion's  cup  no  more  he  quaffs  as  the  Champion. 
Who  is  to  fill  his  place  ?  the  anxious  nation,  inquiring, 
Looks  round  the  ring  with  a  glance  of  hope  and  eagerness  blended. 
Everywhere  would  you  see  deep-drawn  and  puckered-up  faces, 
Worn  by  the  people  in  thought  on  this  high  and  ponderous  matter. 
Spain  and  Greece  are  forgot — they  may  box  it  about  at  their  pleasure  ; 
Newport  may  brandish  his  brogue  unheard  at  the  Sheriff  of  Dublin  ; 
Canning  may  give  the  lie  to  Brougham,  and  Brougham  be  a  Christian  ; 
Hume  may  be  puffing  Carlisle,  or  waging  a  war  upon  Cocker  ; 
Byron  may  write  a  poem,  and  Hazlitt  a  Liber  Amoris ; 
Nobody  cares  a  fig  for  the  Balaam  of  Baron  or  Cockney. 
All  were  absorbed  at  once  in  the  one  profound  speculation, 
Who  was  the  man  to  be  the  new  pugilistical  Dymoke. 

Neat  and  the  Gasman  put  up,  and  the  light  of  Gas  was  extinguished. 
Woe  is  my  heart  for  Gas  !  accursed  be  the  wheel  of  the  waggon 
Which  made  a  tpancake  of  blood  of  the  head  of  that  elegant  fellow. 
He  had  no  chance  with  Neat ;  the  fist  of  that  brawny  Bristolian 
Laid  him  in  full  defeat  on  the  downs  of  Hungerford  prostrate. 
Great  was  the  fame  of  Bill ;  the  ancient  city  of  Bristol 
[[Bristol,  the  birth-place  dear  of  the  Laureate  LL.D.  Southey-— 
Bristol,  the  birth-place  too  of  Thomas  Cribb  the  ex-Champion^ 
Hailed  him  with  greetings  loud ;  and,  boldly  declaring  him  matchless, 
Challenged  the  boxing  world  to  try  his  valour  in  contest. 


*  I  acknowledge  my  obligations  to  the  -j-  "  My  troth,  gin  yon  chield  had  sha- 
learned  and  elegant  reporter  of  this  battle  ved  twa  inches  nearer  you,  your  head,  my 
for  the  Fancy  Gazette.  (See  No.  XVIII.  man,  would  have  lookit  very  like  a  bluidy 
p.  40ft — 411.)  He  has  been  to  me  what  pancake." — Reginald  Dalton. 
Miss  Lee's  Kruitzner  was  to  Lord  Byron's  You  see  I  agree  with  Southey,  a  man 
Werner ;  and  the  careful  and  judicious  cri-  for  whom  I  have  a  particular  esteem,  that 
tic  will  find,  that  I  have,  like  his  lordship,  people  ought  to  indicate  the  most  minute 
a  man  for  whom  I  have  a  particular  esteem,  sources  of  information.  Yet  the  Doctor  is 
copied  the  very  words  of  my  original.  I  not  always  so  fair — the  most  splendid  pas- 
give  free  leave  to  any  critic  to  contrast  the  sage  in  his  Roderick  is  merely  a  transcript 
Gazette  with  this  Idyllium  of  mine,  print-  of  a  conversation  I  Jiad  with  him  on  the 
ing  them,  if  they  choose,  in  parallel  columns,  top  of  one  of  the  Bristol  coaches  in  the  year 
and  cutting  me  up  as  a  plagiary.  If  North  1814  ;  and  yet  I  do  not  recollect  that  he 
will  give  me  the  room  and  pay  me  for  it,  I  anywhere  alludes  to  the  circumstance.  In- 
shall  do  it  myself  most  unmercifully.  It  is  deed,  he  seldom  mentions  my  name  in  any 
a  long  time  since  I  have  been  sufficiently  of  his  writings.  Yet  I  respect  him  highly, 
hacked  to  pieces — M.  OD.  and  frequently  mention  him  in  my  works. 

[Send  your  Balaam  to  Sir  Richard,  if  — M.  OD. 
you  please. — C.  N.] 
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London  replied  to  the  call — the  land  of  the  Cockneys,  indignant 
At  this  *yokel  attempt  to  set  up  a  Champion  provincial, 
Looked  with  its  great  big  eyes  at  Spring,  and  Spring  understood  it. 
Everything  soon  was  arranged ;  the  time  was  fixed  for  the  battle  ; 
Cash  on  each  side  was  posted,  a  cool  two  hundred  of  sovereigns  ; 
And  the  affair  was  put  beneath  the  guidance  of  Jackson. 
I  sha'n't  delay  my  song  to  say,  how  some  Justices  tasteless 
Twice  by  the  felon  hand  of  power  prevented  the  combat. 
Vain  the  attempt  as  base — as  well  the  clashing  of  comets 
Would  be  prevented  by  them,  as  the  onslaught  of  pugilist  rivals. 

When  the  great  day  arrived,  big  with  the  glory  of  Britain, 
Bustle  be  sure  there  was,  and  riding,  and  running,  and  racing ; 
Nay,  for  three  days  before,  the  roads  were  wofully  crowded ; 
All  the  inns  were  beset,  each  bed  had  a  previous  engagement ; 
So,  if  you  came  in  late,  you  were  left  in  a  bit  of  a  hobble — 
Either  to  camp  in  the  street,  or  sleep  on  three  chairs  in  the  bar-room. 
Chaises,  coaches,  barouches,  taxed  carts,  tilburies,  whiskeys, 
Curricles,  shandry-dans,  gigs,  tall  phaetons,  jaunting  cars,  waggons, 
Cabriolets,  landaus,  all  sorts  of  vehicles  rolling, 

Four-wheeled,  or  two-wheeled,  drawn  by  one,  two,  three,  or  four  horses  ; 
Steeds  of  various  degrees,  high-mettled  racer,  or  hunter, 
Bit  of  blood,  skin-and-boner,  pad,  hack,  mule,  jackass,  or  donkey  ;  t 
Sniffers  on  foot  in  droves,  by  choice  or  economy  prompted  ; 
Grumbling  Radical,  pickpocket  Whig,  and  gentleman  Tory, 
Down  from  ducal  rank  to  the  rascally  fisher  of  fogies, £ 
Poured  from  London  town  to  see  the  wonderful  action. 
Thirty  thousand  at  least  were  there ;  and  ladies  in  numbers 
Rained  from  their  beautiful  eyes  sweet  influence  over  the  buffers. 

Well  the  ground  was  chosen,  and  quite  with  the  eye  of  a  poet ; 
Close  to  the  field  of  fight,  the  land  all  rises  around  it, 
Amphitheatrical  wise,  in  a  most  judgmatical  fashion. 
There  had  the  Johnny-raws  of  Hants  ta'en  places  at  leisure, 
Many  an  hour  before  the  combatants  came  to  the  turn-up. 

We  were  not  idle,  be  sure,  although  we  waited  in  patience ; 
Drink  of  all  sorts  and  shapes  was  kindly  provided  to  cheer  us ; 
Ales  from  the  famous  towns  of  Burton,  Marlboro',  Taunton ; 
Porter  from  lordly  Thames,  and  beer  of  various  descriptions  ; 
Brandy  of  Gallic  growth,  and  rum  from  the  isle  of  Jamaica ; 
Deady,  and  heavy  wet,  blue  ruin,  max,  and  Geneva ; 
Hollands  that  ne'er  saw  Holland,  mum,  brown  stout,  perry,  and  cyder ; 
Spirits  in  all  ways  prepared,  stark-naked,  hot  or  cold  watered  ; 
Negus,  or  godlike  grog,  flip,  lambswool,  syllabub,  rumbo  ; 
Toddy,  or  punch,  or  shrub,  or  the  much  sung  stingo  of  gin-twist ; 
Wines,  in  proportions  less,  their  radiance  intermingling,§ 

*  Yokel.'} — Provincial,  I  opine ;  but  am  £  Fither  of  fogies]  i.  e.  pickpocket.     A 

not  sure.  If  wrong,  shall  correct  in  second  fogle  is  a  handkerchief. — M.  OD. 

edition;  or,  at  all  events,  in  time  for  the  §   Their  ra-di~ancc  inter-mingling. ] — 

third — M.  OD.  There  is  a  fine  spondaic  fall.     AVhat  do 

-r  Jackass,  or  donkey.} — I  mean  the  four-  you  think  of  that,  Doctor  Carey  ?     Read 

footed  animals.     No  allusion  whatever  to  the  line  over  three  times  before  you  answer, 

any  he  or  she  Whig — they  being  biped.—  It  must  put  you  in  mind  of 

31.  OD.  — . _"  Ag-mi-na  circum-spexit." — Virg. 

15  M.  OD. 
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Flowed  like  a  stream  round  the  ring,  refreshing  the  dry  population. 

Glad  was  I  in  my  soul,  though  I  missed  my  national  liquor, 

And  with  a  tear  in  my  eye  my  heart  fled  back  into  Ireland. 

*  Whisky,  my  jewel  dear,  what  though  I  have  chosen  a  dwelling 

Far  away,  and  my  throat  is  now-a-days  moistened  by  Hodges,  — 

Drink  of  my  early  days,  I  swear  I  shall  never  forget  thee  ! 

Round  the  ring  we  sat,  the  stiff  stuff  tipsily  quaffing.t 

£Thanks  be  to  thee,  Jack  Keats  ;  our  thanks  for  the  dactyl  and  spondee  ; 

Pestleman  Jack,  whom,  according  to  Shelley,  the  Quarterly  murdered 

With  a  critique  as  fell  as  one  of  his  own  patent  medicines.^ 

Gibbons  appeared  at  last  ;  and,  with  adjutants  versed  in  the  business, 
Drove  in  the  stakes  and  roped  them.     The  hawbuck.|  Hottentot  Hantsmen 
Felt  an  objection  to  be  whipped  out  of  the  ring  by  the  Gibbons. 
Fight  was  accordingly  shewn,  and  Bill,  afraid  of  the  numbers, 
Kept  his  whip  in  peace,  awaiting  the  coming  of  Jackson. 
Soon  did  his  eloquent  tongue  tip  off  the  blarney  among  them  ; 
And  what  force  could  not  do,  soft  talk  performed  in  a  jiffy. 

Arm-in-arm  with  his  backer  and  Belcher,  followed  by  Harmer, 
Neat  in  a  moment  appeared,  and  instantly  flung  down  his  castor. 
In  about  ten  minutes  more,  came  Spring,  attended  by  Painter; 
Cribb,  the  illustrious  Cribb,  however,  acted  as  second. 
Compliments,  then,  were  exchanged,  hands  shaken,  after  the  fashion 
Of  merry  England  for  ever,  the  beef-eating  land  of  the  John  Bulls. 
Blue  as  the  arch  of  Heaven,  or  the  much-loved  eyes  of  my  darling, 
Was  the  colour  of  Spring  —  to  the  stakes  Cribb  tied  it  in  person. 
Yellow,  like  Severn  stream,  when  the  might  of  rain  has  descended, 
Shone  forth  the  kerchief  of  Neat.     Tom  Belcher  tied  it  above  Spring's  — 
But  with  a  delicate  twist,  Tom  Cribb  reversed  the  arrangement, 
Putting  the  blue  above.     The  men  then  peeled  for  the  onset. 
Twenty  minutes  past  One  P.M.  —  So  far  for  a  preface. 


Mountr  ft* 

Spring  was  a  model  of  manhood.     Chan  trey,  Canova,  or  Scoular,  || 

Graved  not  a  finer  form  ;  his  muscles  firmly  were  filled  up, 

And  with  elastic  vigour  played  all  over  his  corpus  ; 

Fine  did  his  deltoid  show  ;  his  neck  rose  towering  gently 

Curved  from  the  shoulder  broad  ;  his  back  was  lightsomely  dropt  in  . 

Over  his  cuticle  spread  a  slightly  ruddy  suffusion, 

Shewing  his  excellent  state,  and  the  famous  care  of  his  trainers  ; 

Confidence  beamed  from  his  face  ;  his  eye  shone  steady  in  valour. 

Valiantly,  too,  looked  Neat,  a  truly  respectable  butcher, 

But  o'er  his  skin  the  flush  was  but  in  irregular  patches  : 

*  Whisky,  my  jewel  dear,  fyc.~\  —  These  mitted    on    that    promising    young   man. 

fine  lines  are  imitated  from  the  Vision  of  Murray  can  never  come  to  luck.     Indeed, 

Judgment.     See   the   passage  beginning,  since  Keats'  death,  he  has  been  publishing 

"Bristol,  my  birth-place  dear,  what  though  Sardanapalus,  and  Cain,  and  Fleury's  Me- 

I  have   chosen   a  dwelling,"  &c.  &c  —  moirs,  &c.  &c.  which  must  give  some  sa- 

M.  OD.  tisfaction  to  the  injured  shade  of  the  de- 

•j-  Tipsily   quaffing.]  —  From  a   poem  ceased  —  M.  OD. 

about  Bacchus,  written  by  poor  Jack  Keats,  $  Hawbuck.]  —  Johnny  Raw  to  the  last 

a  man  for  whom  I  had  a  particular  esteem,  degree  —  M.  OD. 

I  never  can  read  the  Quarterly  of  late,  on  ||  Scoular.]     His  head  of  D.  Bridges 

account  of  the  barbarous  murder  it  com-  ranks  with  Chan  trey's  of  Sir  W.  Scott. 
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Even  on  his  cheeks,  the  bloom  was  scarce  the  breadth  of  a  dollar. 

Gin,  thou  wert  plainly  there  !  I  would  he  had  left  thee  to  Hazlitt, 

Ay,  or  to  any  one  else,  all  during  the  process  of  training  ! 

Bootless  'tis  now  to  complain  —  Bill  Neat,  you  were  bothered  by  Daffy  ! 

Long  did  they  pause  ere  they  hit  —  much  cautious  dodging  and  guarding 

Shewed  their  respect  for  each  other  ;  four  tedious  minutes,  ere  either 

Struck,  had  elapsed  ;  at  last  Tom  Spring  hit  out  with  the  left  hand, 

So  did  Bill  Neat  with  the  right,  but  neither  blow  did  the  business. 

Neat  then  made  up  for  offence,  and  flung  out  a  jolly  right-hander, 

Full  for  the  stomach  of  Spring;  but  Spring  judiciously  stopped  it, 

Else  it  had  flattened  the  lad  as  flat  as  the  flattest  of  flounders  : 

Even  as  it  was,  it  contused  the  fleshy  part  of  his  fore-arm. 

Neat  tried  the  business  again  —  'twas  now  more  happily  parried. 

Spring,  with  a  smile  at  the  thought  of  the  smash  he  had  given  to  Bill's  fist, 

Put  down  his  hands  for  a  while,  but  soon  gathered  up  to  the  onset  : 

Hit  and  re-hit  now  passed,  but  Neat  threw  off  a  right-hander 

Meant  for  certain  effect.     The  true  scientifical  manner 

Shewn  by  William  in  this  was  loftily  cheered  by  the  audience, 

Thunders  of  clapping  ensued,  and  the  whole  ring  roared  like  a  bullock. 

Neat  grew  offensive  now,  but  the  stop  and  parry  of  Winter 

^Winter  is  Spring's  real  name,  though  they  call  him,  for  brevity,  Tom  Spring^ 

Punished  him  step  by  step,  as  Bill  drove  him  into  the  corner. 

"  Now  is  the  time,"  cried  Belcher,  and  Bristol  waited  the  triumph. 

But  the  position  of  Spring  prevented  all  awkward  invasion. 

In-fighting  then  was  tried,  that  came  to  a  close  and  a  struggle  : 

Under  came  Billy  Neat,  as  Ajax  under  Ulysses. 

Spring  came  over  him  hard  —  and  3  to  2  was  the  betting. 


tlje 

Spring  shewed  the  same  strong  guard,  but  ever  ready  for  action. 
Neat  began  to  breathe  short,  when,  WAP  !  came  a  flushy  right-hander, 
Plump  on  his  fore-head,  and,  lo  !  the  stream  of  the  claret  was  flowing, 
*  Sanguine  as  butchers  will  bleed,  not  at  all  like  the  ichor  of  angels. 
Out  did  he  hit  to  the  right  —  Spring  sprung  back  —  Neat  again  tried  it, 
But,  on  the  side  of  the  head,  he  got  such  a  lump  of  a  twister, 
That  he  was  turned  quite  round,  and  nearly  saluted  his  mother.f 
Stupid  and  senseless  he  looked  like  a  young  whig  lawyer  of  Embro*—- 
(Some  little  mealy-faced  pup,  amazed  with  a  recent  suffusion 
From  the  uplifted  leg  of  some  big  boardly  bull-dog  of  Blackwood)  — 
Then  did  the  hooting  arise,  from  various  people  indignant  ; 
And,  in  the  hubbub  loud,  "  Cross,  Cross  !"  was  frequently  mentioned. 
This  brought  Neat  to  his  senses,  and  straight  he  took  to  in-fighting. 
Bloody  hard  hits  came  from  both  —  'twas  head-work  chiefly  between  them 
Down  in  the  end  went  Neat,  and  blue  looked  the  betters  of  Bristol  ! 


Neat  tried  his  hand  at  hard  hitting  —  and  then  were  the  heavy  exchanges. 
But  in  one  counter-hit,  his  blow  was  heavier  than  Tommy's, 

*  Sanguine  as  lutchers  will  bleed,  not  at  Sanguine,    such   as   celestial   spirits   may 
all  like  the  ic/tor  of  angels.]—  .  bleed."—  MILTON.         M.  OI>. 

-  "  From  the  gash  f  //«  mother]  i.  e.  the  Earth.     This  I 

A  stream  of  nectareous  humour  issuing,  explain  for  the  groundlings—  M.  OD. 

Hnwrrl 
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For  it  sent  him  away.     Bill  Neat  then  burst  out  a-laughing, 

Like  the  Olympian  Gods  at  Vulcan  handing  the  stingo. 

He  followed  up  his  success  ;  and  after  ringing  the  changes, 

Planted  a  terrible  lunge  on  the  short-rib  department  of  Thomas. 

Then  he  gave  all  his  weight  to  a  blow,  and  floored  his  opponent, 

Coming  down  with  him  himself.     On  this,  a  terrible  uproar 

Rose  from  the  Men  of  the  West—  a  shout  of  jubilant  cheering. 

Short  is  the  vision  of  man  !  that  very  round  had  undone  him, 

For,  in  the  counter-hit,  he  broke  a  bone  in  his  fore-arm. 

What  is  the  name  of  the  bone?  —  Well,  since  you  ask  me  the  question, 

Radius,  'tis  called  by  Cline,  a  most  anatomical  surgeon. 


tfce 

Firm  was  the  guard  of  Spring  ;  Neat  worked  most  anxious  to  get  in—  « 

Vainly  —  for  Spring  baffled  all  his  attempts,  just  as  if  he  was  sparring. 

Soon  he  took  the  offensive,  and  the  woful  yokels  of  Avon 

Heard  his  fists,  right  and  left,  rap  !  rap  !  on  the  body  of  Billy.* 

One  —  two  nobbers,  besides,  did  he  administer  freely  ; 

All  the  while  poor  Bill  felt  out  for  the  ribs  with  the  left  hand  ; 

Every  hit  being  short,  and  the  right  hand  quite  ineffective  : 

Backward  and  forward  jumped  Spring,  and  grasping  his  burly  opponent, 

Caught  him  up  from  the  ground,  and  fell  down  fairly  upon  him. 

Glorious  !  sublime  was  the  feat,  and  there  was  no  saying  against  it. 

Bristol  looked  very  blank,  as  blank  as  the  Island  of  Byron. 

Loud  did  the  Westerns  cry,  "  Bill,  what  has  become  of  your  right  hand  } 

Gemini,  man  !  My  eyes  !  Hey  !  Go  it  !  What  are  you  arter  ?"$ 

Betting  was  5  to  1.  —  In  fact,  Bill  Neat  was  defeated. 


tfittfy  antr 

Lump  we  a  couple  of  rounds,  for  I'm  in  a  devilish  hurry, 

Being  invited  to  dine  at  the  Dog  and  Duck  with  Pearce  Egan. 

Neat  was  quite  stupified  now,  J  a  mere  Phrenological  fellow, 

Who,  as  we  happen  to  know,  cannot  tell  a  man's  head  from  a  turnip. 

All  his  hits  were  at  random  ;  on  getting  a  bodier  slanting, 

Down  he'd  have  gone  for  time,  but  Spring,  with  the  kindest  intentions, 

Lent  him  a  merry-go-down,  to  freshen  his  way  in  the  tumble. 

Murmurs  then  were  of  foul  play,  as  if  he  had  fallen  out  of  fancy 

Without  the  aid  of  a  hit  ;  but  Jackson,  unerring  as  Delphi, 

Stated  the  fact  as  it  was,  and  decision  dwelt  on  his  dictate. 

As  for  round  the  sixth,  'tis  hardly  worth  the  relating. 

Neat  was  pelted  about,  and  knocked  down  like  a  cow  in  the  shambles. 

f&otmtr  the  Jrefccntft* 

Still  there  was  pluck  in  Bill  ;  Spring  feared  a  customer  rummish. 
Cautiously,  therefore,  he  fought  and  parried  the  sinister  lunges. 

•  Heard  his  fists,  right  and  left,  rap  !  £  A  mere  Phrenological  fellow,  "who,  at 

rap!  on  the  tody  of  Billy.  ~[  —  Imitated  we  happen  to  know,  cannot  tell  a  man's 

from  head  from  a  turnip.  \  —  See  the  organization 

"  Heard  the*bell  from  the  tower  toll  !  toll  !  of  that  celebrated  Swede,  Professor  Torn-" 

in  the  silence  of  evening."  hippson,  as  developed  in  those  two  scientific 

Sou  THEY.  —  M.  OD.  works,  the  Transactions  of  the  Phrenologi- 

•f-  Arter.~\—  Bristolian  for  after.  —  cal  Society,  and  the  Noctes  Ambrosianac, 

M.  OD.  No.  VIII  —  M.  OD. 
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One,  however,  took  place  on  the  right  lower  ribs  of  the  hero, 

Whereon  he  sparred  for  a  hit,  which  he  planted  with  ease  and  affection, 

Right  on  the  brain-box  of  Neat,  who,  though  not  given  to  praying, 

Sunk  on  his  marrow-bones  straight,  in  a  fashion  godly  and  pious. 

Instantly  rose  a  shout,  a  riff-raff-ruffianly  roaring, 

Hallabulloo  immense,  a  most  voluminous  volley  ; 

Cockneyland  crowed  like  a  cock,  and  the  hills  gave  an  echo  politely. 


antr 

Neat  came  up  once  more,  but  the  fight  was  over  ;  again  he 
Hit  with  the  dexter  arm,  and.  felt  that  he  now  was  defeated. 
Spring  in  a  moment  put  in  a  ramstam  belly-go  fister  — 
Down  to  the  ground  went  Neat,  and  with  him  down  went  the  battle. 
"  It  is  no  use,"  said  Bill  ;  "  my  arm,  do  you  see  me,  is  injured  — 
Therefore  I  must  give  in."     He  spoke  —  and,  mournfully  placing 
On  the  sore  part  his  hand,  he  shewed  the  fracture  to  Tom  Spring. 
Seven-and-thirty  minutes  it  lasted  —  ten  of  them  wasted 
In  the  first  round  alone.     The  glorious  news  came  to  London 
Somewhere  about  eight  o'clock  ;  but  still  incredulous  people 
Held  the  report  as  false  ;  and,  even  approaching  to  midnight, 
Bets  were  laid  on  Neat  —  so  much  was  Spring  undervalued. 

Woe  was  in  Bristol  town  —  woe,  woe  on  the  Severn  and  Avon  ; 
Clifton,  the  seat  of  the  gay,  looked  dull  and  awfully  gloomy  ; 
Grief  was  in  Bath  the  polite;  a  mournful  air  of  dejection 
Reigned  o'er  the  tables  of  whist  ;  and  mugs,  as  fair  as  the  morning, 
Looked  like  the  ten  of  spades,  or  the  face  of  my  Lord  Grim-Grizzle.* 
Round  the  old  Redcliff  church  was  held  an  aggregate  meeting, 
tStormy  and  sad  by  fits  —  where  some,  with  sceptical  speeches, 
Doubted  the  fact  of  the  case  —  or,  cunningly  crooking  the  fingers, 
Made  a  X  in  the  open  air,  affronting  the  moon-beams  ; 
Others,  but  shook  the  head,  and  jingled  the  coin  in  their  pockets, 
Cheering  themselves  with  the  much-loved  sound  of  the  gold  for  the  last  time. 
But  in  the  shambles  of  Bristol,  among  the  butcherly  people, 
There  was  the  blackness  of  sorrow  ;  loud  oaths,  or  sorrowful  moaning, 
Rung  in  the  seat  of  slaughter  —  but  slaughter  now  was  suspended  ; 
Mute  was  the  marrow-bone  now,  the  ancient  music  of  Britain  ; 
Cleaver,  and  bloody  axe,  steel,  hand-saw,  chopping-block,  hatchet, 
Lay  in  a  grim  repose  ;  and  the  hungry  people  of  Bristol 
Could  not  the  following  day  get  a  single  joint  for  their  dinner. 
But  when  the  cross  was  suggested,^  the  whole  black  body  of  butchers 
Raged,  like  a  troubled  sea,  with  a  wild  and  mutinous  uproar. 

Such  was  the  state  of  the  West.     Meanwhile  Spring  travelled  to  Lond0m 
There  to  be  hailed  as  the  Champion  bold  of  merry  Old  England. 
Neat  he  saw  in  bed  —  his  arm  was  fastened  with  splinters  — 

•  Face  of  my  Lord  Grim-Grizzle.]  —  Is  not  mine  something  like  ?  —  M.  OD.  — 

An  acquaintance  of  Mr  Lambton's,  who  [Of  course  —  C.  N.] 

calls  him  the  Erl-King.      Mark  the  spon-  ».  £  The  whole  black  body  of  butchers  raged, 

daic  again,  Dr  Carey  __  M.  OD.  like  u  troubled  sea,  with  a  rcild  and  muti- 

•f  Stormy  and  sad  by  fits.]  _  See  Homer,  nous  uproar.]  —  Imitated  from, 

II.  7-    "  A  meeting  of  Trojans  was  held,"  —  —  "  The  whole  dense  body  of  darkness 

gays  the  old  fellow,  Raged  like  a  troubled  sea,  with  a  wild  and 

Ann  K«<  Trrrowa.     x.  T.  X.  mutinous  uproar.-SouTHEY." 

I  quote  from  memory  —  M.  OD. 
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And  in  the  heel  of  his  fist  Tom  nobly  inserted  some  shiners. 
Bill  was  sulky,  however ;  and  still  he  lustily  vaunted, 

That,  if  his  arm  had  not  broke,  he  must  have  been  hailed  as  the  Champion- 
That  can  be  known,  however,  to  the  Fates  and  Jupiter  only. 

Where  are  the  chaffers  now,  who  swore  that  Spring  was  no  hitter  ? 
That  he  could  scarce  make  a  dint  in  a  pound  or  a  half-pound  of  butter  ? — 
Melted  all  fast  away,  like  the  butter  of  which  they  were  speaking. 
Long  live  the  Champion  Spring  !  and  may  his  glorious  annals 
Shine  in  the  pages  of  Egan  as  bright  as  the  record  of  Tom  Cribb  ! 
One  man  more  must  be  fought,  however ; — Arise  to  the  combat, 
Rise  for  the  Champion's  crown,  arise,  I  say,  Joshua  Hudson  ! 
That  will  be  the  fight — meanwhile  Spring  lords  the  ascendant; 
Therefore  huzza  for  Spring — and  I  make  my  bow  to  the  public*, 

£"  To-morrow  for  fresh  fights  and  postures  new."^ — MILTOK. 

M.  OD. 

%*  It  is  an  undoubted  historical  fact,  that  Neat's  brotherhood,  the  butch- 
ers of  Bristol,  betted  particularly  thick  upon  him.  He  must  be  a  rigid  moral- 
ist, indeed,  who  would  condemn  this.  "  Butchcrus  sum,  butcheriani  nihil  a  me 
alienum  puto,"  will  hold  as  truly,  ay,  and  more  truly,  than  the  original  pas- 
sage of  the  dramatist,  which  asserted,  that  all  human  cares  were  participated 
in  by  all  human  beings.  The  butchers,  consequently,  were  severe  sufferers ; 
one  poor  flesher  bled  to  the  tune  of  six  hundred  pounds — an  amiable  man, 
•with  an  interesting  wife  and  six  small  children.  The  green  visage  of  the 
Sheriff  was  seen  in  the  market ;  and  a  vast  quantity  of  the  implements  by 
•which  the  most  powerful  of  cattle  fell,  fell  themselves  in  turn  under  the  fatal 
liammer  of  the  auctioneer.  It  is  not  wonderful,  under  such  circumstances, 
that  the  butchers  should  shew  much  sore  flesh.  Among  them  it  is  a  general 
belief  that  Neat  did  cross  it ;  and  accordingly  he  is  not  so  popular  a  preacher 
as  the  Reverend  Neddy  Irving,  by  several  degrees.  Besides,  national  pride  is 
against  the  belief,  that  a  Herefordshire  man,  bred  in  London,  should  subdue 
the  flower  of  Bristol,  the  wonder  of  the  western  land.  Neat,  however,  is  in- 
dignant at  the  idea,  and  lays  the  whole  circumference  of  the  blame  upon  his 
broken  radius.  We  happened  to  be  bye  in  Bristol,  when  a  young  gentleman, 
six  feet  two  high,  of  a  mild  countenance,  slightly  pitted  with  the  small-pox, 
and  considerably  blown  up  with  brandy,  was  coming  off  a  Southampton  coach, 
in  company  with  his  father,  a  very  decent-looking  seventeen- stone  old  body. 
The  father  and  son  were  conversing  affably  about  the  late  event,  which  has 
brought  more  ruin  on  the  western  empire  than  any  disaster  since  the  days  of 
Honorius ;  and  the  son,  just  as  he  stepped  down,  remarked  gently,  "  By  — — , 
Neat  sold  the  fight."  A  man  of  a  certain  appearance,  with  his  right  arm  in 
a  sling,  was  standing  by,  and  asked,  with  more  energy  than  politesse,  "  Who 
the  blazes  dost  thee  speak  of?" — "  Why,"  said  the  youth,  "  Neat,  who  sold 
the  fight."  On  which  the  man  of  the  arm,  putting  forth  his  sinister  bunch  of 
fives,  saluted  the  youngster  under  the  ear  with  a  blow  that  projected  him  about 
seven  feet  six  inches  across  the  street,  deposited  him  in  a  place  of  safety  in  the 
sink,  and  sent  the  blood  gushing  forth,  with  the  most  fluent  liberality,  from 
mouth,  nose,  and  ears.  ( !  Now,"  said  the  striker,  "  I'm  Neat ;  what  dost 
thee  say  to  that  ?" — "  Nothing  at  all,"  replied  the  strikee,  "  only  that  I  am 
satisfied." 

But  forty  thousand  knock-down  blows  would  not  satisfy  the  body-politic  of 
the  butchers.  We  were  ourself  in  company  with  a  very  interesting  and  in- 
genious person  of  that  tribe,  with  whom  we  had  much  conversation.  He  is  a 
4xuly  fine  and  amiable  butcher,  who  had  lost  a  quantity  of  cash  on  the  fight. 
He  vented  his  indignation  sadly  against  Bill  Neat,  and  his  wrath  would  not 
be  appeased.  He  ventured  to  suggest,  that  Bill's  arm  being  broken,  quite  did 
up  all  his  chance ;  and  hinted,  that,  in  fact,  he  had  no  chance  even  without 
the  smash  of  his  bone.  In  truth,  we  may  as  well  at  once  tell  the  reader,  that 
we  look  upon  Spring  as  the  better  man — tardy  to  be  sure,  something  like  a 
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British  reviewer,  but  still  of  guard  impenetrable,  great  coolness,  great  courage, 
and  great  science.  Neat  is  a  man  more  of  genius  than  cultivation — in  ruf- 
fianing  superb,  in  skill  defective.  Now,  as  we  know  that  they  are  men  of  equal 
weight,  or  that  the  difference,  if  any,  is  for  Spring,  he  being  3  pounds 
heavier,  and  that  he  has  the  advantage  of  being  a  nicer  height,  viz.  5  feet 
11  h  inches,  while  Neat  is  6  feet  \  inch,  we  say  that  no  ruffianosity  can  ever 
beat  science  under  such  circumstances.  This  we  stated  with  our  utmost  elo- 
quence to  our  friend  the  butcher,  but  in  vain.  He  had  a  preconceived  theory 
that  Neat  could  beat,  and  would  not,  which  no  facts  could  conquer.  Un- 
doubtedly, however,  our  friend,  the  feller  of  oxen,  is  a  man  of  genius ;  for  he 
wrote  a  song  in  the  height  of  his  indignation,  of  which  he  kindly  gave  us  a 
copy,  on  condition  that  we  should  keep  it  a  secret.  We  therefore  commit  it 
in  confidence  to  our  readers  :— 

Lament  of  a  big  Bristol  Butclier. 

1. 

I  was  as  raw  as  butcher's  meat, 

I  was  as  green  as  cabbage, 
When  I  sported  blunt  on  Billy  Neat, 

The  ugly-looking  savage. 

2. 
I  was  as  dull  as  Bristol  stone, 

And  as  the  Severn  muddy, 
Or  I  should  have  had  the  humbug  known, 

Of  that  big  bruiser  bloody. 

3. 
I  was  as  dull  as  a  chopping-block, 

As  stupid  as  a  jack-ass, 
Or  I'd  not  have  laid  on  such  a  cock 

One  whiff  of  my  tobaccoes. 

4. 
For  budding  flower,  or  leafing  tree, 

I  now  don't  care  a  splinter ; 
For  Spring  is  a  colder  thought  to  me 

Than  the  bitterest  day  of  Winter. 

5. 
Woe,  woe  unto  the  market-place  ! 

Woe,  woe  among  the  cleavers ! 
For  sad  is  every  greasy  face 

Among  Bill  Neat's  believers. 

6. 
I'm  rooked  of  notes  both  small  and  great, 

I'm  rooked  of  every  sovereign ;  u 

So  bloody  curses  on  Bill  Neat, 

Whatever  king  may  govern  ! 

We  do  not  hesitate  to  say,  that  the  author  of  these  verses  is  a  poet,  and  are 
not  without  a  hope,  that  the  same  age,  which  saw  raised  from  humble  degree 
to  the  heights,  or  at  least  declivities,  of  Parnassus,  such  souls  as  those  of  our 
own,  our  dear  friend  Hogg  the  Shepherd  of  Ettrick,  or,  to  leave  him  out  of 
the  question,  of  Clare  the  hedger,  Cunningham  the  mason,  Blomfield  the 
herd,  Keates  the  apothecary,  and  Mrs  Yearsley  the  milkwoman,  will  also  have 
the  happiness  of  witnessing  the  rise  and  progress  of  the  author  of  this  La- 
incut,  Humphry  Huggins,  the  butcher. 

Quod  Testor, 

M.  OD. 
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No.  I. 

Mil  D.  ABERCROMBY. 


AN  empty  head  and  an  empty  sto- 
mach, when  found  united,  as  they  of- 
ten are,  in  one  and  the  same  indivi- 
dual, incapacitate  their  owner  for  any 
great  mental  or  corporeal  exertion. 
But  take  your  man,  and  cram  him 
with  turtle  soup,  roast-beef,  and  cran- 
berry-tarts, and  however  Nature  may 
abhor  the  vacuum  in  his  unfurnished 
upper  story,  she  is  so  pleased  with  the 
repletion  of  his  victualling-office,  that 
she  makes  the  belly  perform  the  work 
of  the  brain,  and  shews  what  is  in  a 
man  after  three  finished  and  regular 
courses  of  education.  Look  along  a 
large  public  dinner,  eaten  either  in 
the  cause  of  Freedom  or  the  Fine  Arts, 
and  you  will  observe  how  ideas  seem 
to  be  rising  up  from  the  very  pits  of 
their  stomachs,  into  the  countenances 
of  the  friends  of  the  human  race.  In 
all  probability,  every  gentleman  pre- 
sent has  a  ninny  at  either  elbow ;  but 
that  is  of  no  earthly  consequence ;  the 
dinner  does  its  duty ;  the  cook  makes 
every  cub  a  Canning;  and  the  speaker 
on  spare  diet,  what  is  he  when  brought 
into  rivalry  with  some  glutton  of  the 
Gormandizing  Scjiool,  inspired  by  a 
peck  of  green  peas,  and  ballasted  with 
beef  8s.  per  stone,  sinking  offals  ? 

We  intend  giving  a  monthly  report 
of  such  dinners ;  and  without  farther 
preamble,  begin  with  that  of  the  Scot- 
tish Club,  Liverpool,  devoured  upon 
the  18th  of  June,  A.  D.  1823.  The 
Members  of  the  Club,  (so  we  are  in- 
formed by  our  friend  Mr  Merrit's 
excellent  paper,  the  Advertiser,)  met 
in  the  Castle  Inn,  Lord- Street,  many 
of  them  in  "splendid  Highland  dress- 
es." "  The  sonsy  face  of  Scotland's 
favourite  dish,  the  haggis,  graced  the 
festive  board,"  &c.  Of  this  most  hi- 
deous and  indecent  dish,  Burns,  who 
did  not  stick  at  trifles,  said,  "  Thy 
Imrdies  like  twa  distant  hills ;"  and 
when  people  sit  down  to  dine  with 
their  own  hurdies  bare,  nothing  bet- 
ter can  be  expected  from  them,  than 
to  place  a  pair  upon  the  table,  and  to 
aver  that  they  "  grace  the  festive 
board."  But  we  solemnly  protest 
against  the  doctrine  that  holds  haggis 
to  be  the  national  and  characteristic 
diet  of  Scotland.  What  may  have 


been  the  case  long  ago,  that  is  to  say, 
mid-way  between  the  Flood  and  the 
Union  of  the  two  kingdoms,  we  cannot 
tell,  never  having  been  addicted  to  ar- 
chaiological  researches.  But  this  we 
will  say,  that  no  Highlander  ever  ate 
a  haggis  in  a  kilt  upon  a  hill  of  hea- 
ther, and  that  if  such  a  thing  were  to 
be  found  lying  in  a  glen,  no  untravel- 
led  Highlander  would  be  able  to  swear 
conscientiously  upon  the  Bible,  whe- 
ther it  belonged  to  the  vegetable  king- 
dom, was  a  pair  of  bellows,  or  a  new- 
ly-imported bag-pipe.  In  all  like- 
lihood he  would,  with  that  curiosity 
natural  to  all  savages,  stick  his  dirk 
into  its  hurdies ;  and  being  generally 
in  a  state  of  hunger,  he  would  begin 
with  tasting,  and  finish  with  devour- 
ing the  contents  thereof.  But  still  he 
would  not  believe  it  to  be  indigenous  ; 
nor,  in  after  life,  during  his  sojourn  in 
Liverpool,  or  any  other  remote  town, 
would  he  devoutly  bow  down  to  it, 
and  worship  it  as  the  idol  of  one  of  his 
country's  gods.  Into  the  history  of 
the  haggis,  we  have  not  time  this 
month  to  inquire,  nor  do  we  know  at 
present  whether  it  originally  was  the 
dish  of  a  free  people  or  a  nation  of 
slaves.  But,  however  like  its  "  hur- 
dies" may  be  to  "  distant  hills,"  the 
Highlanders  have  had  no  opportunity 
in  their  own  country  of  making  the 
comparison  ;  and  once  more  we  enter 
our  protest  against  this  attempt  to  at- 
tribute a  Celtic  origin  to  the  "  great 
chieftain  of  the  pudding  race/'  whose 
name  and  lineage,  smell  and  sound, 
are  exceedingly  Gothic. 

However,  be  the  history  of  the  hag- 
gis what  it  may,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  Mr  D.  Abercromby  must 
have  lubricated  the  coats  of  his  sto- 
mach with  it  most  assiduously,  before 
he  could  discharge  the  following  ora- 
tion. ' (  The  Bulwark  of  Liberty,  and 
the  Foe  of  Despotism,  a  Free  Press," 
having  been  drunk,  the  Gormandizer, 
No.  I.,  arose,  and  thus  vivavoced  the 
Chair  :— 

"  MR  CHAIRMAN, 

"  Having  been  connected  with  the  press 

from  my  earliest  years,  and  emboldened 

by  the  toast  which  you  have  just  now  drunk, 

I  am  induced  to  obtrude  myself  upon  your 
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attention  for  a  few  moments ;  not,  indeed, 
for  the  purpose  of  shewing  the  astonishing 
effects  which  have  been  produced  upon  the 
moral,  the  religious,  and  the  political 
world,  hy  that  most  powerful  engine,  the 
press  ;  nor  to  point  out  the  benefits  which 
mankind  have  derived  from  the  use  of  it, 
Or  the  evils  of  which  it  has  been  produc- 
tive, (all  of  which  would  be  quite  foreign 
to  the  occasion  of  our  present  meeting)  but 
to  advert  very  briefly  to  the  objects  which 
the  members  of  the  Scottish  Club  had  in 
view  at  its  establishment — Before  doing 
so,  however,  permit  me  to  mention,  en 
passant*  that  this  day,  on  which  we  cele- 
brate, for  the  first  time,  the  establishment 
of  the  Scottish  Club  in  this  town,  is  the 
anniversary  of  an  event  which  will  ever  be 
memorable  in  the  annals  of  this  country,  a 
period  on  which  history  will  long  dwell 
with  delight,  and  the  anniversary  of  which 
•will  furnish  to  ages  yet  unborn  the  theme 
of  many  a  noble  story.  Need  I  state,  that 
I  allude  to  the  glorious  battle  of  Waterloo  ? 
*rhat  event  is  of  so  very  recent  date,  and  the 
particulars  are  so  very  familiar  to  all  of  you, 
-that  I  should  unnecessarily  occupy  your 
time  by  entering  into  any  detail  of  the  gal- 
lant feats  performed  by  the  heroes  of  Bri- 
tain on  that  glorious  day.  Suffice  it  to  say, 
that  never  on  any  former  field  of  glory, 
distinguished  as  they  have  been  for  deeds 
of  arms,  did  the  bravery  of  the  sons  of  St 
George  shine  forth  with  greater  lustre  ;  ne- 
ver did  the  lads  of  Erin  display  more  of 
their  native  heroism,  than  they  that  day 
shewed  in  supporting  the  reputation  of 
their  General,  himself  the  child  of  their 
own  dear  '  isle  of  the  ocean ;'  and  never 
were  more  noble  deeds  of  daring  performed 
by  any  than  were  that  day  displayed  by  our 
gallant  countrymen,  the  bold  and  hardy 
sons  of  the  North— 

*  Lads  who  cry  onward,  but  never  cry  parley,— 
Bold  Scottish  lads,  with  their  bannocks  of  bar- 
ley."1 

What  a  glorious  exordium  ! — and  how 
redolent  of  haggis  and  heather,  duck- 
ling and  sage  stuffing.  Why  did  the 
godlike  man  decline  shewing  the  as- 
tonishing effects  which  have  been  pro- 
duced upon  the  moral,  political,  and 
religious  world,  by  that  most  power- 
ful engine,  the  Press  ?  Why  should  he 
have  thought  it  foreign  to  the  purpose 
of  the  meeting,  not  a  whit  more  surely 
than  the  battle  of  Waterloo  ?  Not  a 
soul  ate  haggis  that  day,  who  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  the  great  battle,  and 
they  might  just  as  appropriately  have 
swallowed  haggis  and  strutted  in  kilts 
upon  the  1st  of  April,  as  on  the  \  8th 
of  June.  But  we  observe,  that  no 
sooner  does  a  Highlander  put  on  a  kilt, 
than  he  begins  with  scratching  him- 


self  into  a  belief  that  he  dethroned 
Napoleon.  Nothing  will  satisfy  him 
but  to  celebrate  the  anniversary  of  the 
Battle  of  Waterloo,  where,  however 
great  the  itch  of  fighting,  there  was 
less  butter  than  brimstone,  and  where 
the  few  hundred  Highlanders  that 
were  not  killed  at  Quatre  Bras,  were 
despatched  like  so  many  haggises,  and 
Jeft  with  their  hurdies  to  fatten  the 
soil  of  the  ungrateful  Netherlands. 
What  better  is  all  this  vapouring  about 
a  day  of  blood,  than  the  imitative 
cock-a-doodle-dooing  of  schoolboys, 
who  have  chanced  to  see  two  game- 
cocks slaying  each  other,  and  who  keep 
flapping  their  arms  as  if  they  were 
themselves  the  combatants,  and  all  so 
many  bloody-heeled  Ginger- Piles  ? 

But  Mr  D.  Abercromby  now  leaves 
the  ensanguined  field  of  Waterloo, 
and  tells  the  Scottish  Club  why  they 
are  all  met  together,  which,  we  pre- 
sume, but  for  his  well-timed  informa- 
tion, would  have  remained  a  secret 
even  from  themselves. 

"  The  objects  for  which  the  Scottish 
Club  was  instituted,  are  such  as  to  com- 
mend  themselves  to  the  judgment  of  every 
man  acquainted  with  them,  and  to  do  equal 
credit  to  the  head  and  the  heart  of  him  who 
proposed  its  establishment,  and  to  you  who 
have  matured  and  brought  it  to  its  present 
high  state  of  respectability  and  usefulness. 
These  objects,  1  believe,  I  will  be  correct 
in  saying,  are  three  in  number,  viz. — First, 
and  chiefly,  the  support  of  the  infirm,  the 
sick,  and  the  aged  amongst  you.  Second- 
ly, The  promotion  of  that  amor  patria" 
which  is  inherent  in  every  man,  but  which 
is  peculiarly  characteristic  of  Scotchmen. 
And,  lastly,  To  preserve  from  extinction, 
amidst  the  ever-varying  and  fantastical  fa- 
shions of  every- day  invention,  the  peculiar 
and  national  dress  of  Scotland.  Let  me 
trespass  upon  your  patience  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, whilst  I  briefly  make  a  few  hastily- 
concocted  observations  on  each  of  these  in 
their  order." 

Here  the  excellence  of  his  remarks 
proves  the  fulness  of  his  stomach.  Ha- 
ving, in  his  skilful  exordium,  declined 
any  historical  exposition  of  the  power 
of  the  Press  over  the  destinies  of  man, 
which  he  felt  inwardly  would  have 
been  a  needless  condiment  to  that  high- 
ly-savoured dish,  a  haggis — with  si- 
milar judgment,  he  remarks,  "  It 
would  be  a  waste  of  time,  an  insult  to 
your  good  sense,  to  shew,  by  any 
lengthened  remarks,  the  necessity  of 
making  provision  for  infirmity,  sick- 
ness, and  old  age."  He  then  slides  on, 
with  an  alacrity  only  possible  in  a 
15 
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well- dined  orator,  into  the  proof  of  this 
very  difficult  proposition,  and  shews, 
as  we  think,  to  the  satisfaction  of  fat 
and  lean,  the  man  of  strong  digestion, 
and  the  martyr  to  constipated  bowels, 
"  that  it  is  the  incumbent  duty  of 
every  man,  while  in  the  possession  of 
health  and  strength,  to  provide,  as  far 
as  human  capacity  enables  him,  a- 
gainst  the  ills  of  life."  Having  gained 
vantage-ground,  he  then  launches 
forth  into  one  of  the  noblest  strains  to 
he  found  in  the  whole  range  of  our 
gormandizing  eloquence. 

"  Highly  conducive  to  the  attainment 
of  these  heart-delighted  purposes,  are  an- 
nual dinners  similar  to  the  present.  Their 
effects  are  to  enliven  and  invigorate  the  ge- 
nerous and  patriotic  sentiments  with  which 
we  are  animated.  Engaged  in  the  right- 
eous cause  of  benevolence,  in  fulfilling  the 
new  commandment  given  by  the  Divine 
Author  of  Christianity,  '  That  you  love 
one  another,'  the  pleasures  of  the  festive- 
board  are  refined  and  consecrated  ;  it  sheds 
an  almost  sanctifying  influence  over  the 
joy-inspiring  bowl,  and  imparts  to  our  con- 
vivial intercourse  a  charm  more  than  hu- 
man." 

This  is  the  ne  plus  ultra — theLand's- 
end — the  John-o'-Groat's  House — the 
Ultima  Thule  — the  Back-o'-Beyond 
— of  the  oratory  of  the  Haggis-Bag. 
To  Mr  D.  Abercromby,  indeed,  be- 
longs the  (c  Os  magna  sonaturum." 
If  he  eats  as  he  spouts,  (and  it  should 
be  so,)  his  jawbones  must  be  more 
destructive  than  any  recorded  in  his- 
tory, sacred  or  profane ;  and,  to  use 
his  own  words,  with  a  slight  and  par- 
donable alteration,  he  must  "  exhibit 
in  convivial  intercourse  a  power  more 
than  human." 

Mr  D.  Abercromby  proceeds  to  the 
second  head  of  his  address,  and  holds 
forth  on  the  amor  patrias  of  Scotch- 
men. The  promotion  of  this  principle 
is  the  second  great  object  of  the  Liver- 
pool Scottish  Club,  although  it  seems 
to  us  that  is  somewhat  like  carrying 
coals  to  Newcastle.  "  It  is,"  says  our 
Gormandizer,"  inherent  in  every  man, 
but  peculiarly  characteristic  of  Scotch- 
men." If  so,  why  club  to  promote  it  ? 
Hear  the  Haggis ! 

"  Never  can  a  Scotchman  cease  to  love 
the  land  of  his  fathers.  Wandering  on  the 
desert  sands  of  Africa,  immersed  in  the 
wilds  of  Canada,  or  trudging  beneath  the 
burning  sun  of  India,  his  imagination  lin- 
gers on  the  hills  of  his  native  land,  '  where 
blooms  the  red  heather  and  thistle  sac 
green  ;'  and,  musing  on  the  scenery  and 
friendships  of  youth,  he  thinks  of  the  time 
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when,  weary  with  the  toils  and  the  journey 
of  life,  lie  shall  yet  return,  and  lay  his 
bones  with  those  of  his  kindred.  But  we 
love,  and  are  proud  of  our  country,  because 
it  is  the  land  of  patriotism,  learning,  and 
piety.  Can  a  Caledonian  hear  the  names  of 
Wallace  and  Bruce,  and  his  breast  not 
glow  with  the  love  of  liberty,  or  thrill  with 
hatred  of  tyranny  ?  Can  he  cease  to  be 
proud  that  he  is  a  descendant  of  those  brave 
Caledonians  who  for  ages  hurled  defiance 
from  their  hills  upon  the  legions  of  Home, 
and  the  armies  of  mighty  monarchs,  and 
preserved  their  liberty  and  independence 
in  the  midst  of  an  enslaved  world  ?  The 
learned  men  which  our  country  has  pro- 
duced, is  also  another  source  of  the  love 
which  we  bear  to  the  land  of  our  nativity. 
A  host  of  historians,  poete,  philosophers, 
legislators,  &.c.,  might  here  be  mentioned, 
but  with  the  names  of  these,  every  gentle- 
man present  is  familiar.  Above  all,  the 
piety  and  good  conduct  of  our  countrymen 
is  calculated,  in  an  eminent  degree,  to  ren- 
der us  proud  of  the  land  of  our  birth,  and 
to  make  us  in  love  with  the  place  where 
the  establishment  of  parochial  teachers, 
and  the  zealous  and  faithful  labours  of 
our  ministers,  have,  under  God,  produced 
such  happy  and  pleasant  effects." 

Mr  D.  Abercromby  has  now  been 
hard  at  it,  tooth  and  nail,  snuff  and 
snifter,  bubble  and  squeak,  for  about 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  or  twenty  mi- 
nutes, and  yet  he  is  fresh  as  a  two- 
year-old,  and  without  a  symptom  of 
closing  his  potato-trap.  It  is  now,  we 
shall  suppose,  about  ten  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  and  each  member  has  finish- 
ed his  mutchkinof  barley-broo.  Symp- 
toms of  yawning  are  exhibited,  and  an 
occasional  snore  calls  from  the  chair- 
man the  mandate  of  "  Silence !  Si- 
lence !"  when  our  Gormandizer  ex- 
claims— 

"  Pardon  me,  gentlemen,  for  occupying 
so  much  of  your  time,  and  allow  me  for  a 
moment  to  glance  at  the  third  object  which 
the  Scottish  Club  may  be  said  to  have  had 
in  view  at  its  establishment,  namely,  To 
preserve  from  extinction,  amidst  the  ever- 
varying  and  fantastical  fashions  of  every- 
day invention,  the  peculiar  and  national 
dress  of  Scotland, — the  bonnet  blue,  the 
belted  plaid,  and  kilt  and  trews  o'  tartan 
bonnie.  A  considerable  period  has  elap- 
sed since  the  government  of  the  time  thought 
it  necessary  to  treat  the  Highland  charac- 
ter with  peculiar  harshness.  A  law  was 
passed,  and  rigidly  enforced,  to  deprive  the 
Highlanders  of  their  arms  ;  and  not  con- 
tent with  extracting  the  lion's  fangs,  they 
must  also  take  his  skin.  It  was  declared 
penal  for  the  Highlander  to  appear  in  his 
native  dress.  Gentlemen,  what  would  an 
Englishman  think  if  a  law  were  promul-p- 
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ted,  and  put  in  force  at  the  point  of  the 
bayonet,  that  he  should  not  presume  to  ap- 
pear, except  in  the  stays  and  petticoats  of 
a  woman  ?  Would  he  not  feel  degraded 
and  insulted  ?  And  so  did  our  fathers.  Is 
it  not  then  astonishing,  that,  thus  debased 
and  despised,  their  fine  spirit  should  flag  ? 
It  was  reserved  for  the  illustrious  Chatham 
to  convert,  as  it  were  by  magic,  these  very 
men,  who  scarce  dared  to  own  themselves 
the  subjects  of  their  sovereign,  into  the 
loyal  and  intrepid  defenders  of  their  king 
and  country.  And  how  did  he  accomplish 
this?  How  did  he  rouse  the  slumbering 
spirit  of  the  Gael  ?  By  associating  them 
in  kindred  bands  ;  by  arming  them  with 
their  national  weapons  ;  by  clothing  them 
in  their  native  garb,  and  by  giving  them 
a  name  to  be  proud  of  and  to  fight  for. 
And  well  was  he  rewarded  for  this  libera- 
lity in  the  loyalty  and  patriotism  of  a  body 
of  men  who  valued  life  only  as  conducive 
to  their  country's  fame.  Cold  is  the  heart 
that  does  not  warm  at  the  sight  of  the 
Highland  tartan.  It  is  your  desire  to  pre- 
serve this  dress  indeed ;  but  it  is  to  pre- 
serve also  along  with  it  the  sentiments  and 
recollections  of  a  generous  patriotism — to 
cherish  the  love  of  country,  and  to  perpe- 
tuate to  future  ages  a  remembrance  of  the 
glories  of  the  Scottish  name." 

Never  was  the  case  of  Kilt  versus 
Breeches  so  powerfully  pleaded  before. 
But,  pray,  sir,  do  you  call  breeches  the 
dress  of  a  woman,  as  well  as  stays  and 


petticoats  ?  The  Highlanders  were  for- 
bid wearing  kilts,  and  forced  to  put  on 
breeches.  Why  the  devil  should  that 
be  likened  to  forcing  Englishmen,  at 
the  point  of  the  bayonet,  to  wear  stays 
and  petticoats  ?  Mr  Abercromby  must 
have  been  getting  into  a  state  of  civi- 
lation.  But  hear  the  finale. 

"  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  distinction 
of  the  Highland  dress,  the  name  of  Scot- 
land would  not  have  been  heard  of  as  the 
nurse  of  warriors  who  fought  and  triumph- 
ed at  Maida,  and  Egypt,  and  Waterloo  ; 
and  it  is  the  wish  of  the  Scottish  Club  to 
fan  those  sacred  fires  which  shall  hereafter 
glow  in  the  hearts  of  the  brave,  and  the 
free,  and  the  loyal  sons  of  the  North,  at 
the  recollection  of  Scotland's  heroic  deeds, 
and  Scotland's  domestic  virtues.  Such, 
gentlemen,  is  an  imperfect  sketch  of  the 
objects  which  the  Scottish  Club  have  in 
view." 

If  it  had  not  been  for  the  distinction 
of  the  Highland  dress  !  —  O  Paddy 
from  Cork,  with  your  coat  buttoned 
behind,  what  do  you  think  of  that  ? 

When  Mr  D.  Abercromby  comes  to 
Edinburgh,  he  must  favour  us  with 
his  company  at  Ambrose's.  We,  too, 
belong  to  the  Gormandizing  School  of 
Eloquence,  and  will  speak  or  eat  him 
for  a  trifle,  giving  him  five  minutes 
start,  and  seven  to  four. 
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THE  name  of  Tory  was  once  ob- 
noxious, from  its  connexion  with  the 
dangerous  and  exploded  doctrines  of 
the  Stuarts.  But  time  changes  the 
spirit  of  titles  as  well  as  of  men. 
Toryism,  in  1823,  is  the  representa- 
tive of  Whiggism  in  1 088.  The  tre- 
mendous lesson  of  the  French  Revo- 
lution, has  perhaps  impressed  it  with 
a  deeper  fear  of  popular  licentious- 
ness, and  a  more  solemn  deference  for 
the  wisdom  of  our  ancient  institu- 
tions ;  it  may  feel  an  inferior  jealousy 
of  the  throne,  from  a  fuller  experience 
of  the  checks  on  its  power  ;  and  a 
keener  alarm  at  innovation  in  politics 
and  religion,  from  the  knowledge  that 
it  is  only  preparative  to  the  betrayal 
of  both.  But  in  all  that  made  the 
great  national  service  of  Whiggism  in 
1688,  its  manly  adherence  to  the  na- 
tional privileges,  its  honest  love  of  li- 
berty, its  homage  to  the  supremacy 
of  the  laws,  its  vigilance  over  the  con- 


duct of  ministers,  its  sincere  reve- 
rence for  the  Constitution  in  Church 
and  State,  Toryism  now  stands  on 
the  same  lofty  ground  with  the  spirit 
of  our  glorious  Revolution. 

It  will  be  the  purpose  of  this,  and 
succeeding  letters,  to  place  those  truths 
in  a  clear  point  of  view.  The  evidence 
shall  be  taken,  not  from  surmises,  nor 
from  the  suspicious  statements  of  par- 
ty, but  from  the  lips  of  the  individuals 
themselves,  on  those  most  important 
questions  which  compel  a  declaration 
of  opinion.  The  Peninsular  war  of 
1808  has  been  the  principal  test  of 
our  day. 

In  some  previous  observations  un- 
der another  head,  'l  have  detailed  the 
language  of  the  Leader  of  Opposition, 
Lord  Grey,  and  proved  him,  out  of 
his  own  mouth,  to  have  been  altoge- 
ther incompetent  to  guide  the  public 
mind  on  that  momentous  question.  I 
have  shewn  this  chief  of  Whiggism  to 
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have  adopted  views,  not  merely  tinged 
with  the  ordinary  weakness  of  human 
judgment,  but  degraded  by  utter  igno- 
rance of  the  subject,  by  a  weak  preju- 
dice against  all  that  belonged  to  a 
manly  policy,  by  an  absurd  homage 
for  the  enemy,  and  by  a  miserable 
powerlessness  "of  feeling  with  the  feel- 
ings of  England.  With  Whiggism  at 
the  head  of  affairs,  the  great  Spanish 
Insurrection  would  have  been  extin- 
guished in  its  own  blood,  the  Conti- 
nent in  chains  to  this  hour,  and  France, 
under  the  Napoleon  dynasty,  the  terror 
and  the  tyrant  of  Europe.  If  we  had 
peace,  it  would  have  been  purchased 
by  some  wretched  humiliation,  and  it 
would  have  been  only  a  hollow  truce 
preparatory  to  a  war  of  extermina- 
tion. If  we  had  war,  it  would  have 
been  a  lingering  and  hopeless  struggle 
against  power  accumulating  day  by 
day ;  war  without  energy  and  with- 
out end ;  reluctant,  fearful,  success- 
less, and  desperate.  Or,  if  we  are  to 
believe  that  no  man  born  on  the  soil 
of  England  could  thus  abuse  her 
cause,  what  is  the  alternative?  We 
must  decide  that  the  Whigs,  in  their 
bitter  reprobation  of  our  Peninsular 
policy,  were  totally  insincere;  that 
they  inwardly  honoured  what  they 
publicly  abjured ;  and  that  their  lan- 
guage was  only  one  of  the  miser- 
able artifices  of  party,  eager  to  attract 
partizans,  and,  for  the  sake  of  a  few 
contemptible  votes,  to  vilify  the  name, 
and  hazard  the  fates  of  their  country. 

In  memorable  contrast  to  those  dis- 
astrous expositions,  I  shall  give  some 
extracts  from  the  sentiments  of  the 
present  head  of  the  administration ;  a 
man  whose  integrity,  public  spirit, 
and  knowledge  of  government,  are 
honoured  beyond  panegyric,  in  the  re- 
spect and  confidence  of  the  nation. 
In  the  year  1808,  on  the  first  break- 
ing out  of  the  Spanish  Insurrection, 
when  the  prospects  and  power  of 
Spain  were  yet  all  uncertainty,  and 
France  was  sitting  on  the  height  of  a 
dominion  which  seemed  to  defy  all  re- 
sistance and  all  casualty,  Lord  Liver- 
pool thus  threw  down  the  pledge  which 
he  and  his  fellow-ministers  have  since 
so  splendidly  redeemed. 

"  With  respect  to  Spain,  the  people 
of  that  country  had  manifested  a  spirit 
and  determination  to  resist  the  at- 
tempts of  their  invaders,  which  would 
have  done  honour  to  the  most  glorious 
period  of  their  history,  and  which, 


perhaps,  were  not  to  be  expected  un- 
der the  pressure  of  such  formidable 
difficulties.  Such  a  scene  every  man 
in  the  House,  every  man  in  the  coun- 
try, must  hail  with  the  liveliest  satis- 
faction ;  and  what  every  generous  heart 
must  wish  should  be  done  in  support 
of  so  glorious  a  cause,  his  Majesty's 
Ministers  would  feel  it  their  duty  to  do. 
With  regard  to  what  information  they 
had  received  of  the  designs  or  the  hopes 
of  those  brave  and  resolute  men,  who, 
in  defence  of  their  country's  independ- 
ence, were  exposing  themselves  to 
everything  which  a  powerful  and  san- 
guinary tyrant  could  devise  or  inflict, 
it  could  not  be  expected  that  he  should 
now  unfold  it.  His  Majesty's  Mini- 
sters were  fully  sensible  o'f  the  ex- 
treme importance  of  this  event,  and 
he  trusted  they  would  be  found  to  act 
accordingly."— Debate  of  January  30, 
1808. 

I  give  this  fragment  as  an  evidence 
of  the  early  decisiveness  of  Admini- 
stration. While  those  who  had  inso- 
lently and  exclusively  assumed  the 
name  of  friends  of  freedom,  were  fee- 
bly retracting,  or  culpably  resisting, 
the  English  Cabinet,  with  a  boldness  and 
saga  city  that  do  them  matchless  honour, 
took  up  the  cause  of  liberty,  bound 
themselves  at  once  to  the  Spanish  cause, 
and,  on  the  strength  of  their  fidelity 
to  that  cause,  demanded  to  be  triecl 
before  the  nation.  The  trials  of  this 
fidelity  must  not  be  forgotten.  The 
Spanish  cause  was,  after  the  first  burst 
of  triumph,  uniformly  disastrous.  In 
two  years  from  the  French  Invasion, 
the  whole  military  force  of  Spain  was 
annihilated ;  her  armies  and  generals 
had  been  trampled  like  dust  under  the 
heels  of  France,  her  civil  government 
was  in  the  hands  of  Napoleon,  her 
revenue  was  gone,  her  colonies  were 
in  revolt ;  a  French  army,  greater  than 
the  greatest  that  had  broken  down 
martial  Germany,  had  flooded  indo- 
lent, unwarlike  Spain.  The  roots  of 
regular  resistance  had  been  burnt  up. 
The  powers  of  popular  resistance  were 
unknown.  But  the  honourable  deci- 
sion of  England  had  been  taken ;  and 
while  Opposition  hung  their  ominous 
heads  over  the  ruin,  and  almost  tri- 
umphed in  it  as  a  proof  of  their  pro- 
phecy, Ministers  renewed  their  pledge 
to  Spain,  and  manfully  foresaw  her 
victory. 

In  Lord  Liverpool's  speech,  in  the 
commencement  of  1809,  this  senti- 
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merit  is  expressed  with  the  feeling 
and  dignity  of  a  leader  of  national 
council. 

"  All  that  they  were  now  called 
upon  to  do,  was  to  record  a.  public 
avowal  of  their  determination  not  to 
desert  that  cause,  which  the  govern- 
ment and  the  country  had  espoused, 
and  that  they  would  not  be  so  far  dis- 
mayed by  those  reverses  which  had 
been  experienced,  and  which  were 
from  the  beginning  to  be  expected,  as 
to  renounce  that  system  of  support  to 
which  both  his  Majesty  and  the  na- 
tion were  most  solemnly  pledged,  and 
in  which  it  was,  in  consequence  of  these 
reverses,  even  become  a  more  sacred 
duty  to  persevere." 

His  Lordship's  reasoning  upon  those 
disheartening  results  of  the  first  Spa- 
nish campaigns,  is  eminently  British. 
Where  Opposition  found  the  ruin  of 
the  Peninsular  cause,  he  finds  its 
strength,  and  invigorates  his  principle 
by  an  appeal  to  the  recollections  of 
ail  those  glorious  struggles,  in  which 
the  spirit  of  nations  persevered  and 
triumphed  against  oppression. 

"  Those  who  inferred  that  the  cause 
was  desperate,  from  those  disasters 
which  had  already  happened,  reasoned 
upon  a  most  contracted  and  imperfect 
view  of  the  relative  situation  of  the 
parties  engaged  in  the  contest.  He  en- 
treated those  'vho  were  inclined  to  de- 
spond, to  consult  the  records  of  histo- 
ry, and  to  review  those  instances  of 
nations,  who  had  been  compelled  to 
struggle  for  their  independence  in  cir- 
cumstances similar  to  those  in  which 
the  Spaniards  were  now  placed.  There 
it  would  be  found,  that  nations,  often 
maintaining  the  struggle  for  ten  or 
twenty  years,  in  the  course  of  which 
they  had  been  almost  uniformly  worst- 
ed in  battle,  had  eventually  succeeded, 
in  spite  of  the  triumphs  of  their  adver- 
saries, in  securing  the  object  for  which 
they  contended.  It  was  difficult  to  con- 
ceive any  situation  which  would  war- 
rant better  hopes  of  ultimate  success 
than  that  of  Spain  at  this  day.  The 
people  were  unanimous  in  their  resist- 
ance to  the  invader  ;  and  it  was  the 
only  instance  since  the  French  revolu- 
tion, in  which  a  whole  people  had  ta- 
ken up  arms  in  their  own  defence. 
The  territory  of  Spain  was  as  large  as 
that  of  France  within  its  ancient  li- 
mits, and  the  country  possessed  many 
local  advantages  which  were  extremely 
favourable  to  its  defence—  advantages, 
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the  value  of  which  the  Spanish  his- 
tory ought  to  teach  us  duly  to  appre- 
ciate. 

"  The  cause,  in  itself,  was  most  in- 
teresting to  the  best  feelings  of  the  hu- 
man mind ;  it  offered  the  last  chance 
of  salvation  to  the  continent  of  Eu- 
rope ;  and,  taken  in  a  more  contracted 
point  of  view,  our  own  immediate  se- 
curity was  in  some  measure  involved 
in  its  fate.  He  asked,  then,  if  nothing 
was  to  be  risked  in  support  of  a  gene- 
rous ally  ?  if  nothing  was  to  be  risked 
for  the  re-establishment  of  the  general 
tranquillity?  In  fine,  if  nothing  was 
to  be  risked  for  our  own  safety  and  in- 
dependence ?" — Debate  of  June  19, 
1809. 

On  the  moving  of  the  address  in  the 
chief  debate  that  took  place  in  1809, 
Lord  Grey  had  inveighed  against  ad- 
ministration, on  the  ground  that  they 
had  not  sufficient  reason,  in  the  spirit 
of  Spain,  for  in  volving  England  in  its  al- 
liance. His  Lordship  went  over  the  beat- 
en track  of  "husbanding  and  preserving 
our  resources,"  till  some  great  unex- 
pected success  should  excite  our  libe- 
rality. It  was  "  no  sudden  ebullition" 
(such  was  this  statesman's  conception 
of  the  rising  of  Spain,)  "  that  should 
have  led  us  to  depart  from  our  econo- 
my." His  Majesty's  Ministers  should 
have  waited  to  see  a  regular  and  vigor- 
ous administration  established  in  Spain, 
as  well  as  a  spirit  of  proper  resistance 
in  the  people,  before  they  assisted  the 
nation.  Or,  to  give  the  simple  interpre- 
tation of  opposition  wisdom,  Ministers 
should  have  seen  the  Spaniards  trium- 
phant before  they  rendered  them  assist- 
ance ;  France  ought  to  have  been  re- 
pelled before  a  British  trigger  was  pull- 
ed ;  and  the  famous  proclamation  of 
the  16th  of  December,  1807,  by  which 
the  nations  made  common  cause,  should 
have  been  postponed  till  it  could  have 
been  published  upon  the  Pyrenees. 
Yet,  to  do  justice  to  Opposition,  it 
should  be  remembered,  that  they  al- 
lowed, f<  if  there  was  a  proper  spirit  in 
the  people,  assistance  should  not  be 
wholly  withheld."  I  acknowledge  the 
generosity  of  this  allowance ;  but  when 
I  come  to  ascertain  its  extent,  and  find 
Lord  Grey  protesting  against  "  lavish- 
ing the  national  resources,"  or  "  send- 
ing an  army,"  as  the  very  "  acme  of 
madness,"  I  delight  myself  in  imagi- 
ning the  mighty  co-operation  which 
withholds  both  men  and  money,  and 
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do  homage  to  the  liberality  of  Whig- 
gism.  This  speech  worthily  closed 
with  a  due  bending  of  the  knee  before 
Buonaparte.  Commencing  with  con- 
tempt of  our  ally,  it  suitably  closed 
with  panegyric  of  Napoleon.  "  He 
had  all  the  opposite  qualities  of  Fabius 
and  Marcellus  ;"  he  rivalled  "  Hanni- 
bal in  the  application  of  his  means, 
and  was  exempt  from  his  only  fault, 
that  of  not  improving  by  his  past  ex- 
perience." To  this  fervour  of  praise 
what  could  lend  an  additional  glow  ? 
Lord  Grey  finds  it  in  the  contrast- 
ed rashness,  levity,  and  hazard,  of  Mi- 
nisters. Napoleon  "  never  enters  into 
an  enterprize  without  a  calculation  of 
consequences;  he  never  exposes  his  for- 
tune to  risk,  on  the  desperate  chance  of 
a  distant  possibility  of  success."  Such 
is  Lord  Grey's  penetration  into  cha- 
racter ;  so  shallow,  prejudiced,  and 
feeble,  was  his  estimate  of  that  great 
military  gambler ;  so  little  capable  was 
this  Whig  of  seeing  human  fallibility 
in  the  bloodiest  enemy  of  human  free- 
dom. The  Marquis  Wellesley  at  once 
pronounced  Napoleon  to  be  "  a  man 
prone  to  great  hazards,  and  sure  to  be 
ruined  by  his  rashness  in  the  end." 

Lord  Liverpool's  answer  to  Lord 
Grey's  singular  speech  was  worthy  of 
the  man  and  of  the  cause. 

"  The  noble  Earl  (Grey)  had  cen- 
sured his  Majesty's  government  for 
precipitation.  He  had  declared  it  his 
opinion,  that  they  ought  to  have  wait- 
ed to  ascertain  the  probability  of  the 
success  of  patriotism  in  Spain,  before 
they  offered  the  Spaniards  assistance. 
This  was  a  most  extraordinary  opi- 
nion. What !  when  the  feeling  of  re- 
sistance and  oppression  was  so  strong 
and  so  general  in  Spain,  would  it  have 
been  honourable  to  the  British  cha- 
racter, had  his  Majesty's  ministers 
told  the  gallant  Spaniards,  '  We  will 
not  give  you  aid,  while  you  are  most 
in  want  of  it,  while  your  efforts  at 
emancipation  are  in  their  infancy ; 
but  we  will  defer  our  assistance  till 
you  are  in  full  strength,  and  need  it 
not.'  Had  such  been  the  language  of 
his  Majesty's  ministers,  they  would 
have  indeed  deserved  the  reprobation 
of  every  man  in  the  country." 

Having  thus  cleared  up  the  princi- 
ple of  the  co-operation,  he  rapidly  re- 
futes the  charge  of  rash  expectation. 

"  His  Majesty's  ministers,  in  em- 
barking in  that  cause,  were  not  so 
weak,  so  improvident,  so  foolish,  as 
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to  expect  that  the  first  efforts  of  the 
Spanish  people,  contending  with  such 
an  enemy,  would  be  crowned  with' 
unqualified  success  ;  that  no  discom- 
fitures, no  disasters,  no  reverses,  would 
retard  and  embarrass  the  early  and 
crude  operations  of  undisciplined  bra- 
very, when  brought  down  into  the 
open  plain  to  contend  with  the  supe- 
rior discipline,  the  superior  strength, 
and  the  superior  generalship,  of  such  a 
power  as  France.  No  !  Weak  as  the 
noble  Earl  might  suppose  ministers, 
they  were  not  yet  guilty  of  calculating 
with  certainty  upon  impossibilities. 
They  did  not  expect  that  such  a  cause 
as  the  cause  of  Spain,  to  be  fought  for 
with  such  an  enemy  as  the  Ruler  of 
France,  could  be  determined  in  one 
campaign." 

He  then  turns  to  the  proof  from 
history,  that  national  resistance  con- 
tains the  sure  seeds  of  triumph. 

"  I  cannot  feel  lukewarm  in  my 
hope,  that  the  efforts  of  Spain  will  be 
crowned  with  ultimate  success.  When 
your  lordships  consider  the  great  po- 
pular revolutions  that  have  occurred, 
have  they  ultimately  succeeded  with- 
out great  vicissitudes  ?  Switzerland 
and  Holland  are  instances  of  this; 
but,  above  all,  America.  In  that  fatal, 
contest  with  America,  we  had  gained 
every  battle,  we  had  taken  every  town 
which  we  had  besieged,  until  the  cap- 
ture of  General  Burgoyne,  and  yet  the 
Americans  ultimately  succeeded  in  the 
arduous  contest.  In  the  present  im- 
portant struggle,  do  not  the  extent 
and  nature  of  the  country  afford  a  hope 
of  success?  Does  not  its  population 
forbid  despair  ?" 

He  then  turns,  with  brief  but  vigo- 
rous sarcasm,  to  the  pluckless  policy 
of  the  Whig  year. 

"  The  noble  Earl  (Grey)  concluded 
his  speech  with  a  censure  on  the  con- 
duct of  his  Majesty's  ministers.  The 
noble  Earl  may  not  approve  of  our 
measures  ;  so  neither  do  I  approve  of 
his  counsels.  I  do  not  approve  of 
those  sublime  operations  in  Egypt,  at 
Buenos-Ayres,  at  Constantinople,  and 
other  places,  that  emanated  from  the 
wisdom  of  those  with  whom  the  noble 
Earl  had  been  used  to  act." 

He  then  closes  with  a  lofty  anil 
feeling  peroration  on  the  motives  of 
British  sympathy  and  Spanish  resist- 
ance. 

"  Upon  the  whole,  I  have  the  satis- 
faction, in  common  with  the  rest  of 
17 
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his  Majesty's  government,  to  reflect, 
that,  whatever  may  be  the  consequences 
of  the  struggle  in  which  we  are  em- 
barked, we  have  not  lost  the  confidence 
of  the  Spanish  people ;  we  know  that 
every  true  Spanish  heart  beats  high 
for  this  country;  we  know  that,  what- 
ever may  happen,  they  will  not  accuse 
us.  Submission  may  be  the  lot  which 
they  are  fated  to  endure  in  the  end ; 
but  they  do  not  impute  to  us  the  cause 
of  their  misfortunes.  They  are  sen- 
sible, that  neither  the  thirst  after  com- 
merce, nor  territory,  nor  security,  is  to 
be  imputed  to  us  in  the  assistance  we 
have  afforded  to  them  on  this  most 
important  occasion.  Whatever  may 
be  the  result,  we  have  done  our  duty ; 
we  have  not  despaired ;  we  have  per- 
severed, and  we  will  do  so  to  the  last, 
while  there  is  anything  left  to  contend 
for  with  a  prospect  of  success." — De- 
bate of  April  21,  1809. 

To  this  powerful  and  luminous 
speech — of  which  I  have  given  but  a 
fragment,  but  of  which  the  whole  de- 
serves to  be  studied,  and  is  not  less  an 
honour  to  its  speaker,  than  an  exposition 
of  the  policy  of  the  war — no  reply  could 
be  made ;  and  Opposition,  broken  down 
at  once  by  defeats  in  the  legislature, 
and  unpopularity  with  the  nation, 
abandoned  its  resistance  for  a  time. 
New  casualties  at  length  arrived  to  its 
succour,  and  it  rose  again,  to  impede 
the  interests,  and  degrade  the  honour, 
of  the  empire. 

Why  do  I  insist  upon  the  conduct 
of  the  Whigs  in  the  peninsular  war  ? 


Because  it  was  the  very  crisis  of  Eu- 
rope ;  because  it  was  more  than  a  war 
— it  was  a  conflict  of  the  principles  of 
freedom  with  tyranny — a  great  trial 
of  the  question  of  national  independ- 
ence against  universal  domination  ; 
because  such  was  the  palpable  and  in- 
trinsic interest  of  the  contest  to  Eu- 
rope, to  England,  and  to  freedom,  that 
those  who  could  not  honour  the  re- 
sistance of  Spain,  or  see  its  vital  con- 
nexion with  the  hope  of  nations,  must 
be  either  fools  or  knaves. 

But  if  our  contempt  for  Whiggism 
could  be  deepened,  what  could  throw 
it  into  more  cureless  ridicule  than  its 
present  clamour  for  Spanish  insurrec- 
tion ;  a  miserable,  half-cast  descend- 
ant of  French  Jacobinism — repelled 
by  the  people,  revolting  to  national 
manners,  uncalled-for  by  the  necessi- 
ties of  the  country,  and,  at  the  sight 
of  punishment,  flying  in  despair  to  the 
remotest  corner  of  Spain  ?  What  can 
be  more  ridiculous  than  that  charlatan 
Wilson,  deported  from  village  to  vil- 
lage of  Portugal,  in  the  midst  of  po- 
pular disgust,  and,  like  a  beggar,  lashed 
back  to  his  parish  ?  What  more  silly, 
than  the  attempt  to  bolster  up  the 
emaciated  fraud  of  Whig  boasting  at 
home,  by  fetes  and  fooleries  in  taverns 
and  theatres  ?  The  failure  of  the  Spa- 
nish ball  was  ludicrously  complete — 
the  influence  of  quadrilles  and  sylla- 
bubs, in  sustaining  a  national  war,  has 
been  found  impotent — and  the  Whigs 
are  without  resource  for  revolutions  to 
come. 
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To  the  Editor  of  Blackwootfs  Magazine. 

ers  of  periodicals  feel  of  continuing 
their  sets.  Therefore,  if  a  good  article, 
a  rara  avis,  nay,  a  rarissima,  appears 
in  the  Edinburgh,  it  is  open  to  you  to 
praise  it,  without  any  fear  of  hurting 
your  own  side  of  the  question.  You 
may  say  that  Jeffrey's  review  of  Si- 
mondjfor  example,  was  light,  sketchy, 
and  pleasant,  trifling  agreeably,  and 
just  fit  for  the  calibre  of  the  re- 
viewer. You  may  allow  that  Sydney 
Smith  can  still  trim  off  an  article, 
which,  if  you  be  in  a  great  hurry,  you 
might  admit  in  to  your  Magazine.  You 
may  confess  that  Brougham  is  a  good 
sort  of  scold,  whose  intemperance  to 
his  literary  superiors  amuses  you,  on 
the  same  principle  that  you  are  amu- 


DEAR  NORTH, 

THANK  you  for  the  Quarterly.  I 
have  just  glanced  through  it  with,  ra- 
ther a  hasty  eye,  and  send  you,  as  you 
wish,  my  opinions  concerning  it.  You 
rather  astonish  me  when  you  tell  me 
that  people  are  amazed  at  some  of  my 
former  remarks.  You  are  asked,  you 
say,  what  you  mean  by  abusing  the 
Quarterly  every  now  and  then,  and 
every  now  and  then  puffing  the  Edin- 
burgh. As  to  the  latter,  that  is  mere 
matter  of  taste.  The  Edinburgh  is  de- 
cidedly going  down  ;  it  is  hardly  seen 
in  decent  company  now-a-days,  and  I 
imagine  it  owes  whatever  circulation 
it  retains,  to  the  desire  which  all  buy- 
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sed  by  the  slang  of  a  blackguard  going 
it  against  a  gentleman.  This,  I  repeat, 
does  no  harm.  The  qualities  of  these 
gentlemen  are  admitted  by  all  parties  ; 
and  the  smartness  of  Jeffrey,  the  buf- 
foonery of  the  parson,  the  Billingsgate 
of  Brougham,  serve  to  float  the  lumber 
of  the  stottery  of  Macculloch,  and 
filth  of  Hazlitt.  We  now  look  on  it 
as  a  sort  of  fangless  viper,  which  we 
allow  to  crawl  about,  permitting  our- 
selves to  smile  now  and  then,  if  any 
of  its  slimy  contortions  please  the  fan- 
cy of  the  moment,  knowing  that  it  can 
do  no  hurt.  It  is  indeed  quite  helpless 
at  present.  Look  at  the  articles  in  the 
last  on  Slates  and  Virginius,  and  other 
crockery-ware.  Why,  sir,  the  work 
which  talks  of  such  trash,  except,  by  a 
sentence  or  so,  to  dispose  of  them  for 
ever,  is  destroyed. 

Therefore  it  is  that  you  may  praise 
a  good  article  of  the  Edinburgh,  as  I 
said  before.  When  it  went  forth  tri- 
umphing and  to  triumph ;  when  its 
slander  and  scurrility  dealt  death  about 
it,  it  would  have  been  treason  to  have 
pointed  out  anything  good  which  it 
contained ;  it  would  have  been  a  dere- 
liction of  duty  not  to  hare  taken  the 
monster  by  the  horns,  and  shewn  him 
forth  in  full  brutality,  proving  that, 
strong  as  he  was  in  vice,  there  were 
still  giants  in  the  land  who  could  over- 
master his  evil  power.  But  now,  when 
he  has  neither  hoof  nor  horn,  but  only 
a  pair  of  great  long  ears  to  prick  up  in 
defiance,  it  is  surely  an  act  of  Chris- 
tian charity,  which  does  not  at  all  in- 
terfere with  our  allegiance  to  Tory- 
ism, to  hold  forth  to  admiration  the 
good  points  of  the  creature.  Puff  ac- 
cordingly, if  it  so  pleases  you,  any 
good  article  which  you  may  see  im- 
mersed in  the  Serbonian  bog  of  Con- 
stable's Review,  without  fear.  The 
concern  is  about  as  low  as  their  old  al- 
ly Dicky  Phillips's  affair,  which  I  am 
told  is  still  published  somewhere  about 
Fleet-ditch. 

Then,  as  to  finding  fault  with  the 
Quarterly,  it  strikes  me  to  be  pure  im- 
pertinence in  any  of  the  Quarterly 
people  to  endeavour  to  bind  you  up. 
The  principles  of  that  journal  I  ad- 
mire, I  love — I  mean  its  political  prin- 
ciples. But  am  I  bound  to  acknow- 
ledge it  paramount  in  literature? — 
Not  I !  Have  not  I  as  good  a  right  to 
give  an  opinion  on  a  book,  as  such  peo- 
ple as  Millman  or  Whittaker  ?  In 
truth  I  have,  and  shall  as  liberally  ex- 
ercise my  privilege  of  finding  fault 
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with  them,  as  they  do  with  other  wri- 
ters, if  I  think  them  wrong.  The  great 
ability  of  many,  of  most  of  its  articles, 
I  not  only  admit,  but  am  proud  of.  I 
think  it  does  honour  to  our  party  to  have 
such  powerful  writing  engaged  in  its 
cause ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  I  cannot 
shut  my  eyes  to  its  occasional  puffery 
and  humbug,  by  which  it  sometimes 
betrays  that  cause.  I  cannot  see  why 
the  mere  circumstance  of  its  being 
printed  by  Mr  Murray,  should  render 
it  necessary  that  every  one  of  Mr  Mur- 
ray's books,  no  matter  how  infamous 
or  indecent,  should  be  puffed  off,  di- 
rectly or  indirectly ;  and,  above  all,  I 
cannot  see  why  we  are  to  hold  our 
tongues,  or  wink  at  such  conduct.  Still 
farther,  when  I  see  a  Review,  profess- 
ing to  be  the  organ  of  Toryism,  turn- 
ing round  on  the  Lord  Chancellor— 
who,  if  we  view  him  in  all  his  bear- 
ings, honour,  integrity,  knowledge  of 
law,  impartiality,  and  talent,  must  be 
considered  to  be  the;  greatest  man  who 
ever  sat  in  Chancery,  the  very  nucleus 
of  our  principles — abusing  him  and  re- 
viling the  law  of  the  land,  because  the 
judge  and  the  law  will  not  allow  Mr 
Murray  to  make  money  by  the  sale  of 
foul  works — works  altogether  opposed 
to  the  political  and  religious  views- 
which  the  Review  supports,  I  must 
speak  out,  if  nobody  else  will,  and 
protest  that  the  Quarterly  does  not  ut- 
ter my  sentiments,  in  this  instance  at 
least.  To  Murray's  using  the  engine 
in  his  hands  for  puffing  off  the  fair 
books  which  he  publishes,  I  do  not 
object.  I  think,  indeed,  that  it  is  bad 
taste  to  do  it  so  much  as  he  does ;  but 
I  do  most  strenuously  object  to  the 
Quarterly's  giving  up,  in  any  case,  its 
party  for  the  sake  of  its  publisher. 

Without  further  preface,  then,  I  beg 
leave  to  remark,  that  there  is  too  much 
France  in  this  number.  Of  thirteen 
articles,  six  are  on  French  works,  which 
is  more  than  needful  in  an  English 
review,  particularly  as  there  have  been 
so  many  books  worth  reviewing,  pub- 
lished since  the  last  appearance  of  the 
Quarterly.  It  strikes  me  that  both 
Edinburgh  and  Quarterly  pay  too  li- 
mited attention  to  our  own  literature ; 
that  they  are  anything  but  a  fair  pic- 
ture of  the  actual  state  of  the  writing 
world  among  us.  They  are  just  a 
bundle  of  Essays  on  books  apparently 
selected  at  random,  or,  at  most,  with  a 
view  to  serve  their  booksellers.  The 
old  Monthly  Review  is  a  much  fairer 
record  of  our  current  literature  in  this 
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respect ;  I  read  its  critiques,  stupid  and 
prosing  as  they  generally  are,  with  an 
interest  not  at  all  derived  from  them- 
selves ;  but  from  my  certainty  that 
they  tell  me  how  the  intellect  of  Eng- 
land is  at  the  present  moment  em- 
ployed.* 

But  as  my  business  in  writing  to 
you  is  not  to  discuss  the  beau  ideal  of 
a  review,  but  to  consider  an  individual 
Number  of  one  actually  existing,  I 
shall  begin  with  the  beginning.  The 
first  article  is  Lacretelle's  History  of 
the  Constitutional  Assembly  ;  a  clever 
paper,  in  a  proper  spirit,  by  Mr  Cro- 
ker,  I  opine.  It  is,  indeed,  excel- 
lent throughout,  and  I  quarrel  only 
with  its  concluding  paragraph.  After 
pronouncing  a  just  eulogium  on  Burke, 
he  quotes  a  character  of  that  great  man 
from  an  old  Number  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review  that  long  since  had  been  con- 
signed to  the  pastry-cook.  Burke,  teste 
Jeffrey,  was  a  man  of  no  judgment,  no 
principles,  no  firmness,  no  honesty — he 
was  no  philosopher,  no  man  of  busi- 
ness, no  orator !  There  is  a  critic  six 
feet  and  a  half  high,  for  you  !  In  the 
opinion  of  the  great  Jeffrey — the  gen- 
tleman who  actually  can  speak  to  their 
lordships  in  court,  until  he  comes  to  a 
pain  in  his  leg  from  standing,  the  only 
period  of  Jeffrey's  harangues — Burke 
was  no  speaker.  We  have  here  nicely 
-balanced  orator  Jeffrey  versus  no- 
orator  Burke,  and  the  Irishman  is 
found  wanting.  So  saith  the  Prince 
of  Critics  and  the  King  of  Men,  as 
Hazlitt,  the  gallant  of  Southampton- 
street,  Holborn,  styles  his  friend. — 
Burke's  shade  may,  however,  derive 
some  consolation  from  the  fact,  that 
.  the  same  great  and  ingenious  person 
discovered  also  that  Swift  was  no  wit, 
Wordsworth  no  poet,  Pindar  unable 
to  write  Greek,  Addison  not  worth 
reading,  Socrates  a  scoundrel,  Burns 
nothing  but  a  blackguard.  In  a  word, 
that  they  were  not  to  be  named  in  a 
day  with  Jeffrey  the  great,  the  advo- 
cate who  domineers  in  the  Jury  Court, 
and  actually  writes  thirty  pages  full  of 
words  at  a  time  for  the  Edinburgh 
Review.  But,  to  be  serious,  why  did 
C.  quote  such  trash  ?  Would  he  turn 
up  the  pages  of  the  heroes  of  the 
Dunciad  for  a  character  of  Pope  ?  or  if 


he  did  casually  come  in  contact  with 
any  such  trumpery,  would  he  have 
given  himself  the  trouble  of  even  ex- 
pressing disgust  ?  Of  course,  he  would 
not — he  would  merely  laugh  at  the 
poor  creature ;  and  yet  there  never  was 
such  a  fathomless  distance  between 
Dennis  and  Pope,  as  between  Jeffrey 
and  Burke. 

The  ninth  and  tenth  articles,  on  Ma- 
dam Campan's  Marie  Antoinette, — the 
Dutchess  of  Angouleme's  Narrative  of 
the  Journey  to  Varennes, — her  Private 
Memoirs  of  what  passed  in  the  Temple, 
— andLouisXVIH.'s  Narrative  of  his 
Journey,  are  by  the  same  accomplished 
hand,  and  in  the  same  spirit,  as  the  first 
article.  I  think  C.,  however,  rather 
hard  on  poor  Louis,  and  that  your  own 
review  was  much  fairer ;  but  he  does  am- 
ple justice  to  the  sublime,  simple,  and 
touching  Memoirs  of  the  Daughter  of 
France.  I  defy  any  man  of  human  feel- 
ings to  read  the  473d  page  of  the  Quar- 
terly, the  heart-rending  page  which 
gives  an  account  of  the  sufferings  of  the 
poor  child  who  had  the  misfortune  to  be 
Louis  XVII — thepoor,  dear,  innocent, 
unhappy,  little  creature,  in  his  priva- 
tions, his  terrors,  his  neglect,  his  lone- 
liness, and  his  almost  sublime  silence 
— without  emotion.  It  proves  how 
fact  surpasses  fiction.  No  writer  would 
have  dared  to  imagine  such  a  charac- 
ter as  the  docile,  courteous,  obedient 
child,  who  never  spoke  again,  after 
having  been  forced  by  monsters  in  hu- 
man shape  to  sign  a  deposition  against 
his  mother.  Well  does  the  Quarterly 
remark,  that  even  the  Queen's  own  ap- 
peal to  the  maternal  hearts  of  her 
hearers,  was  not  so  pathetic,  so  irresist- 
ible a  touch  as  thi^. 

The  Reviewer  remarks  on  these 
things,  like  a  man  whose  heart  is  wor- 
thy of  his  genius.  Why  does  Croker 
do  nothing  of  his  own  ?  Surely,  sure- 
ly he  might  be  the  Swift  of  our  time 
if  he  pleased. 

The  second  article  is  on  Burton's 
Rome,  with  sufficient  learning  and 
pleasantry  to  reward  its  perusal.  The 
reviewer  talks  a  little  twaddle  about 
church  ceremonies,  fretted  vaults,  state- 
ly columns,  &c.  which  so  good  a  Pres- 
byterian as  I  am  cannot  swallow,  but 
certainly  shall  not  fight  about. 


*  Good  Timothy,  abuse  whom  you  please,  but  the  Monthly  is  a  very  good  book — for, 
Istly,  it  contains  first-rate  articles  every  now  and  then  ;  and,  2dly,  it  is  less  than  any  pe- 
riodical, except  mine,  under  base  Bibliopolic  influence.— C.  N. 
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Article  third  is  on  Arago's  Voyage 
Round  the  World,  and  a  capital  cutting 
up  of  an  empty  French  coxcomb  it  is. 
We  may  expect,  I  suppose,  a  recla- 
mation from  Arago — at  least  I  hope  so. 
He  is  a  most  superlative  jackass. 

The  fourth  article,  on  the  Poor  Laws, 
is  a  very  superficial  and  moderate  af- 
fair ;  but  is  perhaps  quite  as  well  on 
that  account ;  for  there  is  not  a  hu- 
man being  who  will  now  read  a  gra've 
treatise  on  so  unpromising  a  subject. 
The  evil,  as  it  prevails  in  England,  is 
confessedly  enormous;  but  the  pri- 
vilege of  murmuring  now  alone  re- 
mains, all  classes  appearing  to  aban- 
don exertion  as  hopeless,  under  the 
weight  of  this  irremediable  calamity. 
The  fundamental  principle  of  the 
English  Poor  Laws,  viz.  that  the  Le- 
gislature can  by  its  fiat  create  unli- 
mited means  of  subsistence,  and  an 
unlimited  demand  for  labour,  is  now 
universally  disowned;  but  it  is  easier  to 
disavow  the  principle,  than  to  recal  its 
practical  effects;  and  the  whole  subse- 
quent legislation  of  the  sister  kingdom, 
has  been  a  wretched  struggle  in  detail, 
to  counteract  the  master-principle  of 
misgovernment,  which,  in  the  first  in- 
stance, struck  down  the  moral  feeling 
of  independence.  Some  of  the  wisest 
and  ablest  of  Englishmen  have  retired 
from  this  intractable  subject  in  des- 
pair ;  but  the  Reviewer,  who  is  nei- 
ther very  wise  nor  very  able,  manages 
it  with  a  freedom  and  facility  which 
are  quite  decisive  of  his  incapacity. 
The  drift  of  his  argument — although 
there  is  much  discreet  reserve  in  the 
expression — is  the  absolute  defence  of 
the  existing  Poor  Laws  of  England  as 
to  their  principle,  coupled  with  some 
hints  neither  very  new  nor  important 
as  to  improvements  in  the  mode  of 
their  execution.  In  a  strain  of  rea- 
soning at  once  original  and  profound, 
we  are  taught,  that  to  assist  the  poor, 
"  is  not  only  a  precept  of  the  Chris- 
tian religion,  a  maxim  of  moral  vir- 
tue, but  an  instinctive  feeling  of  hu- 
man nature ;"  and  this  being  the  main 
argument  for  compulsory,  instead  of 
voluntary  aid,  we  are  led  to  infer, 
that,  in  the  opinion  of  this  judicious 
writer,  the  due  enforcement  of  Chris- 
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tian  and  moral  maxims,  is  just  the1 
proper  subject  for  acts  of  Parliament. 
When  we  add  the  precious  discovery, 
that  compulsory  assessments  will  be 
rather  more  equal  in  their  operation 
than  voluntary  contributions,  the  sum 
of  this  conclusive  argument  in  behalf 
of  the  English  Poor  Laws  is  exhaust- 
ed ;  and  it  is  upon  a,  foundation  thus 
deep  and  solid,  that  this  wiseacre  of 
the  Quarterly  Review  has  placed  the 
defence  of  a  system,  which  the  wisest 
men  of  England  have  long  pronounced 
indefensible,  and  the  nation  at  large  has 
felt  to  be  all  but  intolerable.— This 
weightier  controversy  is  preceded  by  a 
brief  skirmish  with  our  countryman 
Dr  Chalmers,  who  some  years  ago  took 
up  this  business  of  the  poor  with  cha- 
racteristic enthusiasm — which,  it  is  a 
pity  to  observe,  however,  so  premature- 
ly evaporated — and  although  the  Doc- 
tor's singular  hurry  and  heedlessness 
appear  to  have  given  the  Reviewer  some 
petty  advantages  in  the  detail  of  the 
question,  it  is  by  no  means  so  clear  as 
he  supposes,  that  the  "  answers  to 
these  (the  Reviewer's)  questions  must 
overthrow  Dr  Chalmers's  system." 
Mark  the  fairness  of  the  weapons  em- 
ployed for  this  imaginary  overthrow. 
Dr  Chalmers  alleges,  as  a  proof  of 
the  defects  of  the  existing  system  for 
relief  of  the  poor  in  Glasgow,  that, 
under  it,  the  assessment  was  quad- 
rupled from  1803  to  1818  ;  and  the 
Reviewer  rebuts  this  objection  of  an 
assessment  quadrupled  during  one  pe- 
riod, by  appealing  to  an  increase  of  less 
than  a  third  of  the  population  during 
a  different  period.  Again,  the  Doctor 
refers  to  the  fact,  that  the  voluntary 
contributions  of  his  parishioners  were 
found  for  three  years  more  than  ade- 
quate to  the  relief  of  all  the  new  cases 
of  pauperism  that  occurred,  leaving,  in 
fact,  after  such  relief,  a  considerable 
surplus ;  and  the  Reviewer  disputes 
the  inference  deducible  from  this  fact, 
by  stating,  that  during  the  same  pe- 
riod the  poor-rates  were  reduced  even 
in  England,  and  by  hazarding  the  ri- 
diculously ignorant  assumption,  that 
the  parish  of  St  John's,  Glasgow,  is, 
compared  with  other  parishes  of  the 
city,  remarkably  free  of  pauperism.* 


*  St  John's  parish  being  in  fact  inhabited,  with  few  exceptions,  by  people  of  the  very 
lowest  rank,  and  the  natural  proportion  of  paupers  there  about  5  to  1  to  the  most  of  the 
other  parishes  of  that  town. 
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And  it  is  thus  that  this  heavy  cham- 
pion of  English  pauperism  demolishes 
the  hardy  presbyterian  declaimer. — 
The  Doctor  is  perhaps  not  just  the  man 
whom,  except  for  practical  purposes — 
for  fervid  zeal  and  assiduous  ministra- 
tion in  the  hovels  of  poverty  and  vice 
— we  should  select  as  the  champion 
of  a  great  reform  in  the  management 
of  the  poor  ;  and  the  more  is  the  pity 
that  his  singular  retreat  from  the 
world  should  limit  for  the  future  his 
contributions  to  this  good  cause  to 
the  periodical  accumulation  of  lum- 
bering pamphlets,  of  which  we  have 
already  had  more  than  enough  ;  but 
he  is  not  just  a  person,  after  all,  to  be 
"  overthrown"  by  any  ordinary  contri- 
butor to  the  Quarterly  Review,  nor  can 
what  he  has  done  be  so  easily  oblitera- 
ted as  seems  to  be  imagined  by  an  obso- 
lete apologist  of  the  English  poor-laws. 

Article  fifth.  Theodore  Ducas — a 
common-place  review  of  a  common- 
place book. 

The  sixth  article  is  such  as  the  Quar- 
terly only  can  furnish.  It  is  a  review  of 
Captain  Franklin's stupendousjourney. 
Mr  Barrow  brings  every  qualification 
desirable  for  the  consideration  of  such 
a  work  :  profound  geographical  know- 
ledge, clear  and  accurate  views  of  all 
the  subjects  connected  with  voyages 
of  discovery,  and  a  lucid  style  and  ar- 
rangement. Compare  his  articles  with 
the  drossy,  mock-scientific,  dogmatic, 
and  impertinent  mumpings  of  the  Blue 
and  Yellow  on  the  same  subject,  full 
of  ignorance,  self-conceit,  self-puffery, 
and  insolent  abuse  of  other  people. 
Compare,  in  particular,  their  article 
on  the  North- West  Passage  with  this 
masterly  one. 

Had  I  not  the  fear  of  the  criticism 
of  the,  lury-Court  before  my  eyes — that 
awful  band  of  reviewers,  whose  fiat 
decides  all  literary  questions,  Hebrew, 
Samaritan,  Chaldee  and  Masoretic, 
Thermometrical  and  Frigorific,  I 
should  say,  that  a  more  stupid  and  pre- 
sumptuous collection  of  betises  was 
never  thrown  together  by  the  merest 
smatterer  in  literature.  Read,  for  in- 
stance, Barrow's  and  Parry's  Remarks 
(p.  406-408)  on  the  Navigation  of  the 
Arctic  Seas,  and  then  turn  to  read,  if 
you  can,  the  Blue  and  Yellow's  pyet 
— (mind  I  do  not  say  parrot,  but) 
pyet  attempt  at  waggery,  their  nau- 
seating stuff  about  the  Polar  basin, 
Don  Quixote  and  Mambrino's  helmet. 
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In  nothing,  indeed,  as  in  such  articles, 
is  the  vast  superiority  of  the  Quarterly 
over  the  Edinburgh  so  clearly  dis- 
cernible. 

As  maii£  idle  conjectures  concern- 
ing the  fate  of  Captain  Parry  are 
afloat,  and  many  tormenting  specula- 
tions vented  on  the  tardiness  of  his 
return,  too  much  publicity  cannot  be 
given  to  the  fact,  that  Parry  himself 
(t  calculated  upon  three  summers,  and 
only  wished,  that,  if  not  heard  of  in 
the  beginning  of  1824,  a  vessel  with 
provisions  might  be  sent  intoBehring's 
Straits  in  the  autumn  of  tbat  year." — 
P.  409.  Mr  Barrow  concludes  by  re- 
marking— 

"  With  regard  to  risk,  we  apprehend 
none  beyond  that  to  which  all  navigation 
in  the  icy  seas  is  liable,  and  whicli  the  long- 
frequented  whale-fishery,  conducted  in  ves- 
sels not  half  so  strong,  nor  half  so  well 
manned,  has  proved  to  be  little  more  than 
common  sea  risk.  Indeed,  with  ships  as 
strong  as  wood  and  iron  can  make  them  ; 
stored  with  provisions  and  fuel  for  nearly 
four  years  ;  with  a  commander  excelled  by 
none  in  the  various  duties  of  his  profes- 
sion ;  endued  with  intellectual  faculties  of 
the  highest  order,  and  full  of  zeal  and  ener- 
gy tempered  with  due  prudence  and  discre- 
tion ;  with  experienced  officers,  and  crews 
of  picked  seamen  ; — we  cannot  persuade 
ourselves  that  any  reasonable  ground  of 
alarm  for  their  safety  need  be  entertained.1" 

I  hope,  and  trust  not. 

In  Mr  B.'s  remarks  on  the  ornaments 
of  this  book  of  travels,  he  pays  them 
a  well-deserved  compliment,  but  goes 
sadly  out  of  his  way  to  abuse  what 
he  calls  "  the  greasy  daubs  of  litho- 
graphy." Now,  this  is  unjust  to  a  most 
useful  art,  which  they  are  daily  bring- 
ing to  more  and  more  perfection.  If 
Mr  Barrow  would  just  cast  his  eyes 
over  Francis  Nicholson's  plates,  he 
would,  I  think,  be  inclined  to  retract 
his  censure.  Be  the  defects  of  litho- 
graphy what  they  may,  it  at  all  events 
gives 'you  the  picture  from  the  very 
hand  of  the  painter ;  and  I  trust  the 
unworthy  jealousy  among  line  engra- 
vers, which  has  already  turned  it  three 
times  out  of  the  country,  will  not 
again  prevail  to  banish  it  from  us  a 
fourth  time.  To  Mr  Finden's  merits 
I  readily  subscribe ;  indeed,  I  should 
be  blind  if  I  did  not ;  but  a  more  com- 
plete apropos  des  bottes  never  occurred 
than  in  the  way  Barrow  here  brings 
him  forward.  He  mentions  that  the 
etchings  are  finished  in  line-engraving 
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by  Mr  Finden,  a  young  and  promising 
artist ;  and  then,  apropos  of  Mr  Fin- 
den,  an  asterisk  directs  to  a  note,  in 
which  we  are  informed,  that  "  his  en- 
gravings of  Captain  Batty 's  Welch 
scenery  are  beautiful  specimens  of 
this  branch  of  the  art."  How  natu- 
rally a  puff'  on  Welch  scenery  comes 
in,  in  a  disquisition  on  a  journey  to  the 
Polar  Sea  !  But  the  whole  is  explain- 
ed when  we  learn  that  Batty,  a  very 
worthy  fellow,  is  the  reviewer's  son- 
in-law,  and  that  his  book  does  not 
sell  so  well  as  it  ought !  There  are 
tricks  in  a'  trades,  Mr  North.  To 
crown  the  whole,  Murray  is  about 
bringing  out  another  edition  of  Frank- 
lin, to  be  ornamented  not  by  etchings 
— not  by  line-engravings — not  by  Mr 
Finden — but  by  those  very  ie  greasy 
daubs  of  lithography"  which  are  scorn- 
ed by  his  reviewer,  and  used  as  a  peg 
to  hang  a  note-puftatory  upon. 

Moore's  (not  Tom,  but  Abraham) 
Moore's  Pindar  is  the  subject  of  the 
next  paper.  As  I  have  neither  origi- 
nal nor  translation  by  me  here  in  this 
rustic  sojourn,  I  cannot  give  an  opinion 
on  the  merits  of  the  critique.  It  ap- 
pears too  verbal,  too  fond  of  cavilling 
at  words,  and  carping  at  trifles ;  but  it 
is  a  most  readable  article.  Moore  had 
certainly  (I  judge  by  the  specimens 
here  given)  a  fine  ear  for  versification, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  the  book 
is  an  accession  to  our  literature.  What 
could  have  possessed  the  reviewer  to 
conclude  his  review  of  the  work  of 
such  a  man  by  such  a  piece  of  classi- 
cal cant  as  he  does.  There  is  no  man 
more  truly  devoted  to  classical  litera- 
ture than  I  am — nobody  more  willing 
to  pay  knee  tribute  to  the  glorious  old 
writers  of  Greece — nobody  more  ready 
to  defend  against  the  mean  and  gro- 
velling shopkeeping  spirit  of  innova- 
tion the  grand  institutions  for  the 
education  of  the  flower  of  England's 
youth— but  as  I  hate  cant  in  religion 
— cant  in  politics — cant  in  criticism — 
cant  in  taste— so  do  I  detest  cant  in 
these  subjects  too.  Homer  and  Pin- 
dar, great  and  sublime  as  they  are,  do 
not  of  themselves  "  sooth,  purify,  or 
exalt"  the  human  heart.  The  might- 
iest scholars — alas  !  for  the  obliquities 
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of  our  nature — have  been  stained  and 
sullied  by  crimes  the  most  atrocious, 
by  sensualities  the  most  grovelling. 
Why  did  the  reviewer  choose  such  a 
time  for  such  an  observation  ?  Moore, 
whose  book  he  was  reviewing,  was  an 
accomplished  scholar,  aman  '•  initiated 
early,  and  imbued  deeply,  in  the  man- 
liness and  taste  of  Grecian  literature." 
Yet  he  was  a  whig,  and  an  outcast ;  a 
man  obliged  to  fly  for  having  robbed 
his  patron  Earl  Grosvenor  to  an  im- 
mense amount — a  mere  model  of  pe- 
culation and  ingratitude.  No,  sir, 
there  is  another  book,  which  alone 
truly  sooths,  purifies,  and  exalts — a 
book  that  bids  us  "  Fear  God,  and  ho- 
nour the  King,"  but  that,  to  Mr  Moore's 
party,  is  a  sealed  volume.  Without  a 
knowledge  of  its  contents,  the  most  in- 
timate acquaintance  with  the  glory  and 
grandevir  of  the  all  but  divine  poets  of 
Greece,  will  avail  nothing  to  the  puri- 
fication of  soul. 

The  eighth  article,  on  the  Navigation 
Laws — I  feel  I  am  not  equal  to  the 
subject.  It  will  require  a  separate  and 
well-thought-on  paper,  not  such  light 
sketches  as  I  am  here  throwing  off'  I 
participate  in  the  fears  of  the  reviewer, 
that  we  are  letting  theory  go  too  far. 
I  tremble  at  meddling  with  the  insii- 
tutions  of  our  ancestors,  even  though 
I  have  Mr,Ricardo's  assertion  that  he 
is  a  wiser  man  than  any  of  them.  Above 
all,  I  dread  tampering  with  our  right 
arm  of  strength,  the  navy.  Woe 
to  us  when  we  lose  the  watery  wall  i 
Under  the  old  Navigation  Laws  were 
fostered  Russels,  and  Boscawens,  and 
Rodneys,  and  St  Vincents,  and  Dun- 
cans, and  the  mighty  glories  of  Nel- 
son— I  will  not  say  that  it  was  alto- 
gether in  consequence  of  these  laws — 
but  if  it  were,  then  those  who  have  al- 
tered them  have  undertaken  a  fearful 
responsibility.  But  I  own  I  am  not 
competent  to  the  consideration.  I  leave 
it  to  abler  hands,  contenting  myself 
with  expressing  my  humble,  but  ear- 
nest hopes,  that  the  fine -drawn  specu- 
lations of  theorists,  will  not  be  allowed 
to  trifle  with  what  Sir  Walter  Scott 
emphatically  and  most  truly  calls,  "  the 
sheet  anchor  of  the  empire,  the  Bri- 
tish Navy."* 


*  Persons  who  arc  tuken  to  see  the  very  ingenious  lithographic  department  of  the 
Admiralty,  are  generally  required  to  write  a  few  words  to  be  thrown  off,  in  order  to  ex- 
hibit the  process.  When  Sir  Walter  visited  it,  he  wrote  the  above.  The  stone  is  still 
carefully  preserved. 
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The  ninth  and  tenth  articles  I  have 
already  noticed,  and,  for  the  present,  I 
pass  the  eleventh,  in  order  to  consider 
it  in  connexion  with  the  last.  The 
twelfth  is  by  Southey,  an  amusing  and 
instructive  account  of  the  Theophilan- 
thropists  of  France — indeed  all  the 
Doctor's  histories  of  sects  are  amusing 
and  instructive — which  at  last  diver- 
ges easily  enough  into  an  ardent  pic- 
ture of  the  progress  of  infidelity  among 
ourselves — and  concludes  with  an  ad- 
mirable precis  of  the  proofs  of  the 
Christian  religion.  This  is  in  truth  an 
excellent  paper,  but  I  do  not  partici- 
pate altogether  in  the  views  taken  by 
Southey  of  the  dangers  to  which  reli- 
gion is  exposed.  I  never  fear  the  con- 
test of  the  good  and  the  evil  principle. 
Give  us  a  fair  stage,  and  no  favour,  and 
we  shall  still  hold  the  mastery.  Sou- 
they says,  that  more  than  eleven  mil- 
lions of  newspapers  are  annually  circu- 
lated among  us,  and  at  least  two- thirds 
of  the  number  aim  at  the  destruction 
of  sound  principles.  I  doubt  that  it  is 
fact.  But,  even  admitting  it,  the  glori- 
ous army  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  press 
does  not  strike  me  as  a  vastly  formi- 
dable body  by  any  means.  All  the  edu- 
cated classes  of  society  merely  despise 
them — they  know  that  with  few,  very, 
very  few  exceptions,  they  are  a  mean, 
illiterate,  stupid  gang  of  blockheads, 
who  can  just  turn  off  articles,  false  in 
fact,  lumpish  in  argument,  vulgar  in 
manner,  and  ungrammatical  in  style. 
Take  them  as  a  body,  I  assert  that  it 
would  be  impossible,  on  any  principle 
of  selection,  to  bring  together  so  utter- 
ly contemptible  a  pack  of  hounds  as 
the  London  "  gentlemen  of  the  press," 
from  the  editors  who  jabber  broken 
English  for  their  political  readers,  down 
to  the  footman  who  writes  fashionable 
intelligence  for  the  beau  monde.  The 
dissection,  the  utter  dissection  of  a 
newspaper,  would  afford  you  a  capital 
article,  but  it  should  be  done  by  some 
one  residing  in  London.  Believe  me, 
and  Dr  Southey,  too,  may  believe  me, 
that  even  the  pot-house  vulgarian  is 
not  much  gulled  by  them.  If  infideli- 
ty prevails,  and  it  does  prevail  nowhere 
but  in  London,  we  must  seek  other 
causes  than  the  agency  of  the  "  gen- 
tlemen of  the  press."  The  hounds  may 
yelp  in  to  join  the  cry,  to  be  sure,  but 
their  melody  is  of  no  great  avail.  WE 
— I  mean  the  men  who  wield  the  pen 
at  the  opposite  of  the  question — can 
put  them  down.  I  speak  it  without 


fear  of  contradiction.  Do  not  we  all 
remember  the  time  when  the  Whigs 
had  everything  their  own  way  ;  when 
a  man  hardly  dared  avow  himself  a 
Tory,  for  fear  of  being  pronounced  an 
illiberal  blockhead ;  when  the  Edin- 
burgh Review  was  the  acknowledged 
lord  of  literature  and  politics  ;  when 
Tom  Moore  was  the  wit  in  verse,  and 
Sydney  Smith  the  wit  in  prose ;  when, 
in  a  word,  all  was  their  own?  And  how 
is  it  now  ?  Why,  Whig  and  jack-ass 
are  convertible  terms ;  it  is  a  by- 
word of  reproach ;  they  are  our  butts, 
our  common-places  of  fun,  our  Lis- 
tens, our  Grimalde's.  Blue  and  Yellow 
is  waste  paper — Tom  Moore  is  obliged 
to  submit  his  poetry  to  the  care  of  a 
lawyer,  before  he  dares  print.it — Syd- 
ney Smith  is  compelled  to  transport 
himself  to  Botany  Bay,  in  quest  of  bad 
jokes — and,  in  short,  they  are  laugh- 
ed at  by  us,  blackguarded  by  Cobbett 
and  his  crew,  and  pelted  by  the  mob. 
They  are  now  a  nerveless,  knotless, 

E luckless,  powerless,  as  well  as  a  God- 
;ss  faction.  We,  North,  we  of  this 
Magazine,  began  the  good  work  j  we 
seized  their  cannon,  and  turned  it  on 
themselves  ;  our  example  was  follow- 
ed by  others,  and  now  they  find  they 
can  only  defend  themselves  from  the 
whizzing  shafts  of  our  ridicule,  by 
skulking  under  the  protection  of  laws, 
which  they  had,  during  their  own  tri- 
umphant career,  denounced  as  absurd 
and  tyrannical. 

So  will  it  be  with  the  anti-religion- 
ists. Southey  attaches  too  much  im- 
portance to  their  writings,  being  him- 
self a  litterateur.  They,  too,  could  be 
written  down  ;  and  the  heart  of  Eng- 
land, sound  at  the  core,  is  against 
them.  I  have  often  been  tempted  to 
wish  that  the  system  of  prosecution 
was  dropped.  I  am  aware  that  it  is 
a  very  ticklish  question  ;  but,  feeling 
confident  as  I  do,  that  God  will  never 
give  us  up  to  be  conquered  by  the 
devil,  if  we  stand  firm  to  one  another, 
knowing  the  vast  superiority  of  intel- 
lect on  .our  side,  remembering  the 
triumphs  of  Christianity  in  every  age, 
I  should  not  fear  the  diffusion  of  thou- 
sands of  copies  of  the  works  of  Tom 
Paine  and  villains  of  his  stamp,  while 
we  have  hearts  and  heads  to  oppose 
them.  I  expect  much  from  the  sys- 
tem of  education  pursued  towards  the 
rising  generation.  I  expect  much 
from  the  increased  energy  and  zeal  of 
the  clergy  of  the  Church  of  England, 


18230 


On  the  last  Number  of  the  Quarterly  Review. 


without  which  all  prosecutions  are  un- 
availing. In  Southey's  own  words,  (I 
quote  from  memory ;) 
14  But  if  within  her  walls,  indifference  dwell, 
Woe  to  her  then  !  She  needs  no  outer 
wound." 

If,  however,  in  place  of  indiffer- 
ence, zeal  should  abound,  I  care  not  a 
farthing  for  the  efforts  of  infidelity, 
and  would  willingly  vote  that  libel 
prosecutions  be  left  to  such  friends  of 
freedom,  as  Henry  Grey  Bennet,  Den- 
man,  Brougham,  the  late  Queen,  Da- 
niel O'Connell  of  Ireland,  Lord  Archy 
Shilling,  Peter  Finnerty,  late  of  the 
pillory,  and  John  Leslie.  The  worthy 
Laureate,  by  the  way,  falls  into  the 
old  Lake  trick  twice  in  the  course  of 
this  concern.  He  quotes  his  own  Joan 
of  Arc,  ( O  ye  Gods !)  and  he  puffs 
Elia!— Eheu!  Eheu ! 

I  consider  the  eleventh  and  thir- 
teenth articles  together,  as  being  on 
something  similar  subjects,  the  former 
on  Greece,  the  latter  on  Spain ;  but 
how  dissimilar  in  style,  argument,  and 
common  sense  !  The  paper  on  Spanish 
affairs  is  by  a  sensible,  well-informed, 
clear-headed,  statesmanlike  writer,  who 
knows  the  interests  of  his  country, 
and  is  not  led  away  by  the  nonsensi- 
cal claptraps  that  amuse  fools.  The 
other  is  a  mere  piece  of  schoolboy  fro- 
thy declamation,  such  a  thing  as  would 
be  counted  very  clever  in  a  boy  at 
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Westminster ;  and  had  I  heard  it  from 
such  a  youth,  I  should  have  been 
tempted  to  say,  "  That  is  really  a  fine 
promising  lad — has  read  his  authors 
with  some  taste — How  old  may  he  be? 
Seventeen? — Ay,  a  fine  lad  indeed, 
fine  honourable  boyish  notions,  and 
no  doubt,  when  he  gets  a  few  years 
over  his  head,  and  can  see  things,  not 
through  mere  bookish  media,  he  will 
be  able  to  produce  something  worth 
reading,  if  he  can  acquire  a  less  am- 
bitious style,  and  lose  the  habit  of 
quoting  Greek — and  that,  of  course, 
he  will  do."  But  I  have  far  different 
feelings  for  the  composition  of  a  full- 
grown  man,  who  has  felt  the  razor 
over  his  throat.  The  quarrel  between 
the  Turks  and  the  Greeks  is  a  quarrel 
between  two  hostile  factions  of  people 
of  the  same  country. 

QWe  must  beg  Tickler's  pardon  for 
diminishing  his  excellent  article,  by 
omitting  his  strictures  on  the  Greek 
affairs — because  we  have  not  room. 
They  shall  appear  in  our  next.  If 
Tim  wishes,  he  may  alter,  or  add,  or 
omit,  ad  libitum,  in  the  meantime.]] 

The  other  affair  of  which  you  spoke 
shall  be  attended  to.  Mrs  T.  presents 
her  compliments — the  youngster,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  still  continues  weakly.  I 
am,  dear  sir,  yours  ever, 

TIMOTHY  TICKLER. 
Southside,  Saturday. 


P.S. — Southey  is  still  vivid  in  wrath  against  his  Lordship  of  Byron,  ex.  gr. 
"  Contagion  was  extended  beyond  the  sphere  of  the  court,  by  a  race  of 
poets — 

**  Whose  loose  lascivious  lays  perpetuated 

Their  own  corruption.   Soul-polluted  slaves, 

Who  sate  them  down  deliberately  lewd 

So  to  awake,  and  pamper  lust  in  minds 
•  Unborn.1" 

Which  sweet  strain,  we  learn  by  a  note,  is  in  "  Joan  of  Arc."  As  also' that "  These 
lines  sufficiently  shew,  that  their  author  held  the  same  moral  opinions  at 
the  age  of  nineteen,  as  when  he  branded  the  author  of  Don  Juan" — a  most  im- 
portant and  highly-interesting  fact.  But  I  am  no  pretender  to  great  powers  of 
divination,  when  I  say,  that  that  note  never  would  have  appeared  in  the  Quar- 
terly, had  not  his  Lordship  quarrelled  with  Murray. 

Again,  ".  One  Liberal,  (we  are  thankful  for  the  word — it  is  well  that  we 
should  have  one  which  will  at  once  express  whatever  is  detestable  in  principle, 
and  flagitious  in  conduct.)"  *  Prosecute  Southey,  John  Hunt,  prosecute  him, 
man,  without  a  moment's  delay.  Leigh  the  first,  also,  had  better  take  advice  on 
the  following  passage :  "  Some  of  the  most  depraved  minds  in  the  present  ge- 
neration, have  manifested  this  tendency,  proclaiming,  at  the  same  time,  their 
hatred  for  Christianity,  and  their  predilection  for  what  they  are  pleased  to  call 
the  religion  of  the  loves  and  luxuries— that  i,»,  the  religion  of  Jupiter,  Mars, 
Bacchus,  Venus,  the  Garden  God,"  &c.  &c.  Apollo  and  Mercurius,  and  the 
rest,  as  Bryan  O'Proctor  has  it.  "  Some  of  the  most  DEPRAVED  minds  !"  T7;° ' 
Fie! 

"  Oh,  Bryan  William  Proctor  Cornwall  Barry, 
Open  your  sketchico-dramatic  mouth," 


Fie! 
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and  fight  in  defence  of  the  sky-gods.  Again,  "  others  of  a  higher  class 
mingle,  like  Voltaire,  filth  with  blasphemy,  impiety  with  lewdness,  and  pur- 
sue their  object  with  such  devoted  perseverance,  as  if  the  devil  had  chosen 
them  for  his  apostles."  A  hit  palpable  against  the  Satanic  school,  a  nickname 
which,  however,  will  hardly  last  as  long  as  our  own  Cockney  or  Leg-of-Mut- 
ton  Schools  of  Poetry. 

T.  T. 

P.S.  —  I  have  a  corner  still  left  of  this  voluminous  epistle  —  and  I  shall  use  it 
to  enter  an  appeal  in  behalf  of  Jerry  Bentham.  Hang  it,  he  is  our  preserve. 
He  is  lugged  in  in  p.  502,  text  and  note  —  in  p,  551—  and  other  places. 
This  is  poaching  on  you.  Warn  Murray's  scribes  off,  and  vindicate  your  right 
in  cutting  up  that  first-rate  piece  of  game,  him  whom  a  friend  of  our  ^  calls,  in 
that  droll  song  which  he  sung  a  fortnight  ago  for  us,  (and  which  you  should 
print,) 

"  Sage  Jeremy  the  bencher 

Of  Lincoln's  Inn  —  of  Lincoln's  Inn." 


Good  night  —  it  is  almost  two  o'clock. 
£l  write  to-morrow.]] 


T.  T. 


I  was  just  going  to  seal  up,  when 
your  new  packet  came  to  hand. — 
Well,  I  have  read  the  three  new  Can- 
tos. 

ALAS  !  POOR  BYRON  ! 

Not  ten  times  a-day,  dear  Christo- 
pher, but  ten  times  a-page,  as  I  wan- 
dered over  the  intense  and  incredible 
stupidities  of  this  duodecimo,  was  the 
departed  spirit  of  the  genius  of  Childe 
Harold  saluted  with  this  exclamation. 
Alas !  that  one  so  gifted — one  whose 
soul  gave  such  appearance  of  being 
deeply  imbued  with  the  genuine  spi- 
rit of  poetry— one,  to  whom  we  all 
looked  as  an  ornament  of  our  litera- 
ture, and  who  indeed  has  contributed 
in  no  small  degree  towards  spreading 
a  strain  of  higher  mood  over  our  poet- 
ry— should  descend  to  the  composition 
of  heartless,  heavy,  dull,  anti-British 
garbage,  to  be  printed  by  the  Cock- 
neys, and  puffed  in  the  Examiner. — 
Alas !  alas !  that  he  should  stoop  to 
the  miserable  degradation  of  being 
extolled  by  Hunt ! — that  he,  who  we 
hoped  would  be  the  Samson  of  our 
poetical  day,  should  suffer  himself  to 
be  so  enervated  by  the  unworthy  De- 
lilahs  which  have  enslaved  his  imagi- 
nation, as  to  be  reduced  to  the  foul 
office  of  displaying  blind  buffooneries 
before  the  Phihstines  of  Cockaigne. 

But  so  it  is.  Here  we  have  three 
cantos  of  some  hundred  verses,  from 
which  it  would  be  impossible  to  ex- 


tract twenty,  distinguished  by  any 
readable  quality.  Cant  I  never  speak, 
and,  with  the  blessing  of  God,  never 
will  speak — especially  to  you  ;  and  ac- 
cordingly, though  I  was  thoroughly 
disgusted  with  the  scope  and  tendency 
of  the  former  cantos  of  the  Don — 
though  there  were  passages  in  them 
which,  in  common  with  all  other  men 
of  upright  minds  and  true  feelings,  I 
looked  on  with  indignation — yet  I,  for 
one,  never  permitted  my  moral  or  po- 
litical antipathies  so  to  master  my  cri- 
tical judgment,  as  to  make  me  whi- 
ningly  decry  the  talent  which  they  of- 
ten wickedly,  sometimes  properly,  ex- 
hibited. But  here  we  are  in  a  lower 
deep — we  are  wallowing  in  a  sty  of 
mere  filth.  Page  after  page  presents 
us  with  a  monotonous  unmusical  drawl, 
decrying  chastity,  sneering  at  matri- 
mony, cursing  wives,  abusing  monar- 
chy, deprecating  lawful  government, 
lisping  dull  double-en tendres,  hymn- 
ing Jacobinism,  in  a  style  and  manner 
so  little  unrelieved  by  any  indication 
of  poetic  power,  that  I  feel  a  moral 
conviction  that  his  lordship  must  have 
taken  the  Examiner,  the  Liberal,  the 
Rimini,  the  Round  Table,  as  his  mo- 
del, and  endeavoured  to  write  himself 
down  to  the  level  of  the  capacities  and 
the  swinish  tastes  of  those  with  whom 
he  has  the  misfortune,  originally,  I 
bc'lieve,  from  charitable  motives,  to 
associate.  This  is  the  most  charitable 
hypothesis  which  I  can  frame.  Indeed 


1823.]]  On  the  New  Cantos  of  Don  Juan.  89 

there  are  some  verses  which  have  all  translation  of  the  strong  expression  of 
the  appearance  of  having  been  inter-  the  Stoic  satirist)  which  floats  on  the 
polated  by  the  King  of  the  Cockneys,  slaver  of  too  many  of  these  pages.  I 
At  least  I  hope  so — I  hope  that  there  allude,  for  instance,  to  the  attempt  at 
is  but  one  set  capable  of  writing  any-  wit,  where  the  poet  (theyx>e#/)  is  fa- 
thing  so  leering  and  impotent,  as  the  cetious  at  the  state  of  females  during 
loinless  drivelling  (if  I  may  venture  a  the  sack  of  a  town  ;*  the  greatest  part 


*  It  is  a  pity  to  reprint  such  things,  but  a  single  specimen  here  may  do  good,  by  the 
disgust  for  the  whole  which  it  must  create. 

"  In  one  thing  ne'ertheless  'tis  fit  to  praise 

The  Russian  army  upon  this  occasion, 
A  virtue  much  in  fashion  now-a-days, 

And  therefore  worthy  of  commemoration  : 
The  topic's  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase — 

Perhaps  the  season's  chill,  and  their  lone  station 
In  winter's  depth,  or  want  of  rest  and  victual, 
Had  made  them  ehaste  ; — they  ravish'd  very  little. 

"  Much  did  they  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no  less 

Might  here  and  there  occur  some  violation 
In  the  other  line  ; — but  not  to  such  excess 

As  when  the  French,  that  dissipated  nation, 
Take  towns  by  storm  ;  no  causes  can  I  guess, 

Except  cold  weather  and  commiseration  ; 
But  all  the  ladies,  save  some  twenty  score, 
Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  before. 

"  Some  odd  mistakes,  too,  happen'd  in  the  dark, 

Which  showed  a  want  of  lanterns,  or  of  taste- 
Indeed  the  smoke  was  such  they  scarce  could  mark 

Their  friends  from  foes, — besides  such  things  from  haste 
Occur,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a  spark 

Of  light  to  save  the  venerably  chaste  ; — 
But  six  old  damsels,  each  of  seventy  years, 
Were  all  deflower'd  by  different  grenadiers. 

"  But  on  the  whole  their  continence  was  great ; 

So  that  some  disappointment  there  ensued 
To  those  who  had  felt  the  inconvenient  state 

Of  '  single  blessedness,'  and  thought  it  good 
(Since  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate, 

To  bear  these  crosses)  for  each  waning  prude 
To  make  a  Roman  sort  of  Sabine  wedding, 
Without  the  expense  and  the  suspense  of  bedding. 

"  Some  voices  of  the  buxom  middle-aged 

Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din 
(Widows  of  forty  were  these  birds  long  caged) 

'  Wherefore  the  ravishing  did  not  begin  !' 
But,  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder  raged, 

There  was  small  leisure  for  superfluous  sin  ; 
But  whether  they  escaped- or  no,  lies  hid 

In  darkness — I  can  only  hope  they  did. 

"  Suwarrow  now  was  conqueror — a  match 
For  Timour  or  for  Zinghis  in  his  trade. 


While  mosques  and  streets,  beneath  his  eyes,  like  thatch 
Blazed,  and  the  cannon's  roar  was  scarce  allay'd, 

With  bloody  hands  he  wrote  his  first  dispatch  ; 
And  here  exactly  follows  what  he  said — 

'  Glory  to  God  and  to  the  Empress  !"  (Powers 

Eternal !  !  such  names  mingled  !)  '  Ismail's  ours.' 
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of  the  seraglio  scene  ;  and  other  places 
to  which  I  must  decline  making  any 
farther  reference. 

Alas  !  poor  Lord  Byron  !  His  ori- 
ginality has  been  often  questioned,  and 
he  has  of  late  been  compelled  to  ad- 
mit, that  the  scissors,  or  a  mental  ope- 
ration almost  as  mechanical  as  scissors- 
work,  have  stood  him  in  good  stead. 
In  this  new  book  of  his,  he  honestly 
confesses  his  obligation  to  a  French 
description  of  the  siege  of  Ismail.  So 
far  so  good.  But  he  has  not  the  cou- 
rage, or,  if  you  will,  the  impudence,  to 
avow  his  obligation  to  another  French 
work,  which  has  supplied  his  warm 
colouring.  I  may  as  well  name  the 
book  at  once — the  Chevalier  de  Fau- 
blas.  To  such  of  your  readers  as  know 
the  book,  there  is  no  need  of  making 
any  observation  whatever  on  its  con- 
tents— to  those  who  do  not,  I  may  just 
mention  that  the  meritorious  Mr  Ben- 
bow  has  suffered  an  accident  before 
the  courts  of  Westminster  for  being  so 
liberal  as  to  republish  it.  Now,  from 
this  filthy  work,  which  I  am  really  al- 
most ashamed  for  having  mentioned, 
are  all  the  striking  situations  of  Don 
Juan  taken — for  instance,  the  very  in- 
cident in  the  seraglio,  &c.  &c.  &c.  It 
is,  however,  fair  to  say,  that  Byron 
adopts  here  and  there  the  filthy  inci- 
dents, and,  almost  throughout,  the 
filthy  tone,  of  Faublas,  without,  in  any 
one  passage,  (I  mean  of  these  three 
new  cantos,)  rivalling  the  sparkle  of 
Louvet's  wit — far  less  the  elegance  of 
Louvet's  language. 

Talking  of  language,  it  is  indeed 
luce  clarius  that  Lord  B.'s  residence  in 
Italy  has  been  much  too  long  pro- 
tracted. He  has  positively  lost  his  ear, 
not  only  for  the  harmony  of  English 
verse,  but  for  the  very  jingle  of  Eng- 
lish rhymes.  He  makes  will  rhyme  to 
will  in  stanza  33  of  Canto  VI.  "  Pa- 
tience" is  the  rhyme  to  "  fresh  ones" 
in  another  place.  "  John  Murray" 


rhymes  to  "  necessary"  in  a  third  ; 
and  "  had  in  her"  to  "  Wladimir"  in 
a  fourth.  As  for  the  flow  of  his  verse, 
read  the  following  patches  of  dull 
prose : 

"  He  died  at  fifty  for  a  queen  of  forty  ; 
I  wish  their  years  had  been  fifteen  and 
twenty,  for  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds, 
are  but  a  sport ;  I  remember  when,  though 
I  had  no  great  plenty  of  worlds  to  lose,  yet 
still,  to  pay  my  court,  I  gave  what  I  had 
— a  heart  ; — as  the  world  went  I  gave 
what  was  worth  a  world ;  for  worlds  could 
never  restore  me  those  pure  feelings,  gone 
for  ever." 

"  I  wonder  Although  Mars  no  doubt's 
a  god  I  praise)  if  a  man's  name  in  a  bullet* 
in  may  make  up  for  a  bullet  in  his  body  ? 
I  hope  this  little  question  is  no  sin,  be- 
cause, though  I  am  but  a  simple  noddy,  I 
think  one  Shakespeare  puts  the  same- 
thought  in  the  mouth  of  some  one  in  his 
plays  so  doating,  which  many  people  pass 
for  wits  by  quoting." 

Stop  here  for  a  moment,  Christo- 
pher, just  to  admire  the  style  in  which 
"  one  Shakespeare,"  and  his  "  doating 
plays,"  are  mentioned  by  this  worship- 
per of  Pope ;  and  then  go  on  to  the  fol- 
lowing : 

"  Perceiving  then  no  more  the  command- 
ant of  his  own  corps,  nor  even  the  corps, 
which  had  quite  disappeared — the  Gods 
know  how  !  (I  can't  account  for  every- 
thing which  may  look  bad  in  history  ;  but 
we  at  least  may  grant  it  was  not  marvellous 
that  a  mere  lad,  in  search  of  glory,  should 
look  on  before,  nor  care  a  pinch  of  snuff 
about  his  corps.") 

Read  these  morceaus,  (they  are 
three  veritable  stanzas  of  Don  Juan,) 
and  doubt,  if  you  can,  that  Byron  has 
staid  away  rather  too  long,  and  that, 
if  he  means  to  write  more  English,  it 
is  high  time  he  were  back  in  England, 
to  hear  the  language  spoken. — It  is  very 
good  of  him  to  give  alms  to  any  poor 
Cockney  he  finds  at  sea  abroad,  with- 
out a  tester  in  his  fob — but  hence- 


"  Methinks  these  are  the  most  tremendous  words, 
Since  '  Mene,  Mene,  Tekel,'  and  'Upharsin,' 

Which  hands  or  pens  have  ever  traced  of  swords. 
Heaven  help  me  !  /'/»  but  little  of  a  parson  : 

What  Daniel  read  teas  short-hand  of  the  Lord's, 
Severe,  sublime ;  the  Prophet  wrote  no  farce  on 

The  fate  of  Nations  ; — but  this  Russ  so  witty 

Could  rhyme,  like  Nero,  o'er  a  burning  city." 
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forth  he  must  actually  guard  against  and  "  STRAW/'  like  the  immortal 
allowing  them  to  utter  any  of  their  LEIGH  REX  himself?  Just  imagine 
gibberish  in  his  hearing.  If  he  goes  him  already  sunk  to  beginning  a 
on  in  such  culpable,  however  amiable,  stanza,  with  such  a  line  as  "  But  Juan 
weaknesses,  why,  who  shall  swear  was  quite  '  A  BROTH  OF  A  BOY  !!!"-' 
that  he  won't  come  in  time  to  rhy-  Of  the  wit  of  these  Cantos,  deign 
ming  "  Morn"  and  "  Fawn,"  like  to  accept  this  one  sample.  The  pas- 
Barry  Cornwall — "  Dear"  and  "  Cy-  sage  .occurs  in  the  description  of  Su- 
tfierea"  like  John  Keats — or  "  FOR"  warrow's  host. 

"  Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renown, 

Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers; 
Not  fighting  for  their  country  or  its  crown, 

But  wishing  to  be  one  day  brigadiers ; 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town  ; 

A  pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  their  years. 
'Mongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  pith, 
Sixteen  called  Thomson,  and  nineteen  named  Smith. 

Jack  Thomson  and  Bill  Thomson ; — all  the  rest 
Had  been  called  c  Jemmy,  after  the  great  bard ; 

I  don't  know  whether  they  had  arms  or  crest, 
But  such  a  godfather's  as  good  a  card. 

Three  of  the  Smiths  were  Peters ;  but  the  best 
Amongst  them  all,  hard  blows  to  inflict  or  ward, 

Was  he,  since  so  renowned  '  in  country  quarters 

At  Halifax  /  but  now  he  served  the  Tartars. 

The  rest  were  Jacks  and  Gills,  and  Wills  and  Bills ; 

But  when  I've  added  that  the  elder  Jack  Smith 
Was  born  in  Cumberland  among  the  hills, 

And  that  his  father  was  an  honest  blacksmith, 
I've  said  all  I  know  of  a  name  that  fills 

Three  lines  of  the  despatch  in  taking  '  Schmacksmith,' 
A  village  of  Moldavia's  waste,  wherein 
He  fell,  immortal  in  a  bulletin." 

***** 

"  A  habit  rather  blameable,  which  is 

That  of  despising  those  we  combat  with, 
Common  in  many  cases,  was  in  this 

The  cause  of  killing  Tchitchitzkoff  and  Smith ; 
One  of  the  valorous  '  Smiths'  whom  we  shall  miss 

Out  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to  '  pith  ;' 
But  'tis  a  name  so  spread  o'er  e  Sir'  and  f  Madam/ 
That  one  would  think  the  FIRST  who  bore  it  f  ADAM.'  " 

And  then  to  crown  the  whole,  take  the  stanza  that  immediately  follows  this 
about  "  Tchitchitzkoff  and  Smith." 

"  The  Russian  batteries  were  incomplete, 

Because  they  were  constructed  in  a  hurry ; 
Thus  the  same  cause  which  makes  a  verse  want  feet, 

And  throws  a  cloud  o'er  Longman  and  John  Murray, 
When  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  so  fleet 

As  they  who  print  them  think  is  necessary, 
May  likewise  put  off  for  a  time  what  story 
Sometimes  calls  f  murder,'  and  at  others  '  glory.' " 

These  are  the  mumblings  of  a  man,  I  am  almost  ashamed  to  think  of  my- 
whose  impressions  of  Joseph  Miller  self  tacking  the  mention  of  such  con- 
have  been  weakened  by  long  absence !  temptible  trash  to  a  notice,  however 
Never  was  such  poor,  poor  stuff— and  hasty  and  imperfect,  of  such  a  work 
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as  the  Quarterly  Review.  Southey, 
Gifford,  &c.  have  their  faults— above 
all,  they  have  their  affectations — but, 
Heaven  preserve  us !  what  a  plunge  it 
is  from  their  worst  to  the  best  that 
even  Lord  Byron  seems  capable  of 
giving  us  since  his  conjunction  with 
these  deluded  drivellers  of  Cockaigne ! 
There  we  have  at  least  strong  English 
prejudices  delivered  in  the  strong  clear 
language  of  England  !  Here,  what 
have  we  got  ?  Stupid  French  books 
translated,  not  into  stupid  English, 
butinto  stupid  Cockneyeze — wit,  that 
won't  make  the  Duke  of  Sussex  him- 
self chuckle  —  verse,  that  Charles 
Young  himself  could  not  read,  so  as 
to  produce  anything  like  the  effect  of 
musical  cadence — jests,  that  even  the 
Laureate  will  not  feel — in  short,  to 
say  all  that  can  be  said — a  book  which, 
though  written  by  Lord  Byron,  is 
published  by,  without  elevating  the 
brotherhood  of,  the  Hunts  !  < 

I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  there  are 
not  some  half-dozen  or  two  of  stanzas 
not  quite  unworthy  of  the  better  days 
of  Lord  Byron.  There  are.  But  I 
have  already  occupied  far  too  many  of 
your  columns  with  a  production  which, 
with  fewer  exceptions  than  anything 
that  has  been  published  this  year,  (save 
only  perhaps  the  Liber  Amoris,)  by 
any  man  of  the  least  pretension  and 
talent  of  any  kind,  appears  deserving 
of  sovereign  and  universal  neglect — 
"  CHRISTIAN,  OR  THE  ISLAND,"  con- 
tained two  pages,  and  just  two  of  By- 
ronian  Poetry — all  the  rest  was  mere 
translation,  and  generally  feeble  trans- 
lation. This  contains  no  passage  equal 
to  the  two  I  allude  to  in  Christian — 
none  whatever.  It  contains  nothing 
that  the  moment  it  is  read  makes 
everybody  exclaim,  t(  Well,  say  what 
you  please  of  the  book — but  here  is  a 
stanza  which  no  living  man  but  Lord 
Byron  could  have  written."  There  is 
nothing  of  this  class  here — there  was 
in  the  worst  of  the  preceding  cantos  ; 
and,  in  one  word,  Don  Juan  appears, 
like  Lord  Byron  himself,  to  be  getting 
into  his  dotage  before  his  time. 

I  don't  remember  anything  so  com- 


plete  as  the  recent  fall  of  Lord  Byron's 
literary  name.  I  don't  mean  to  in- 
sinuate that  people  of  taste  think  less 
highly  now,  than  they  did  five,  six, 
seven,  or  eight  years  ago,  of  the  ge- 
nius of  Byron,  in  his  true  works  of 
genius.  But  what  I  mean  to  say  is 
this,  that  his  name  can  no  more  sell 
a  book  now,  than  Jeremy  Bentham's. 
Christian,  for  instance,  did  not  sell  a 
bit  better  than  any  new  poem  of  Mr 
Milman's,  or  Mrs  Hemans's,  would  do 
— and  this  continuation  of  Don  Juan 
is  obliged  to  be  sold  for  a  shilling, 
and  is  very  moderately  taken  off  even 
at  that  rate,  although,  of  course,  it  has 
all  the  advantage  of  being  believed  to 
be  a  licentious  thing.  Never,  to  be 
sure,  was  a  more  egregious  tumble. 
If  it  were*  only  to  check  the  joy  which 
must  prevail  in  a  certain  quarter, 
(which  I  need  not  name,)  if  this  goes 
on — Lord  Byron  ought  really  to  pull 
up,  and  make  at  least  one  more  exer- 
tion worthy  of  himself,  and  of  the  ori- 
ginal expectations  of  a  reading  public, 
that  has  unwillingly  deserted,  and 
that  would  most  gladly  return  to  him, 
even  after  all  that  has  happened. 

I  do  not  believe  Lord  Byron  to  be 
a  bad  man — I  mean  a  deliberately,  re- 
solvedly wicked  man.  I  know  him  to 
be  a  man  of  great  original  power  and 
genius,  and,  from  report,  I  know  him 
to  be  a  kind  friend  where  his  friend- 
ship is  wanted.  I  cannot  consent  to 
despair  of  Lord  Byron — but  as  to  his 
late  publications,  he  may  depend  up- 
on it,  they  are  received  by  the  people 
of  Britain  "  with  as  much  coldness  and 
indifference,"  (to  use  ah  expression 
in  one  of  Cobbett's  late  Registers,) 
"  as  if  they  were  as  many  ballads  from 
Grub  Street,  or  plays  from  Lord  John 
Russel." — He  must  adopt  an  entire 
change  of  system,  or  give  the  thing 
up  altogether.  So  thinks  sincerely, 
and  in  the  spirit  of  kindness  and  of 
regret,  much  more  than  in  any  other 
spirit, 

Yours  ever, 
Dear  Christopher, 
T.  T. 
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THE  INHABITED  WELL. 

From  the  Hindoostanee. 

THE  name  of  Mahummud,  as  the  founder  of  a  false  religion,  is  familiar  to 
every  one ;  and,  in  this  view,  his  history  has  been  studied,  and  his  impostures 
exposed  by  philosophers  and  divines.  But  it  has  been,  perhaps,  less  remarked, 
that,  among  the  vulgar  of  those  nations  where  his  religion  is  professed,  he  is 
better  known  as  the  hero  of  a  series  of  romantic  tales,  as  the  King  Arthur,  in 
short,  of  eastern  chivalry,  than  as  the  saint  or  lawgiver.  His  friends  and  com- 
panions (ushab)  are  exactly  the  knights  of  his  round-table  ;  and  their  common 
exploits  have  been  the  subject  of  as  much  rugged  rhyme  as  those  of  the  cham- 
pions of  Christendom.  The  Koran,  which  contains  what  is  really  known  con- 
cerning Mahummud,  never  having  been  profaned  by  translation,  has  left  room, 
among  his  ignorant  followers,  for  a  plentiful  crop- of  romance ;  and  of  this  cir- 
cumstance the  ballad-chroniclers  of  the  East  have  not  omitted  to  take  due  ad- 
vantage. Every  exploit  of  which  the  actor  was  a  name,  either  obsolete  or  un- 
known, has  found  a  ready  hero  in  this  favourite  of  their  devotion ;  and  many 
a  pearl  which  glittered  of  old^in  the  romantic  diadems  of  Rustam,  Secunder, 
or  the  forgotten  heroes  of  Ind,"has  been  translated  to  a  situation  where  it  may 
shine  to  more  advantage  in  the  tiara  of  Mahummud.  Some  of  these  gems,  it 
must  be  confessed,  are  but  "  barbaric  pearl ;"  but  many  appear  to  be  really 
interesting,  and  will  bear  a  comparison  with  anything  of  the  same  kind  in 
European  literature.  The  following  is  one  which  has  frequently  amused  me, 
and  which  I  translated  from  a  manuscript  given  me  by  an  old  Moollah  from 
Surat ;  the  story  is  familiar  to  the  Indian  Mussulmans,  and  perhaps  also  to 
those  of  other  countries. 

There  are  many  passages  in  this,  as  in  other  specimens  of  Oriental  narrative, 
whose  extravagance  at  once  startles  a  European  imagination  out  of  the  dream 
of  reality  which  more  gentle  management  might  have  prolonged  to  the  end  of 
the  fiction.  Most  of  these,  as  they  are  not  necessary  to  the  general  outline  of 
the  story,  I  have  retrenched  or  changed ;  the  rest,  without  much  violating  the 
better  regulations  of  European  literature,  will  still  give  a  sufficient  specimen 
of  what  is  required  from  the  poets  of  Hindoostan*  to  gratify  the  wild  taste  of 
their  countrymen. 

SHAGIRD. 
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When  mid-day's  fierce  and  cloudless  sun  From  dawn  till  noon  their  march  had  sped, 
Illumed  the  desert's  sand,  Beneath  the  scorching  sun  ; 

Mahummud  pitch'd  his  spreading  tents,  For  April's  freshening  spring  was  pass'd, 
To  rest  his  wearied  hand.  The  summer's  drought  begun. 


*  It  may  amuse  some  readers  to  trace  similarities  between  languages  so  remote  as 

the  Hindoostanee  and  vulgar  Scots.  The  following  are  a  few  of  the  more  striking  coin- 
cidences : — 

Scots.  Hindoostanee. 

Gird,  a  hoop.  Gird,  round,  circle. 

Sing,  to  singe.  Sengna,  to  toast  (bread.) 

Peery,  a  boy's  top.  Phira,  anything  whirled  round. 

Bannock,  a  toasted  cake.  Bhonna,  to  toast. 

Huff,  pet,  anger.  Khuffa,  angry,  vexed. 

Hallukit,  frolicsome,  light-witted.  Hnluka,  light ;  -wed,  wit. 

To  Job,  to  pierce,  to  prick.  Chobna,  to  prick. 

Swatch,  a  specimen.  ,   Suwatchna,  to  try,  to  prove. 

Nefunk,  (a  term  used  by  children  at  mar-     Ne  phenko,  don't  fling. 

bles)  no  flinging. 

Goose,  a  tailor's  smoothing  iron.  Ghusna,  to  rub,  to  smooth. 

Poh,  get  out.  Po,  imperative  of  Pona,  to  go. 

Glaur,  mud.  Gilawu,  mud. 

Flobby,  portly,  fat.  Firbih,  fat. 
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And  faint  with  thirst,  the  straggling  bands 

For  water  sought  the  wild  ; 
Where  round  them  far  the  parching  sands, 

Each  hopeless  search  beguiled. 

Each  gasping  wanderer  faint  return'd, 
His  comrades'  hopes  to  damp  ; 

And  raging  thirst  despairing  burn'd 
Through  all  the  restless  camp. 

Mahummud  heard  the  wailing  voice 
That  mid  his  followers  grew  : 

"  Go,  All,  friend  beloved,"  he  cried, 
"  Go  thou,  the  search  renew. 

"  Thy  fleet  Duldul  will  bear  thee  swift, 

The  region  far  to  spy  ; 
Some  fountain  hid,  some  cavern  moist, 

May  meet  thy  faithful  eye." 

The  generous  Ali  heard  the  call, 

He  seized  his  fiery  steed, 
Athwart  the  desert's  arid  breadth 

He  urged  impatient  speed. 

From  side  to  side  he  search'd  the  wild, 

Each  corner  vainly  tried  ; 
Till  mid  the  desert's  far  recess 

A  woodland  dark  was  spied. 

Amid  that  forest's  wildest  depth 

A  silent  tent  was  seen  ; 
And  still  and  lone  beneath  its  roof, 

A  man  of  ancient  mien. 

Amid  his  brow  the  Brahman's  seal 

Was  press'd  with  ashes  gray, 
Before  an  idol's  hideous  shape 

Absorb'd  he  stood  to  pray. 

With  deep  obeisance  oft  he  bent 

Before  the  image  grim, 
And  lowly  sung  with  earnest  voice, 

His  idol's  daemon  hymn. 

Awhile  amazed  the  hero  stood, 

Then  sternly  rushed  within  : 
"  Thou  hoar  idolater,"  he  cried, 

«*  Give  o'er  thy  work  of  sin. 

"  Alone  to  Allah,  sovereign  God, 

Is  praise  and  worship  due  : 
Shalt  thou  defraud  his  sacred  shrine 

To  deck  an  idol  crew  ? 

"  Away  !  those  fiendish  rites  forsake, 

Attend  where  I  proceed  ; 
The  great  Mahummud,  prophet  high, 

Shall  teach  a  truer  creed." 

He  seized  the  Brahman's  wither'd  hand ; 

Again  they  pierced  the  wood, 
Across  the  burning  wild  they  pass'd, 

Amid  the  camp  they  stood. 

Mahummud  saw  :  with  sovereign  voice 

He  called  the  Brahman  near. 
"  Lo  I"  cried  the  Prince,  "thine  idols  leave, 

My  better  counsels  hear; 


CJuly, 

"  And  go,  thy  lurking  friends  recal, 

Where'er  they  flee  to  hide ; 
From  all  their  haunts,  the  scattered  crowd, 

Before  my  presence  guide." 

"  My  people's  haunts,"  the  man  replied, 
"  May  scarce  be  quickly  found  ; 

They  fled  distress'dj,  when  far  they  heard 
Thine  host's  approaching  sound. 

"  An  hundred  years  my  days  have  pass'd 

Amid  this  lonely  wild, 
And  these  the  gods,  and  this  the  faith, 

My  fathers  taught  their  child. 

"  More  aged  still,  my  hoary  wife 

Twice  sixty  years  has  seen  ; 
Her  wisdom  o'er  the  wilds  of  life, 

My  guidance  still  has  been. 

"  Bid  her  be  brought ;  if  she  shall  yield 

Our  father's  faith  to  leave, 
I,  too,  with  all  our  friends,  will  here 

Thy  newer  faith  receive." 

Mahummud  heard ;  a  troop  was  sent, 
That  Brahman  old  their  guide ; 

That  ancient  crone  was  quickly  brought 
Her  husband  gray  beside. 

With  stooping  years  her  back  was  bent, 

Like  any  archer's  bow  ; 
Her  wily  eye  was  sparkling  seen, 

Beneath  her  wrinkled  brow. 

"  How  !  ancient  one,"  Mahummud  cried, 

"  Canst  thou  to  idols  kneel  ? 
Go  !  leave  their  den  ;  that  faith  receive 

Whose  lessons  I  reveal."— 

The  beldam  listening,  thus  replied  : 

"  Our  idols  we  will  leave  ; 
Yet  one  petition  thou  shalt  grant, 

Ere  we  thy  faith  receive. 

"  Amidst  this  desert's  burning  breadth, 

Where  we  unaided  dwell, 
To  quench  in  drought  our  wretched  thirst, 

Is  known  one  only  well. 

"  A  shining  lake  was  there  of  old, 
Where  pilgrims  loved  to  drink  ; 

But  powers  unknown  the  desert  shook, 
The  waves  were  seen  to  sink. 

"  Now  hid  within  a  darksome  cave 

The  scanty  waters  sleep, 
O'ershadow'd  cool  from  wasting  suns, 

By  many  a  rocky  steep. 

"  But  he  whose  steps  have  ventured  there, 
While  thirst  impatient  burn'd, 

Cut  off  by  some  unearthly  hand, 
Has  never  thence  return'd. 

"  The  boldest  dares  not  seek  the  brink, 
Though  parch'd  with  sorest  drought ; 

The  fainting  traveller  turns  his  head, 
And  shuns  the  haunted  spot. 
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"  And  now,  do  thou,  (if  such  thy  power,) 

Dissolve  this  deadly  spell ; 
Send  one  adventurous  warrior  forth 

The  evil  power  to  quell. 


The  Inhabited  Well. 

But,  all  unshaken,  Malik  heard 
Those  voices  rising  drear ; 

Above  the  hanging  verge  he  stood, 
He  call'd  his  followers  near. 
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"  One  pitcher  there,  if  thou  canst  fill, 

Nor  meet  the  wonted  harm, 
Such  deed,  (our  fathers  thus  revealed,) 

Will,  break  the  fatal  charm. 

"  And  we,  the  desert's  helpless  folk, 

Shall  owe  our  lives  to  thee ; 
Thy  God  shall  then  to  us  be  God, 

Our  Prophet  thou  shalt  be." — 

Mahummud,  wondering,  heard  the  tale, 

He  called  his  heroes  nigh : 
"  And  who,  my  followers,  now  shall  go, 

This  beldam's  feat  to  try  ?" 

Brave  Malik  heard  his  prince's  word, 
That  challenge  heard  he  strange  ; 

He  call'd  his  sturdy  followers  round 
The  dreaded  wood  to  range. 

Swift  o'er  the  wild  the  horseman  pass'd, 

The  well  at  last  was  seen. 
The  desert  round  was  brownly  parch'd, 

The  fountain's  brink  was  green. 

On  hillock  near  the  troop  remain'd, 

Alone  went  Malik  nigh  ; 
Above  the  tottering  edge  he  bent, 

And  downward  cast  his  eye. 

A  rugged,  deep,  and  yawning  pit 

Was  darkly  seen  below ; 
One  glimmering  sparkle,  far  beneath, 

Seem'd  upward  gaze  to  throw. 

A  while  he  stood ;  a  shatter'd  rock 

Within  his  reach  he  drew, 
And  down  the  dark  and  empty  gulf 

The  sinking  fragment  threw. 

And,  lo  !  a  wild  returning  roar 
Of  many  sounds  was  heard, 

And  fluttering  dim  across  the  gulf, 
Strange  shadowy  things  appear'd. 

Amid  the  tumult  drear  of  sounds, 
Came  warning  voices  high, — 

41  Depart  from  hence,  thou  foot  profane, 
For  he  who  comes  shall  die." — 


"  Who  first  (for  all  may  not  approach 

This  vaunted  feat  to  try) 
Who  first  will  down  the  cave  descend, 

Its  secrets  strange  to  spy  ?" 

Stepp'd  instant  forth  the  youthful  Saud, 

By  warrior  comrades  loved  ; 
"  By  me,"  he  said,  "  that  depth  be  sought, 

Those  airy  threat'nings  proved." — 

From  every  sword,  a  belt  was  ta'en, 

A  length  of  cord  to  tie, — 
Around  his  waist  they  bound  it  close, 

They  held  it  firm  on  high. 

He  traced  the  far  projecting  verge, 
His  downward  course  to  mark, 

And  soon  was  fearless  hid  from  view, 
Amid  the  cavern  dark. 

With  gaze  intent,  with  earnest  ear, 
His  comrades  there  remain'd  ; 

Above,  beneath,  a  silence  deep 
A  while  unbroken  reign 'd. 

Yet  soon  a  voice  was  heard  below, 
And  soon  a  struggling  groan  ; 

Soon  up  the  dark  and  fearful  gulf, 
The  head  of  Saud  was  thrown. 

Swift  up  the  pit  they  saw  it  rise, 

Beside  their  feet  it  fell, 
It  stain'd  with  blood  the  grassy  turf, 

Around  the  fearful  well. 

Aghast  they  stood ;  the  stoutest  heart 

At  that  appearance  quail'd  ; 
Their  bursting  tears,  their  deep  lament, 

Their  comrade's  fate  bewail'd. 

Brave  Malik  saw  the  dire  event 

Of  that  unhappy  hour. 
"  Such  deed,"  he  cried,  «  declares  the 

might 
'  Of  some  unearthly  power. 

"  But  be  the  power  whate'er  it  may, 
That  wrought  such  deed  of  ill ; 

Mahummud's  word  can  well  command 
Revenge  more  mighty  still." 


The  Inhabited  Well. 


PART  II. 


BRAVE  Malik  wheel'd  his  followers  round, 

Again  they  sought  the  camp  ; 
The  list'ning  soldiers  heard  afar 

Their  horses'  hast'ning  tramp. 

With  instant  speed  his  sov'reign's  tent 

The  noble  Malik  sought ; 
He  told  the  strange  event,  the  deed 

By  demon  vengeance  wrought. 

The  sorrowing  Prophet  heard  the  tale- 
He  wept  the  warrior's  fate — 

Enwrapt  a  while  in  silent  prayer, 
Amid  his  chiefs  he  sate. 

Unheard  by  all,  an  answering  voice 

Seem'd  he  at  length  to  hear  ; 
Attention  deep  a  while  was  seen 

To  hold  his  listening  ear. 

Obeisance,  grateful,  then  he  paid; 

The  voice  that  spoke  was  gone  ; 
Around  the  Prophet's  gladden'd  look 

Triumphant  smile  was  thrown. 

He  spoke—and  first  on  Malik  sad 

He  bent  approving  eye — 
"  The  power  that  lurks  in  yonder  cave 

Might  well  thy  strength  defy. 

"  A  messenger,  unseen  by  men, 

To  me  a  word  has  brought : 
Alone  by  Ali,  lion-hand, 

May  this  emprize  be  wrought. 

"  A  Rebel  Peri  holds  the  den, 

With  all  his  roaming  band ; 
His  demon  sway  is  widely  spread 

O'er  many  a  subject  land. 

"  Go,  Ali,  seize  thy  sword  of  proof; 

Go  seize  thy  matchless  steed  ; 
By  thee  must  this  emprize  be  wrought, 

If  mortal  hand  may  speed. 

"  If  earthlike  foes  shall  meet  thee  there, 

Of  human  force  like  thine ; 
Thine  own  good  hand  must  work  its  way  ; 

Expect  not  aid  of  mine. 

"  But  if  their  demon  arts  are  tried, 

Unearthly  force  to  bring, 
Thy  sword  from  me  shall  power  receive, 

To  wield  a  living  sting. 

"  Go  seek  their  den  :  thy  sword  of  might 

May  fear  no  fiendish  spell. 
.  Go  bid  them  own  our  higher  power, — 
Or  bind  in  dungeon  fell." 


The  fearless  Ali  seized  his  steed- 
He  seized  his  sword  of  might ; 

The  soldiers  gazed  ;  the  fleet  Duldul 
Was  soon  beyond  their  sight. 

The  faithful  bands  more  near  approach \1, 

The  dread  event  to  wait ; 
Amid  their  ranks  the  Prophet  stood 

Intent  on  Ali's  fate, 

But  Ali  now  has  reach'd  the  brink  ; 

Duldul  behind  him  stays  ; 
Above  the  rock  the  hero  stands 

Amid  its  gulf  to  gaze. 

Within  the  pit  that  yawn'd  obscure, 
His  fearless  footstep  sprung  ; 

From  stone  to  stone  his  groping  hand 
In  sightless  guidance  clung. 

But  narrower  soon  the  deepening  gulf 

To  wildest  darkness  grew ; 
And  far  on  high  the  closing  light 

Seem'd  but  a  star  to  view. 

The  crumbling  stones,  unfaithful  grown, 

Refused  his  foot  to  stay  ; 
The  crags  his  eager  grasp  had  seiz'd, 

Seem'd  each  to  rend  away. 

He  raised  his  eyes  aloft  to  gaze  ; 

The  light  was  dimm'd  on  high  : 
He  turn'd  beneath — a  watery  gulf 

Was  stagnant  seen  to  lie. 

Amid  the  dangers  thickening  round, 

Seem'd  hostile  beings  near  ; 
For  threatening  voices  loud  were  heard, 

Through  all  the  cavern  drear. 

"  Now,  God  me  speed  !"  the  hero  cried, 
"  This  den  is  guarded  well : 

I  would  its  sprites  might  stand  to  view 
Nor  thus  in  darkness  yell. 

"  But  yet  their  waters  I  shall  taste, 
Did  Death  sit  grimly  there : 

The  sculking  fiends,  within  their  haunt, 
My  trusty  sword  shall  dare." 

He  said — and  down  the  fearful  deep, 

(For  yet  aloft  he  hung) 
Amid  the  plashing  waves  beneath, 

The  fearless  hero  sprung. 

And  lo  !  a  thousand  gathering  tongues 

Arose  in  wild  alarm. 
They  cried,  "  Our  fated  foe  is  come : — 

Arm,  mighty  Genii,  arm  !" 
3 
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The  wondering  All  gazed  around ; 

No  narrow  pit  was  here  : 
A  dismal  lake  afar  was  arch'd  ; 

Its  waves  were  cold  and  drear. 


And  widely  round  a  darksome  shore 

By  jagged  rocks  was  barr'd  ; 
And  glimmering  sprites  were  there  beheld, 

That  shore's  terrific  guard. 

But  creatures  strange  amid  the  deep, 
Approaching  fierce  were  seen  ; 

In  caverns  deep  their  gloomy  haunts 
From  countless  days  had  been. 

As  through  the  wave  the  hero  dash'd, 
Their  horrid  heads  were  raised  ; 

And  glaring  eyes,  aghast  with  fear, 
Athwart  the  darkness  gazed. 

The  sword  of  Ali,  brandish'd  high, 

Like  fiery  gleam  was  seen  : 
They  saw — they  sunk — and  stillness  reign'd 

Through  all  the  dreary  scene. 

A  far  and  darksome  bay  to  reach, 

The  lonely  champion  strove  ; 
Where  round  the  shore  no  voice  was  heard, 

No  watcher  seen  to  rove. 

mit  ere  his  foot  had  touch'd  the  land, 

Loud  rose  a  wild  alarm  ; 
A  thousand  tongues  encircling  cried — 

"  Arm  !  mighty  Genii,  arm  !" 

And  one  dread  voice  was  louder  heard, 
Like  thunder  o'er  the  storm — 

"  Arm,  Genii,  guard  your  Peri  King ; 
Rise,  crush  the  earthly  worm. 


The  Inhabited  Well. 


"  He  comes  with  fierce  Mahummud's 
power, 

Our  high  and  haughty  foe ; 
The  Prophet's  hand  has  bless'd  his  sword, 

To  work  you  endless  woe. 

"  Guard,  Genii,  guard  your  Peri  King — 

Surround  his  sceptre  high  ; 
With  him  your  reign  of  power  shall  live — 

With  him  your  power  must  die  !" 

ing 

Amid  the  darkness  rung  ; 
And  sounds  unknown  in  wild  reply 
In  many  peals  were  flung. 

Amid  the  dim  and  ghastly  shore 

Stood  Ali  gazing  long — 
Bewildering  threats  around  were  heard, 

And  living  thing  was  none. 

Amid  the  cavern's  wilds  remote, 

Was  seen  a  flitting  beam  ; 
And  flashing  light  was  seen  to  rise, 

And  sink  with  dismal  gleam. 

And  seen  at  times  by  wandering  .fires, 

A  cloud  of  darkness  rose ; 
Like  clouds  that  up  the  darken'd  sky 

The  burning  mountain  throws. 

The" whirling  smoke  and  mingled  flame 

To  Ali  nearer  drew  ; 
The  glimmering  cave  and  boundless  lake 

Were  dim  exposed  to  view. 

And  loud  and  drear  a  voice  was  heard, 

"  Arm,  mighty  Genii,  arm  ! 
Surround  your  Monarch's  trembling  throne ; 

Wake  every  powerful  charm." 


THE  while  M ahummud  tranquil  stood 

On  rocky  fragment  high  ; 
In  silence  deep  their  ranks  dissolved, 

His  followers  clustered  nigh. 

They  look'd,  and,  lo  !  from  yonder  pit, 

The  smoke  arising  came  ; 
Its  swelling  clouds  were  redly  tinged 

With  streaks  of  darting  flame. 

Continual  up  the  cavern's  throat 

The  gloomy  masses  flew  ; 
And  o'er  the  desert's  sunny  air 

Their  darksome  shadows  threw. 

The  faithful  soldiers  wildly  gazed, 
Loud  rose  their  hollow  moan  : 

;'  Mahummud's  bravest  friend  is  lost, 
Our  Lion  Chief  is  gone  !" 


But  high  Mahummud's  tranquil  look 

Unchanging  still  remain'd ; 
He  bade  their  shuddering  meanings  cease, 

Their  tears  be  all  restrain'd. 

"  Where  Ali  wields  his  sword  of  might, 
Where  Genii  wield  their  spell, 

That  fight  no  mortal  eye  may  see, 
No  mortal  tongue  may  tell. 

"  But  power  beyond  the  power  of  men, 

To  me  the  combat  shews  ; 
By  me  is  Ali's  valour  seen, 

By  me  his  demon  foes. 

"  Let  no  impatience  vex  your  thoughts, 
No  murmurs  stain  your  tongue ; 

Let  prayers  to  aid  your  hero's  sword 
To  Allah's  throne  be  flung." 


The  Inhabited  Wdl. 


He  said,  and  bent  his  earnest  look, 
That  pierced  through  earth  and  stone — 

To  him  the  demon  cave  was  seen, 
Its  darkest  deeds  were  known. 

And  o'er  the  desert's  silent  depth 

Arose  his  followers'  prayer  ; 
The  startled  wilds  return'd  their  voice 

On  all  the  lonely  air. 

Amid  a  rock  that  wily  crone 
(Whom  first  I  mentioned)  stood ; 

Her  muttering  lips  were  seen  to  move, 
Her  prayer  was  not  of  good. 

Yet  none  could  know  the  words  she  spoke, 
Some  language  strange  were  they— 

Now  low  within  her  lip  she  lisp'd, 
Now  sung  a  mutter'd  lay. 

And  still  as  louder  rose  her  prayer, 

A  darker  smoke  was  roll'd, 
And  redder  flames  were  seen  to  rise 

Above  the  cavern  old. 

Mahummud  saw  her  moving  lips  ; 

He  saw  the  rushing  fire ; 
He  turned  him  swift  with  wrathful  glance,  • 

He  raised  his  sword  in  ire. 

The  crone  beheld  ;  her  sparkling  eye 
Was  quench'd  in  guilty  shame  ; 

Whene'er  his  piercing  glance  she  met 
Cold  trembling  seized  her  frame ; 

And  lo  !  when  thus  her  prayer  was  broke, 

The  lightnings  fainter  shone ; 
The  darkening  smoke  that  rush'd  on  high, 

In  slower  clouds  was  thrown. 

And  far  beneath  the  soldiers  deem'd, 

A  voice  beloved  they  knew, 
«  Ulhumdolillah  !•  Victory  !" 

The  words  distincter  grew. 

Their  champion's  sword  had  surely  broke 

The  Genii's  boasted  spell ; 
The  quivering  earth  was  felt  to  shake 

Around  the  haunted  well. 

And,  loosed  from  prisoning  caves  beneath, 

Were  waters  heard  to  rush, 
Like  floods  that  burst  the  rocky  den 

Where  Ganges  sources  gush. 

But  smoke  was  still  arising  dark, 

To  hide  the  earth  and  sky  ; 
And  voices  wild  were  dismal  heard 

Amid  the  gloom  to  cry. 

That  haggard  crone  their  signal  knew — 
"  I  come,"  she  cried,  "  I  come  ; 

Thy  boasted  spell  hath  now  been  broke, 
And  I  must  share  thy  doom  !" 


She  said,  and  swift  by  whirlwind  force, 

Amid  the  gloom  was  borne  : 
Mahummud's  gaze  pursued  her  there — 

He  laugh'd  in  haughty  scorn. 

The  Prophet  waved  his  gleaming  sword, 

He  called  on  Allah's  name ; 
And,  lo  !  from  forth  the  desert  far 

A  breeze  arising  came. 

The  darksome  folds  of  gather'd  smoke 

That  o'er  the  cavern  hung, 
That  gentle  breeze  invading  pierced, 

And  far  dispersing  flung. 

The  gloomy  mass  was  slow  dissolved, 

Slow  clear'd  the  darken'd  scene  ; 
And,  lo  !  beneath  its  melting  smoke 
A  glimmering  lake  was  seen. 

With  tranquil  breast  the  shining  wave 
Reflects  the  brightening  sky  ; 

Athwart  its  far-expanded  breadth 
A  ship  is  seen  to  hie. 

With  arrowy  speed  the  shallop  came, 

Her  swiftness  seemed  to-  fly ; 
And  Ali's  crescent  flag  was  seen 

In  triumph  waving  high. 

The  soldiers'  gaze  intently  strain'd, 
Their  champion  soon  could  know  ; 

His  stately  form  triumphant  rose, 
Above  the  galley's  prow. 

And  other  shapes,  obscurely  seen, 

A  gloomy  gesture  bore ; 
For,  bound  beneath  in  servile  chains, 

His  captives  plied  the  oar. 

And  fetter'd  dark  beneath  the  mast, 

Their  rebel  king  appears  ; 
And  yonder  hag  at  Ali's  feet 

Is  pouring  abject  tears. 

"  Go,  Malik,"  thus  the  Prophet  cried, 

"  The  victor  chieftain  meet  : 
Thus  bid  him  seal  the  rebels'  fate, 

That  crouch  beneath  his  feet. 

"  Amid  the  lake,  yon  islet  parch'd 
Their  place  of  chains  shall  be ; 

As  gladden'd  pilgrims  stoop  to  drink, 
The  envious  band  shall  see. 

"  Let  those  who  mock'd  at  others'  woe, 

Themselves  in  fetters  pray  ; 
Let  those  who  gave  the  rebels  aid, 

An  equal  ransom  pay. 

"  If  passing  years  shall  quench  their  hate  ; 

If  proofs  of  faith  be  shown  ; 
My  word,  their  pardon  then  may  seek 

At  Allah's  mighty  throne*." 

SHAGIKD. 


Praise  be  to  God. 


1823.^ 


Lord  Byron  and  Mr  Landor. 
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LORD  BYRON  AND  MR  LANDOR. 

To  the  Editor  ofBlackwood's  Edinburgh  Magazine; 


SIR, — In  a  poem,  lately  published 
by  Lord  Byron,  named  Christian,  or 
the  Island,  occurs  a  note  severely  re- 
flecting on  Mr  Landor. 

"  If  the  reader  will  apply  to  his  ear  the 
sea-shell  on  his  chimney-piece,  he  will  be 
aware  of  what  is  alluded  to.  If  the  text 
should  appear  obscure,  he  will  find^in 
"  Geber"  the  same  idea  better  expressed 
in  two  lines.  The  poem  I  never  read,  but 
have  heard  the  lines  quoted  by  a  more  re- 
condite reader — who  seems  to  be  of  a  dif- 
ferent opinion  from  the  Editor  of  the  Quar- 
terly Review,  who  qualified  it,  in  his  an- 
swer to  the  Critical  Reviewer  of  his  Juve- 
nal, as  trash  of  the  worst  and  most  insane 
description.  It  is  to  Mr  Landor,  the  au- 
thor of  Geber,  so  qualified,  and  of  some 
Latin  poems,  which  vie  with  Martial  or 
Catullus  in  obscenity,  that  the  immacu- 
late Mr  Southey  addresses  his  declamation 
against  impurity." 

To  defend  Mr  Landor  from  the 
charge  of  indecency,  brought  by  such 
a  person  as  the  author  of  Don  Juan, 
and  other  works  which  dare  not  see 
the  light,  being  more  obscene  than 
Don  Juan,  would  be  mere  waste  of 
words.  I  shall  therefore  only  indi- 
cate the  reason  why  Lord  B.  has  at- 
tacked Mr  Landor.  It  was  not  his 
verse,  but  his  prose,  which  excited  the 
hostility  of  the  peer — though  his 
lordship  slurs  that  circumstance  al- 
together. In  Mr  Landor's  elegant 
Quaestiuncula,  the  following  passage 
occurs  : 

"  Summi  poetae  in  omni  poetarum  sae- 
culo  viri  fuerunt  probi :  in  nostris  id  vidi- 
mus et  videmus ;  neque  alius  est  error  a 
veritate  longius  quam  magna  ingenia  mag- 
nis  necessario  corrumpi  vitiis.  Secundo 
plerique  posthabent  primum,  hi  maligni- 
tate,  illi  ignorantia,  et  quum  aliquem  in- 
veniunt  sty limorumque  vitiis  notatum,  nee 
inficetum  tamen  nee  in  libris  edendis  par- 
cum,  eum  stipant,  przedicant,  occupant, 
amplectuntur.  Si  mores  aliquantulum  vel- 
let  corrigere,  si  stylum  curare  paululiun, 
si  fervido  ingenio  temperare,  si  morae  tan- 
tillum  interponere,  turn  ingens  nescio  quid 
et  vere  epicum,  quadraginta  annos  natus, 
procuderet.  Ignorant  vero  febriculis  non 
indicari  vires,  impatientiam  ab  imbecilli- 
tate  non  differre  ;  ignorant  a  levi  homine  et 
inconstante  multa  fortasse  scribi  posse  plus- 
quam  mediocria,  nihil  compositum,  ardu- 
um,  aeternum." 

VOL.  XIV. 


The  application  is  plain,  and  hence 
the  anger  of  Lord  B.  Mr  L.  might 
have  written  worse  than  Petronius, 
without  stirring  the  indignation  of  the 
great  moralist  of  Don  Juan  ;  but  the 
t{  aliquis  styli  morumque  vitiis  nota- 
tus"  the  ((  kvis  homo  et  inconstans" 
and  the  low  appreciation  of  Lord  By- 
ron's admirers,  were  not  to  be  for- 
given. Libelled,  of  course,  Mr  Landor 
must  be,  and,  of  course,  the  first  op- 
portunity was  taken  for  the  purpose. 
The  lines  about  the  shell  in  Christian 
were  obviously  written  to  bring  him 
in  by  the  head  and  shoulders. 

Will  you  permit  me  to  quote  the 
following  passage,  as  a  specimen  of 
sound  Latinity,  and  as  a  just  castiga- 
tion  of  the  Reviewers  of  Mr  Words- 
worth— his  Lordship's  quondam  butts, 
though  now  his  mosthonourable  friends 
and  allies  ? 

"  Habebant  antiqui  Ruvidos,  Caesios, 
Aquinos,  Suffenos,  ut  habemus  in  Britan- 
nia nostra  Brogamos,  Jefrisios,  et  centum 
alios  librariorum  vernas,  cum  venenis  et 
fuligine  prostantes,  bonis  omnibus  et  scrip- 
toribus  et  viris  ipsa  rerum  natura  infensos. 
At  quibus  ego  te  vocibus  compellem,  vir, 
civis,  philosophe,  poeta,  praestantissime, 
qui  saeculum  nostrum  ut  nullo  priore  mi- 
nus gloriosum  sit  eflfeceris ;  quern  nee  do- 
micilium  longinquum,  nee  vita  sanctissi- 
ma,  neque  optimorum  voluntas,  charitas, 
propensio,  neque  hominum  fere  universo- 
rum  reverentia,  inviolatum  conservavit ; 
cujus  sepulchrum,  si  mortuus  esses  antea- 
quam  nascerentur,  ut  voti  rei  inviserent,  et 
laudi  sibi  magnae  ducerent  vel  aspici  vel 
credi  ibidem  ingemiscere.  In  eorum  in- 
geniis  observandum  est  quod  Narniensi 
agro  evenisse  meminit  Cicero,  siccitate  lu- 
tum  fieri.  Floces  et  fraces,  ut  veteres  di- 
cerent,  literarum,  discant  illud  utinam  quod 
exemplo  decent,  nihil  afferre  opis  vesani- 
entem  animum  ingenii  malacias.  Com- 
mode se  haberent  res  mortalium  si  unum 
quisque  corrigeret  :  de  facto  universi  con- 
sentiunt,  de  homine  plerique  dissident." 

Leaving  this  to  the  consideration  of 
the  Brogami,  Jefrisii,  and  the  other 
"  librariorum  vernae,"  I  have  the  ho- 
nour to  be, 

Sir, 
Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

IDOT.OCLASTES. 
London,  July  4,  1823. 


X 
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No.  X. 

A  FRAGMENT. 


ODOHEKTY. 

Chorus  then. — Buller,  awake,  man. — Chorus,  all  of  you,  I  say. 

Chorus  of  Contributors. 
So  triumph  to  the  ^Tories,  and  woe  to  the  Whigs, 

And  to  all  other  foes  of  the  nation ; 
Let  us  be  through  thick  and  thin  caring  nothing  for  the  prigs 

Who  prate  about  conciliation. 

DR  MULLION. 

Bravo,  Odoherty,  Bravissimo ! — that  is  decidedly  one  of  your  very  best  effu- 
sions. 

ODOHERTY. 

No  blarney  to  me,  mon  ami.  I  have  taken  my  degrees  in  that  celebrated 
university.  In  candour,  however,  and  equity,  I  am  bound  to  say,  that  I  do 
think  it  a  pretty  fairish  song,  as  songs  go  now-a-days. 

NORTH. 

Why,  it  must  be  admitted,  that  there  is  an  awful  quantity  of  bad  songs 
vented  just  now. 

TICKLER. 

It  must  be  the  case  as  long  as  they  issue  in  such  shoals;  the  bad  must  bear 
a  huge  proportion  to  the  good  at  all  times ;  for  they  are  just  the  off-throwings 
of  the  ephemeral  buoyancy  of  spirit  of  the  day ;  and  as  actual  buoyancy  of 
spirit  generally  breeds  nonsense,  and  affectation  of  it  is  always  stupidity,  you 
must  e'en  be  content  with  your  three  grains  of  wheat  in  a  bushel  of  chaff. 

NORTH. 

Yes,  yes — they  must  be  from  their  very  nature  ephemeral.  Which  of  all 
our  songs — I  don't  mean  particularly  those  of  the  present  company — but  of  all 
the  songs  now  written  and  composed  by  all  the  song-writers  now  extant — will 
be  alive  a  hundred  years  hence  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

Just  as  many  as  are  now  alive  of  those  written  and  composed,  as  you  most 
technically  phrase  it,  a  hundred  years  since. 

TICKLER. 

And  that  is  but  poor  harvest  indeed.  Look  over  any  of  the  song-books 
that  contain  the  ditties  of  our  grandmothers  or  great-grandmothers,  and  you 
will  scarcely  ever  turn  up  a  song  familiar  to  anybody  but  professed  readers. 

ODOHERTY. 

-  More's  the  pity.  By  all  that's  laughable,  the  reflection  saddens  me.  "  Pills 
to  purge  Melancholy,"  has  become  a  melancholious  book  in  itself.  You  read 
page  after  page,  puzzling  yourself  to  make  out  the  possibility — how  any  hu- 
man mouth  could  by  any  device  have  got  through  the  melodies — the  uncouth 
melodies 

BULLER. 

You  know  Tom  D'Urfey's  plan  ?  He  used  to  take  a  country  dance,  the 
more  intricate  the  better ;  for,  as  you  see  by  his  dedication,  he  prided  himself 
on  that  kind  of  legerdemain,  and  then  put  words  to  it  as  well  as  he  could. 

ODOHERTY. 

I  know — I  know — but  I  was  saying  that  it  is  an  unpleasant  sort  of  feeling 
you  have  about  you,  when  you  peruse,  like  a  groping  student,  songs  that  you 
are  sure  made  palace  and  pot-house  ring  with  jollity  and  fun  in  the  days  of 
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merry  King  Charles,  and  warmed  the  gallantry  of  the  grenadiers  of  Britain  at 
the  siege  of  Namur,  under  hooked-nose  Oldglorious,  or  of 

Our  countrymen  in  Flanders 

A  hundred  years  ago, 
When  they  fought  like  Alexanders 

Beneath  the  great  Marlboro'. 

NORTH. 

Ay,  "  the  odour's  fled."  They  are  like  uncorked  soda-water.  Honest 
Tom  D'Urfey,  I  think  I  see  him  now  in  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio,  holding  his 
song-book  with  a  tipsy  gravity,  and  trolling  forth — 

Joy  to  great  Cgesar, 
Long  life  and  pleasure, 

with  old  Rowley  leaning  on  his  shoulder,  partly  out  of  that  jocular  familiari- 
ty, which  endeared  him  to  the  people  in  spite  of  all  his  rascalities,  and  part- 
ly to  keep  himself  steady,  humming  the  bass. 

BULLER. 
Have  you  seen  Dr  Kitchener's  book  ? 

NORTH. 

I  have,  and  a  good,  jovial,  loyal  book  it  is.  The  Doctor  is,'byall  accounts,  a 
famous  fellow — great  in  cookery,  medicine,  music,  poetry,  and  optics,  on  which 
he  has  published  a  treatise. 

ODOHERTY. 

I  esteem  the  Doctor. 

NORTH. 

The  devil  you  do ! — after  cutting  him  up  so  abominably  in  my  Magazine,  in 
an  article,  you  know,  inserted  while  I  was  in  Glasgow,  without  my  knowledge. 

ODOIIERTY. 

Why  are  you  always  reminding  a  man  of  his  evil-doings  ?  Consider  that  I 
have  been  white- washed  by  the  Insolvent  Court  since,  and  let  all  my  sins  go  with 
that  white- washing.  To  cut  the  matter  short,  I  had  a  most  excellent  Cookery- 
book  written,  founded  on  the  principles  practised  in  the  99th  mess,  and  was 
going  to  treat  with  Longman's  folks  about  it,  when  Kitchener  came  out,  and 
pre-occupied  the  market.  You  need  not  wonder,  therefore,  at  my  tickling  up 
the  worthy  Doctor,  who  himself  enjoyed  the  fun,  being  a  loyal  fellow  to  the 
back-bone ;  a  Tory  tough  and  true.  We  are  now  the  best  friends  in  the  world. 

MULLION. 

Well,  let  that  pass — What  song-writer  of  our  days,  think  you,  will  live  ? 
Moore  ? 

NORTH. 

Moore!  No,  he  has  not  the  stamina  in  him'  at  all.  His  verses  are  ele- 
gant, pretty,  glittering,  anything  you  please  in  that  line ;  but  they  have  de- 
fects which  will  not  allow  them  to  get  down  to  posterity.  For  instance,  the 
querulous  polities,  on  your  local  affairs,  Odoherty,  which  make  them  now  so 
popular  with  a  very  large  class  of  your  countrymen,  are  mere  matters  of  the 
day,  which  will  die  with  the  day ;  for  I  hope  you  do  not  intend  to  be  always 
fighting  in  Ireland  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

I  do  not  know  how  that  will  be— better  fighting  than  stagnating ;  but,  at  all 
events,  I  hope  we  will  change  the  grounds  somewhat — I  hate  monotony  ;  I 
trust  that  my  worthy  countrymen  will  get  some  hew  matter  of  tumult  for  the 
next  generation. 

NORTH. 

It  is  probable  that  they  will — and  then,  you  know,  Moore's— "  Oh  !  breathe 
not  his  name,"  "  Erin,  the  tear,"  &c.  &c.  will  be  just  as  forgotten  as  any  of 
the  things  in  Hogg's  Jacobite  relics. 

TICKLER. 

Which  will  ever  stand,  or  rather  fall,  as  a  memento  of  the  utter  perishable- 
ness  of  all  party  song-writing. 
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NORTH. 

And  then  there's  Moore's  a'ccursed  fancy  for  showing  off  learning,  and  his 
botany,  and  zoology,  and  meteorology,  and  mythology. 

ODOHERTY. 

0  ay,  and  the  mixed  metaphor,  and  the  downright  nonsense — the  song 
you  quoted  just  now  could  be  finely  amended. 

NORTH. 
What  song  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

"Erin,  the  smile,  and  the  tear  in  thine  eyes,  blend  like  the  rainbow,"  &c. 
Now,  that  is  a  washy,  watery  comparison  for  my  hard-drinking  country — I  lay 
£5  that  a  jug  of  punch  would  be  a  more  accurate  and  truly  philosophical  em- 
blem ;  as  thus.  There's  the  Protestant  part  of  the  population  inferior  in  quan- 
tity, superior  in  strength,  apt  to  get  at  the  head,  evidently  the  whisky  of  the 
compound.  The  Roman  Catholics,  greater  in  physical  proportions,  but  infi- 
nitely weaker,  and  usually  very  hot,  are  shadowed  forth  by  the  water.  The 
Orangemen,  as  their  name  implies,  are  the  fruit,  which  some  palates  think  too 
sour,  and  therefore  reject,  while  others  think  that  it  alone  gives  grateful  fla- 
vour to  the  whole. 

MULLION. 

And  what's  the  sugar  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

Why,  the  conciliators  dropped  in  among  us  to  sweeten  our  acidity — and  you 
know  some  think  that  they  have  supplied  with  too  liberal  a  hand, — very  much 
at  the  risk  of  turning  the  stomachs  of  the  company. 

NORTH. 

A  hopeful  illustration — but  in  truth,  Odoherty,  your  whole  conversation  is 
redolent  of  nothing  but  drink. 

ODOHERTY. 

1  am  like  Tom  Moore's  First  Angel — the  gentleman  without  a  name,  and 
admire  compotation,  not  exactly  "  the  juice  of  Earth,"  however,  as  Tom  calls 
it,  that  being,  I  take  it,  ditch-water. 

MULLION. 

You  never  saw  the  song  Tom  intended  for  this  drunken  angel  of  his  after 
his  fall  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

Not  I — parade  it — Is  it  not  in  the  poem  ? 

MULLION. 

No,  Denman,  who  is  Moore's  doer  of  late,  cut  it  out,  just  as  he  cut  up  the 
Fables.  I  have  a  copy,  however,  which  I  shall  sing. 

Song-  of  a  Fallen  Angel  over  a  Bowl  of  Rum-punch.     By  T.  M.  Esq. 

Heap  on  more  coal  there, 

And  keep  the  glass  moving, 
The  frost  nips  my  nose, 

Though  my  heart  glows  with  loving. 
Here's  the  dear  creature, 

No  skylights — a  bumper  ; 
He  who  leaves  heeltaps 
I  vote  him  a  mumper. 

With  hey  cow  rumble  O, 

Whack !  populorum , 
Merrily,  merry  men, 
Push  round  the  jorum. 

What  are  Heaven's  pleasures 

That  so  very  sweet  arc  ? 
Singing  from  psalters, 

In  long  or  short  metre. 
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Planked  on  a  wet  cloud 

Without  any  breeches, 
Just  like  the  Celtic, 

Met  to  make  speeches. 

With  hey  cow  rumble,  &c. 

Wide  is  the  difference, 

My  own  boozing  bullies, 
Here  the  round  punch-bowl, 

Heap'd  to  the  full  is. 
Then  if  some  wise  one 

Thinks  that  up  "  yonder" 
Is  pleasant  as  we  are, 

Why — he's  in  a  blunder. 

With  hey  cow  rumble,  &c. 

NORTH. 

A  very  hopeful  and  well-behaved  angel,  by  my  word. 

MULLION. 

Enough  of  Moore.     Campbell 

NORTH. 

Has  written  one  song,  which  I  hope  will  live  as  long  as  "  the  flag  of  Old 
England  waves  lordly  in  pride," — that  is,  I  hope,  for  ever.  I  mean  the  Ma- 
riners of  England. 

TICKLER. 

A  glorious  song  indeed.!  But  Campbell  has  disgraced  himself  by  a  shabby 
song,  in  the  New  Monthly,  about  the  Spaniards.  It  is  not  fit  for  a  gentleman 
like  Campbell  to  fall  into  the  filthy  slang  of  the  blackguards  of  the  press, 
and  write  low  stuff  about  Prince  Hilt,  or  to  call  the  grand  old  stainless  flag  of 
France,  (which  he  knows — the  blackguards  do  not — is  linked  with  so  many 
splendid  recollections)  the  "  White  emblem  of  white  liver.' 

DR  MULLION. 

Some  of  Sir  Walter's  songs  will  certainly  live. 

NORTH. 

Perhaps — those  in  his  Poems  and  his  Novels,  if  they  are  his;  but  I  do  not  re- 
collect anything  particular  of  any  other ;  and,  in  point  of  fact,  you  never  do 
hear  them  sung  by  anybody.  Bishop,  by  the  way,  has  very  poorly  set  County 
Guy,  very  poorly  indeed. 

ODOHERTY. 

I  like  Bishop,  a  worthy  pleasant  fellow  ;  but,  somehow  or  other,  I  think  his 
music  generally  but  compilation, — a  bar  from  this  body  and  a  bar  from  that 
body — curiously  indented  and  dovetailed,  I  admit,  but  still  only  joinery  and 
cabinet-making. 

NORTH. 
Nobody  has  said  a  word  about  Byron. 

TICKLER. 

Dead  as  Harry  the  Eighth,  and  it  is  a  pity.  Heavens !  who  can  think  that 
the  author  of  Childe  Harold,  and  Manfred,  and  Don  Juan,  should  have  sunk 
to  what  he  is  now,  a  scribbler  in  a  dirty  magazine,  and  a  patron  of  the 
Hunts  !  It,  however,  speaks  volumes  in  favour  of  the  morality  of  the  coun- 
try, after  all,  when  we  find,  that  even  genius,  such  as  his,  must  sink,  if  it 
dares  oppose  what  we  are  still  determined  to  call  religion  and  loyalty. 

ODOHERTY,  (handing  the  Island  to  North.) 

I  have  brought  down  Christian.    Would  you  wish  to  look  at  it  ? 

BULLER. 

Does  it  sell  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

Not  at  all,  though  the  third  edition  is  advertised.  I  was  told  at  Longman's, 
that  they  had  not  disposed  of  a  hundred.  It  would  have  had  a  better  chance 
with  Murray  ;  but  he  and  his  lordship  have  broken,  after  a  furious  quarrel. 
The  correspondence  between  them  is  said  to  be  curious. 
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BULLER. 

Of  course  we  shall  have  an  awful  lil.l  on  Joannes  de  Moravia  in  due  time. 

ODOHERTY. 

I  hope  so,  from  the  bottom  of  my  soul ;  for  then  Murray  will  take  vengeance 
in  turn.  I  had  rather  than  a  tenpenny,  and  that  cash,  that  we  could  print 
Byron's  Critique  on  the  Pot  of  Basil. 

TICKLEK. 

Faugh,  don't  mention  it. 

NORTH. 

Christian,  I  see,  is  a  poor  thing,  with  a  good  bit  here  and  there  in  it,  but  not 
the  least  originality.  He  is  the  old  hero — the  Lara,  the  Conrad,  the  fellow  of 
whom  his  lordship  found  the  germ  in  Miss  Lee's  Kruitzner,  transported  to 
Botany  Bay,  or  thereabouts,  where,  instead  of  mosques,  and  kiosks,  and  tam- 
bourgis,  and  phirigaris,  we  are  entertained  with  Toobonai,  and  Boolootoo, 
Mooa,  Figi,  Hooni,  Licoo,  Guatoo,  Goostrumfoo,  et  omne  quod  endeth  in  oo. 
Arid  the  womankind  are  the  old  womankind,  not  a  bit  the  worse  for  the 
wear. 

TICKLER. 

Yes,  and  you  have  the  same  amazing  industry  in  transferring  Bligh's  Nar- 
rative, that  he  has  shewn  so  often  before.  But  the  introduction — and  indeed 
some  other  passages,  remind  us  of  the  better  days  of  Byron. — Listen, 

"  The  morning  watch  was  come  ;  the  vessel  lay 
Her  course,  and  gently  made  her  liquid  way ; 
The  cloven  billow  flash'd  from  off  her  prow, 
In  furrows  form'd  by  that  majestic  plough  ; 
The  waters  with  their  worlds  were  all  before ; 
Behind,  the  South  Sea's  many  an  islet  shore. 
The  quiet  night,  now  dappling,  'gan  to  wane, 
Dividing  darkness  from  the  dawning  main  ; 
The  dolphins,  not  unconscious  of  the  day, 
Swam  high,  as  eager  of  the  coming  ray  ; 
The  stars  from  broader  beams  began  to  creep, 
And  lift  their  shining  eye-lids  from  the  deep  ; 
The  sail  resumed  its  lately  shadow'd  white, 
And  the  wind  flutter'd  with  a  fresh 'ning  flight ; 
The  purple  ocean  owns  the  coming  sun, 
But  ere  he  break — a  deed  is  to  be  done." 

ODOHERTY. 

Very  toploftical,  to  be  sure.  Commend  me  to  the  panegyric  on  what  our 
friend  Fogarty  (from  whom  his  lordship  appears  to  have  taken  the  idea)  calls 
"  Tobacco,  lord  of  plants." 

But  here  the  herald  of  the  self-same  mouth 

Came  breathing  o'er  the  aromatic  south, 

Not  like  a  "  bed  of  violets"  on  the  gale, 

But  such  as  wafts  its  cloud  o'er  grog  or  ale, 

Borne  from  a  short  frail  pipe,  which  yet  had  blown 

Its  gentle  odours  over  either  zone, 

And  puff'd  where'er  winds  rise  or  waters  roll, 

Had  wafted  smoke  from  Portsmouth  to  the  Pole, 

Opposed  its  vapour  as  the  lightning  flashed, 

And  reeked,  'midst  mountain-billows  unabash'd, 

To  .ZEolus  a  constant  sacrifice, 

Through  every  change  of  all  the  varying  skies. 

And  what  was  he  who  bore  it  ?  I  may  err, 

But  deem  him  sailor  or  philosopher. 

Sublime  tobacco  !  which  from  east  to  west 

Cheers  the  tar's  labour  or  the  Turkman's  rest ; 

Which  on  the  Moslem's  ottoman  divides 

His  hours,  and  rivals  opium  and  his  brides  ; 
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Magnificent  in  Stamboul,  but  less  grand, 
Though  not  less  loved,  in  Wiping  or  the  Strand  ; 
Divine  in  hpokas,  glorious  in  a  pipe, 
When  tipp'd  with  amber,  mellow,  rich,  and  ripe, 
Like  other  charmers,  wooing  the  caress 
More  dazzlingly  when  daring  in  full  dress  ; 
Yet  thy  true  lovers  more  admire  by  far 
Thy  naked  beauties — Give  me  a  cigar  ! 

And  as  we  are  talking  of  it,  do  hand  us  over  that  paper  of  Cotton's  best, 
until  I  blow  a  cloud. 

NORTH. 

Why,  Odoherty,  you  have  scarcely  brought  us  any  news  from  London. 

ODOHERTY. 

How  could  you  expect  blood  from  a  turnip?  There's  no  news  there. 
Parliament  was  just  spinning  down,  when  I  quitted  the  city,  as  drowsily  as  a 
tetotum — nothing  doing  in  the  monde  literaire — the  Haymarket  gay,  to  be  sure, 
and  our  friend  Terry,  drollest  of  actors,  as  he  is  among  the  worthiest  of  men, 
making  the  populace  laugh — but  I  brought  you  down  a  special  article  on  Lon- 
don, from  a  friend  of  mine,  which  will  tell  you  everything  tellable,  so  you 
need  not  pump  me. 

DR  MULLION. 

Did  you  see  any  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  press  ? 

ODOHERTY: 

Saw  the  whole  goodly  army  of  martyrs  in  full  array ;  just  as  stupendously 
dull  as  ever,  and,  unless  I  mistake,  more  vicious,  to  speak  as  a  jockey  among 
the  lower  orders,  than  varmint.  When  I  knew  the  body  first,  they  were  a  fine 
hard-drinking  pudding-headed  race,  who  just  got  through  their  balaaai 
as  fast  as  their  fingers  would  let  them — spouted  at  the  Eccentrics — regaled 
themselves  with  cheese  and  porter,  and  occasionally,  when  the  funds  were 
sod,  with  Hollands  and  water,  not  caring  a  single  sixpence  for  politics,  or 
linking  themselves  at  all  primed  up  with  the  opinions  they  were  advocating 
— and  there  are  still  some  of  that  good  old  school  surviving,  with  two  or  three 
of  whom  I  got  misty  one  night  at  Offley's — but,  sir,  the  Cockney  portion  of 
them  have  been  horribly  altered  for  the  worse. 

NORTH. 
How? 

ODOHERTY. 

The  poor  creatures  actually  have  set  up  to  have  opinions  of  their  own — the 
idiots — and  to  have  personal  quarrels,  and  animosities,  and  principles,  and 
fiddle-de-dee. 

TICKLER. 

Mighty  audacious.  Can't  they  eat  their  victuals  when  they  get  them  in 
peace. 

NORTH. 

The  newspaper  press  is  unquestionably  becoming  very  base.  What  a  hi- 
deous, a  detestable  attack,  some  of  the  Whig  and  Radical  papers  made  on  John 
Bull  ! 

ODOHERTY. 

Well,  do  the  press-gang  itself  justice  !  There  was  almost  a  universal  outcry 
at  that  brutal  business  even  among  themselves.  It  was  abominable.  John, 
however,  put  it  down  like  a  man. 

NORTH. 

Well  now,  had  the  unfortunate  Beaconites,  which  we  still  have  thrown  in  our 
faces,  though  heaven  knows  their  worst  crime  was  stupidity— done  anything  ap- 
proaching that  in  atrocity,  what  an  uproar  would  have  been  raised  by  the 
whole  Whig  party  ! 

TICKLER. 

And  deservedly,  for  they  would  have  been  base  assassins ;  but  the  Whig* 
may  do  anything — the  basest  as  well  as  the  most  malignant  of  people. 


10G  Noctes  Ambrosiana.     No.  X. 

ODOHERTY,  (sings.) 

Rail  no  more,  Tories,  rail  no  more ; 

Whigs  are  but  asses  ever, 
On  land,  on  wave,  on  sea,  on  shore, 
All  rascals  of  white  liver. 
Then  rail  not  so, 
But  let  them  go, 
And  be  you  blithe  and  bonny, 
Converting  sounds  of  wrath  and  woe 
Into  hey  Ninny  !  nonny. 

2. 

Sing  merry  ditties,  and  no  mo 

Of  lumps  so  dull  and  heavy  ; 
The  heads  of  Whigs  were  ever  so, 

Since  summer  first  was  leavy. 
Then  rail  not  so,  &c. 

There's  a  touch  Shakesperian  for  you,  in  the  twinkling  of  a  bed-post. 

NORTH. 
You  are  not  drinking  anything,  Tickler. 

TICKLER. 

I  cannot  say  I  like  your  wine.     It  is  souring  on  my  stomach. 

NORTH. 

Cannot  you  get  spirits  then.     I'll  concoct  a  jug. 

TICKLER,  (sings.) 
So  be  it. 

Drink  to  me  only  from  a  jug, 
And  I  will  pledge  in  mine ; 
So  fill  my  glass  with  whisky  punch, 

And  I'll  not  look  for  wine. 
The  thirst  that  in  my  throat  doth  rise 

Doth  ask  a  drink  divine  ; 
But  might  I  of  Jove's  nectar  sip, 
That  honour  I'd  resign. 

The  second  verse  is  not  worth  parodying.    Aye,  this  is  something  like.    Your 
health,  Mr  Editor. 

NORTH. 

Mr  Tickler,  I  have  the  pleasure  of  drinking  your  very  good  health.  Apro- 
pos, has  not  Boone  published  a  poem  on  things  in  general  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

I  saw  one  in  a  certain  place,  sadly  mutilated,  and  have  read  only  two  pages. 
It  is  a  puff  on  Mr  Canning. 

TICKLER. 

Very  superfluous,  therefore.  It  is,  moreover,  a  good  joke  to  see  the  great 
man  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  the  essence  of  gravity,  thinking  to  flatter  the  witty 
Antijacobin  by  his  balaam. 

NORTH. 

Canning  must  have  laughed  at  the  idea,  in  his  sleeve,  I  mean — for  a  minis- 
ter can  never  laugh  otherwise. 

BULLER. 
I  suppose  he  addressed  the  book, 

0  Boone,  ne  te 

Frustrere. 
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WORKS  PREPARING  FOR  PUBLICATION. 
LONDON. 


Mr  Alartc  A.  Watts  will  publish  in  a 
few  days,  Poetical  Sketches,  with  Stanzas 
for  Music,  and  other  Poems.  This  volume 
was  printed  for  private  circulation  about 
twelve  months  ago,  and  was  noticed  with 
commendation  in  our  Magazine  of  April 
last. 

Mr  Sheldrake  has  issued  proposals  for 
publishing  by  subscription,  an  Inquiry  in- 
to the  Origin  and  Practice  of  Painting  in 
Oil,  to  ascertain  what  was  the  real  inven- 
tion of  Van  Eyck,  and  what  were  the  ma- 
terials and  vehicle  that  were  used  by  Gior- 
gione,  and  the  fine  Artists  of  the  Venetian 
School.  To  which  will  be  added  some  in- 
formation on  the  old  Painted  and  Stained 
Glass ;  a  Recipe  for  Preparing  and  Drying 
Oil  of  superior  quality,  which  is  only 
known  to  the  Author ;  and  an  Attempt  to 
ascertain  some  Colours  which  were  used 
by  the  old  Painters,  but  which  are  unknown 
tq  the  Artists  of  the  present  time.  The 
Work  to  be  dedicated  (by  permission)  to 
Sir  Thomas  Lawrence,  R.  A. 

A  series  of  Lectures  on  the  Elements  of 
Chemical  Science,  lately  delivered  at  the 
Surrey  Institution  by  Mr  Gurney,  will  soon 
be  published. 

Part  I.  of  the  Museum  Worsleyanum, 
being  a  Collection  made  by  the  late  Sir 
Richard  Worsley,  Bart.,  of  Antique  Bass 
Relievos,  Bustos,  Statues,  and  Gems,  with 
Views  of  places  in  the  Levant. 

A  Dictionary  of  all  Religions  and  Reli- 
gious Sects,  ancient  and  modern  ;  also  of 
Ecclesiastical  History,  and  Theological 
Controversy,  by  Mrs  Hannah  Adams,  will 
soon  appear. 

Mr  Mereweather  has  in  the  press  a  Trea- 
tise on  the  Law  of  Boroughs  and  Corpora- 
tions, deduced  from  the  earliest  to  the  pre- 
sent times,  and  including  their  General 
History ;  the  History,  Origin,  and  Law, 
of  the  Right  of  Election,  and  of  the  King's 
Prerogative  in  granting  Charters  ;  as  well 
as  the  binding  effect. of  Charters  and  Bye. 
laws,  and  the  power  of  Corporations  to  ad- 
mit Freemen ;  with  an  Appendix  of  Re- 
cords, and  illustrative  of  these  points. 

Mr  J.  D.  Worgan  is  preparing  for  pub- 
lication, a  Treatise  on  a  Molet,  in  45  Parts, 
10»Vocal  and  35  Instrumental ;  composed 
for  every  class  of  Voice  and  every  sort  of 
Instrument  generally  used  in  Concert ;  and 
Illustrated  by  two  Lectures,  of  which  a 
Prospectus  has  been  published- 

A  new  edition  of  the  Decameron  of  Boc- 
caccio, from  the  original  Text  from  the  MS. 
of  Manelli,  by  Mr  Biageoli. 

A  Classical  Assistant  to  the  Study  of 
Homer,  Virgil,  and  in  the  Translations  of 
Pope  and  Dryden,  will  soon  appear  from 
the  pen  of  Mrs  Oom. 

VOL.  XIV. 


A  New  Map  of  the  Country  Twelve 
Miles  round  London,  on  a  scale  of  one 
inch  and  a  quarter  to  a  mile,  containing 
the  whole  of  the  Roads,  (which  are  from 
actual  survey,)  the  exact  situation  of  the 
Noblemen's  and  Gentlemen's  Seats,  with 
the  Names  of  the  Occupiers,  and  every 
other  object  worthy  of  notice,  will  appear 
in  a  few  days. 

The  Wilderness,  or  the  Youthful  Days 
of  Washington,  a  Tale  of  the  West,  by 
Solomon  Secondsight,  will  soon  appear. 

Madame  Adele  du  Thon  is  about  to  pub- 
lish an  Account  of  the  Public  and  Private 
Charitable  Institutions  of  the  Parish  of  St 
Marylebonne. 

Italian  Stories;  selected  and  translated' 
by  Miss  Holford,  Author  of  Wallace,  War- 
beck  of  Wolfstein,  &c.,  are  announced  for 
publication. 

A  Memoir  of  Central  India,  (including 
Malwa  and  adjoining  Provinces,)  with  the 
History  and  copious  Illustrations  of  the 
past  and  present  condition  of  that  Country, 
with  an  original  Map,  Tables  of  the  Re. 
venue  and  Population  ;  a  Geological  Re- 

Sort  and  comprehensive  Index  ;  by  Sir 
ohn  Malcolm,  G.  C.  B.,  &c.  will  appear 
in  the  course  of  the  present  month. 

The  Case  of  the  High  Sheriff  of  Dublin. 
This  volume  will  comprise  a  sketch  of  the 
transactions  in  Ireland  which  have  led  to 
this  important  Inquiry ;  all  the  Speeches 
in  Parliament  connected  with  it,  from  Mr 
Brownlow's  Motion  downward  and  inclu- 
sive ;  the  Minutes  of  Evidence,  as  printed 
by  order  of  the  House  of  Commons,  with 
Notes  and  References  ;  the  Papers  pre- 
sented to  Parliament,  and  several  unpub- 
lished Documents.  The  whole  prepared 
for  the  Press  by  a  Barrister  of  the  Middle 
Temple. 

Shortly  will  be  published,  Mammon  in 
London,  or  the  Spy  of  the  Day ;  a  charac- 
teristic and  satirical  Romance,  on  the  mo- 
del of  Le  Diable  Boiteux.  In  3  vols. 

Facetise  Cantabrigienses  ;  Anecdotes, 
Smart  Sayings,  &c.  by,  or  relating  to,  ce- 
lebrated Cantabs ;  being  a  Companion  to 
the  Cambridge  Tart. 

A  Bengalee  Version  of  Todd's  enlarged 
edition  of  Johnson's  Dictionary  is  in  a 
course  of  publication  in  India.  The.public 
will  be  indebted  for  this  work  to  the  labours 
of  Baboo  Rarn  Comul,  senior,  and  Mr  Fe- 
Kx  Carey. 

A  History  and  Description  of  West- 
minster Hall,  with  a  Plan  of  the  Hall,  and 
an  Elevation  of  the  Northern  Portal,  is  now 
in  the  press. 

No.  I.  of  Roman  Antiquities ;  or,  the 
Durobrisse  of  Antoninus  Identified  ;  in  a 
series  of  Plates,  illustrative  of  the  Excuva- 
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ted  Remains  of  the  Roman  Station  at  Cas- 
tor ;  with  Plates  of  the  Mosaic  Pavements, 
&c.  By  E.  T.  Artis. 

In  the  press,  Letters  on  the  Highlands 
of  Scotland,,  containing  Descriptions  of  the 
Scenery,  and  an  Account  of  the  Manners, 
Usages,  Antiquities,  History,  &c.,  of  the 
Highlanders.  Written  and  addressed  to 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  Bart. 

Truth ;  or,  an  Appeal  to  the  People  of 
England,  in  behalf  of  the  Oppressed  Poor 
in  the  South  of  Ireland  ;  laying  open  the 
great  first  cause  of  their  Poverty,  Disease, 
and  ("rime  ;  pointing  out  the  inefficacy  of 
those  Means  which  are  now  suggested  for 
Relief;  and  urging  the  Adoption  of  a  just 
and  natural  Measure,  by  which  alone  they 
can  be  effectually  rescued  from  present, 
and  preserved  from  future  Misery. 

In  a  few  days  will  be  published,  a  Gram- 
mar of  the  Latin  Language,  by  C.  G. 
Zumpt,  Professor  in  the  Frederic's  Gym- 
nasium, Berlin.  Translated  from  the  Ger- 
man, with  additions,  by  the  Rev.  John 
Kenrick,  A.  M. 

A  new  edition  is  preparing  of  the  Diver- 
sions of  Purley,  by  John  Home  Tooke. 

The  Aristocracy  of  Wealth  and  Fashion ; 
being  a  concise  Account  of  the  Scotch  and 
Irish  Baronets ;  and  of  the  Knights  and 
most  considerable  or  distinguished  Com- 
moners of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  after 
the  manner  of  the  Peerage  and  English 
Baronetage,  &c.,  &c. 

A  Description  of  an  Electrical  Telegraph, 
and  of  some  other  Electrical  Apparatus, 
with  eight  Plates,  by  Francis  Ronalds, 
will  soon  appear. 

The  Rev.  R.  Adams  has  in  the  press, 
the  Religious  World  Displayed  ;  or,  a 
View  of  the  Four  Grand  Systems  of  Reli- 


gion,  namely,  Christianity,  Judaism,  Pa- 
ganism,'*; and  Mahommedism,  and  of  the 
various  existing  Denominations,  Sects,  and 
Parties,  in  the  Christian  world. 

A  Gentleman,  well  known  in  the  Lite- 
rary World,  is  at  present  occupied  in  pre- 
paring a  History  of  Modern  Italy.  This 
Work,  offering  a  compressed  Version  of 
M.  De  Sismondi's  invaluable  Ilistoire  des 
Republiques  Italiennes,  and  completed  from 
Muratori  and  other  original  authorities,  is 
nearly  ready  for  publication  in  8vo. 

Miscellaneous  Collections,  forming  a 
Fourth  Volume  to  the  Lounger's  Com- 
mon-Place Book. 

A  New  beautifully  printed  and  popular 
royal  12mo  volume  for  the  use  of  Com- 
mercial Gentlemen,  will  appear  in  a  few 
days,  by  Mr  Wright,  Accountant,  Fen- 
church  Street,  entitled,  "  The  New  Mer- 
cantile Assistant,  and  General  Cheque 
Book,"  containing  Nine  copious  and  dis- 
tinct Sets  of  Tables — The  first  Series, 
(which  contain  more  than  One  Hundred 
Tables)  are  Calculations  by  Reduction,  on 
a  Novel  and  Simple  principle  ;  exhibiting, 
at  one  view,  what  any  Commodity,  pur- 
chased in  the  aggregate,  i.  e.  by  the  Ton 
or  Cwt.,  costs  per  single  lb.,  stone,  or  qr., 
any  Number  of  Ibs.  or  stones,  or  qrs. ;  or 
vice  versa — The  Eight  other  Tables  relate 
to  the  Public  Funds,  Life  Annuities,  Wine 
and  Spirits,  Hay  and  Corn,  &c.  &c.  all 
peculiarly  simple,  and  adapted  to  the  pur- 
poses of  Commerce,  and  as  a  cheque  in 
the  Counting-House. 

Nearly  ready — a  new  Edition  of  u  The 
Young  Countess,"  a  Tale  for  Youth,  much 
improved  and  embellished  by  two  fine  En- 
gravings by  Rhodes,  from  Drawings  by 
Craig. 
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ARCHITECTURE. 

Architectural  Illustrations  of  the  Public 
Buildings  of  London ;  accompanied  by 
Historical,  Descriptive,  and  Critical  Ac- 
counts.  By  J.  Britton,  F.  S.  A.,  &c.,  and 
Augustus  Pugin.  No.  II.  price  os.  me- 
dium 8vo. ;  8s.  imperial  8vo. ;  and  14s. 
medium  4to.,  with  proofs. 

BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

A  Catalogue  of  a  Miscellaneous  Collec- 
tion of  Books,  New  and  Second-hand,  on 
sale  at  the  prices  affixed,  by  John  and  Ar- 
thur Arch,  containing  a  considerable  num- 
ber of  useful,  scarce,  and  curious  Works, 
and  specimens  of  early  Printing,  and  the 
most  valuable  recent  Publications.  Price 
5s.  boards. 

Tuther's  Catalogue  of  Optical,  Philoso- 
phical, and  Mathematical  Instruments ; 
with  a  Descriptive  Enumeration  of  the  Ap- 
paratus employed  in  Experimental  and 
Operative  Chemistry,  Analytical  Minera- 


logy, and  in  the  prosecution  of  the  recent 
Discoveries  in  Electro-Chemical  Science. 
Is. 

Part  III.  of  Isaac  Wilson's  Catalogue  of 
Books,  New  and  Second-hand,  in  every 
department  of  Ancient  and  Modern  Litera- 
ture ;  comprising  the  whole  of  the  choice, 
extensive,  and  very  valuable  Library  of  the 
late  Rev.  J.  Hawksley,  Minister  of  Aldcr- 
manbury  Postern  Chapel,  London  ;  and 
extensive  Collections  from  other  libraries 
recently  sold  in  London  and  Edinburgh, 
now  on  Sale  at  No.  41),  Lowgate,  Hull,  at 
the  Low  Prices  affixed,  for  Ready  Money. 

BOTANY. 

Flora  Domestica;  a  Descriptive  Cata- 
logue of  Plants  which  may  be  reared  in 
the  House,  with  directions  for  their  Treat- 
ment, and  Illustrations  from  the  Works  of 
the  Poets. 

BIOGRAPHY. 

The  Holy  Life  of  Mrs  Elizabeth  Wal- 
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ker,  giving  a  Modest  and  Short  Account 
of  her  Exemplary  Piety  and  Charity.  By 
Anthony  Walker,  D.  D.,  Rector  of  Fy- 
field,  Essex.  First  published  in  1690.  A 
new  edition,  abridged  and  revised  by  the 
Rev.  J.  W.  Brooks,  Domestic  Chaplain  to 
Lord  Viscount  Galway. 

The  Biographical  Cabinet;  containing  a 
Collection  of  Portraits  of  eminent  and  dis- 
tinguished Persons  of  every  Age  and  Na- 
tion, with  Memoirs  of  their  Lives  and  Cha- 
racters. By  James  Harrison. 

DRAMA. 

Faust;  a  Drama,  translated  from  the 
German  of  Goethe  and  Schiller's  Song  of 
the  Bell.  By  Lord  Francis  Leveson  Gower. 

EDUCATION. 

A  Grammar  of  the  Three  Principal  Ori- 
ental Languages,  Hindoostanee,  Persian, 
and  Arabic,  on  a  plan  entirely  new  and 
perfectly  easy  ;  to  which  is  added,  a  set  of 
Persian  Dialogues,  composed  for  the  Au- 
thor, by  Merga  Mohammed  Saulili  of  Shi- 
raz  ;  accompanied  with  an  English  Trans- 
lation, by  William  Price,  Esq.  4to.  £19 
10s. 

Practical  Logic ;  or,  Hints  to  Young 
Theme  Writers,  for  the  purpose  of  leading 
them  to  Think  and  Reason  with  accuracy. 
By  B.  H.  Smart.  3s.  Cd. 

A  Plea  in  Behalf  of  a  Christian  Coun- 
try, for  the  Christian  Education  of  its 
Youth,  addressed  to  various  Classes  of  So- 
ciety. Abridged  from  the  larger  Work  of 
the  Reverend  George  Monro,  M.  A.,  Vi- 
car of  Letterkenny,  Ireland,  in  the  year 
1711.  4s.  6d. 

Lettres  a  Isabelle,  ou  quelques  Rdflex- 
ions  sur  1' Education  et  la  Societe.  Par  Ma- 
dame Adele  du  Thon. 

An  Epitome  of  Locke's  Essay  on  the 
Human  Understanding ;  in  Question  and 
Answer,  for  the  use  of  those  who  intend  to 
enter  on  the  study  of  Metaphysics. 

Rosamond,  a  Sequel  to  Rosamond  in 
Early  Lessons.  By  Maria  Edgeworth. 
second  edition.  5s. 

Theory  and  Practice ;  or,  a  Guide  to 
the  French  Language,  devised  on  an  easy 
and  methodical  Plan  for  Youth,  and  Per- 
sons who  wish  to  study  the  Elements  of 
that  Language  with  or  without  Writing 
Exercises  ;  and  likewise  a  Book  of  Refer- 
ence for  Persons  who  wish  to  translate 
English  into  French.  By  J.  Maurois, 
Author  of  "  A  Modern  French  Conversa- 
tion," and  "  Observations  on  the  Study  of 
the  French  Language."  The  second  edi- 
tion, corrected  and  much  improved.  5s. 

The  Youthful  Travellers  ;  or,  Letters 
chiefly  descriptive  of  Scenes  visited  by  some 
Young  People  during  a  Summer  Excur- 
sion, designed  as  Examples  of  the  Episto- 
lary Style  for  Children.  18mo.  half-bound, 
with  Plates,  price  2s.  6d. 

FINE  ARTS. 

Cruikshank's  Points  of  Humour,  Ulu- 
stratcd  in  Eighteen  Plates,  with  Letter- 
press, 8vo.  price  8s. ;  proofs,  1 2s.  6d. 


Canova  in  his  Workshop,  engraved  in 
the  first  style,  in  the  line  manner.  By  W. 
H.  Worthington,  from  a  Painting  by  F.  X. 
Fabre.  Proofs  on  India  paper,  L.I,  Is. 
Prints,  10s.  6d. 

Chapeau  de  Faille,  a  finely-executed  en- 
graving by  Mr  R.  Cooper,  of  the  cele- 
brated Antwerp  Beauty,  from  Sir  P.  P. 
Rubens.  Prints,  10s.  6'd.  each.  Proofs, 
L.I,  Is. 

A  View  on  the  Thames,  near  Battersea, 
from  an  admired  Painting  by  Mr  Charles 
Deane,  and  finely  engraved  in  the  line  man- 
ner, by  Wm.  James  Taylor,  22  inches 
wide  by  17-  India  paper  proofs,  L.I,  Is.  ; 
French  paper,  ditto,  15s.  ;  and  prints, 
10s.  Cd.  each. 

Views  in  Spain,  from  the  Original 
Sketches  made  in  a  Tour  through  that 
Kingdom  in  1813.  By  Edward  Hawke 
Locker,  Esq.  F.  R.  S.  No.  II.  containing 
Tarragona  in  ruins,  Catalana  ;  La  Puebla 
de  Arlanzon,  Alava ;  Cathedral,  Valencia ; 
Castle  of  Chinchilla,  Murcia  ;  Tolosa,  Gui- 
puscoa. 

Twenty  engravings  of  Lions,  Tigers, 
Panthers,  and  Leopards.  By  Thomas 
Landseer,  from  Drawings  by  Edwin  Land- 
seer  and  Edgar  Spilsbury.  These  Draw- 
ings are  some  of  them  taken  immediately 
from  nature,  and  the  remainder  from  Ru- 
bens, Reydinger,  Rernbrardt,  and  Stubbs, 
corrected  by  a  reference  to  the  living  ani- 
mals. A  Pictorial  and  Physiological  Essay 
on  the  Carnivora  will  accompany  the  en- 
gravings. In  1  thin  vol.  royal  4to.  Price 
L.I,  5s.;  Proofs,  L.2,  2s. 

Part  VIII.  of  a  Series  of  Engravings,  in 
outline,  by  Henry  Moses,  of  the  Works 
of  Antonio  Canova,  in  Sculpture  and  Mo- 
delling, with  Descriptions  from  the  Italian 
of  the  Countess  Albrizzi. 

HISTORY. 

Sismondi's  History  of  France.  Histoire 
des  Francais.  Par  J.  C.  L.  Simonde  de 
Sismondi.  Toms  IV.  V.  et  VI.  8vo.  Price 
L.I,  13s. 

Historical  Illustrations  of  Quentin  Dur- 
ward,  selected  from  Philip  de  Comines, 
Brantome,  and  other  French  Writers  ;  with 
Remarks  on  each  Chapter,  pointing  out  the 
coincidences  or  discrepancies  between  the 
Novelist  and  the  Historian  ;  with  Portraits 
of  Louis  XL,  Charles  the  Bold,  and  Phi- 
lip de  Comines.  8vo.  7s. 
LAW. 

A  Law  Glossary  of  the  Latin,  Greek, 
Norman,  French,  and  other  Languages, 
interspersed  in  the  Commentaries  by  Sir 
William  Blackstone,  and  various  Law 
Treatises  upon  each  Branch  of  the  Profes- 
sion, translated  into  English,  and  alphabe- 
tically arranged.  Second  edition.  By  Tho- 
mas Tayler.  9s.  , 

Reports  of  Cases  argued  and  determined 
in  the  Vice-Chancellor's  Court,  3Geo.  IV. 
Vol.  I.  Part  I.  (To  be  continued.)  By  N. 
Simons  and  J.  Stuart,  Esqs.  of  Lincoln's 
Inn,  Barristers  at  Law.  These  Reports 
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are  in  continuation  of  Mr  Maddock's. 
9s. 

Reports  of  Cases  heard  in  the  House  of 
Lords,  upon  Appeals  and  Writs  of  Error, 
and  decided  during  the  Sessions  1819.  By 
R.  Bligh,  Esq.  Barrister  at  Law.  Vol.  I. 
Part  IV.  with  Indexes.  (To  be  continued.) 
8s. 

Objections  to  the  Proposed  Alterations 
of  the  Law  relating  to  Principal  and  Fac- 
tor. By  Roger  Winter,  of  the  Middle 
Temple,  Esq.  Barrister  at  Law.  2s. 

The  General  Stamp  Act,  55  Geo.  III. 
cap.  184,  including  the  Statute  3  Geo.  IV. 
cap.  1117,  reducing  the  Stamp  Duties  on 
Re-conveyances  of  Mortgages,  &c.  To 
which  are  added,  Notes  of  Cases  decided 
on  the  Stamp  Laws  in  general ;  with  Re- 
ferences to  the  Statutes  44  Geo.  III.  cap. 
98,  and  48  Geo.  III.  cap.  149  ;  shewing 
the  present  and  prior  Duties  ;  together  with 
Practical  Instructions  how  to  get  Paper  or 
Parchment  stamped,  &c.  &c. ;  with  a  Di- 
gested Index.  By  Walter  J.  Impey,  Esq. 
of  the  Inner  Temple.  6s. 

Reports  of  Judgments  delivered  by  Sir 
Orlando  Bridgman,  when  Chief  Justice  of 
the  Common  Picas,  from  Michaelmas  1660 
to  Trinity  1667-  Edited  from  the  Har- 
grave  Manuscripts.  By  S.  Bannister,  of 
Lincoln's  Inn,  Esq.  Barrister  at  Law. 
L.I,  5s. 

Address  delivered  by  Mr  Fresh  field,  to 
the  Select  Committee  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, to  whom  the  Petition  of  the  Mer- 
chants, Bankers,  and  others,  of  London, 
was  referred,  giving  a  History  of  the  Law 
of  England  upon  the  point  in  Question  ; 
and  a  View  of  the  Effect  of  the  Law  upon 
the  Commercial  Interest  of  the  Country, 
and  shewing  the  Risks  to  which  Merchants 
are  exposed  in  the  ordinary  Purchases  of 
Merchandise.  Taken  in  short  -hand  by  Mr 
Gurney.  Second  edition.  3s. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Mortgage  of  Ships, 
as  affected  by  the  Registry  Acts ;  and  on 
the  proper  Mode  of  effecting  Mortgages  on 
Property  of  this  Nature ;  and  on  the  Lia- 
bilities of  the  Mortgagee.  By  Thomas 
Anthony  Trollope. 

MISCELLANIES. 

Military  Sketches,  of  the  Nepal  War  in 
India,  in  the  Years  1814, 1815,  and  1816, 
with  an  Outline  Map  of  the  Operations  of 
the  Armies  under  Major-General  Sir  David 
Ochterlony,  Bart.,  G.  C.  B.,  and  other 
Officers.  By  An  Eye- Witness.  5s. 

A.  Brief  Exposition  of  certain  parts  of 
Two  Reports  made  to  His  Majesty's  Prin- 
cipal Secretary  of  State,  on  the  subject  of 
<»as  Light  Establishments  in  the  Metro- 
polis; and  of  the  Results  deducible  from 
the  data  therein  contained.  Js.  fid. 

Walwyn's  Original  Tax  Tables  for  1823 
and  182  J-  ;  containing  all  the  Assessed 
Taxes,  distinguishing  those  repealed  and 
reduced;  the  Stamp  Duties;  the  Excise 
Licences,  which  are  no',  in  any  other  publi- 
cation of  the  hind  ;  Abstracts  of  the  most 
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useful  information.  Established  23  years. 
Is. 

The  Manuscript  of  1814,  written  at  the 
command  of  Napoleon.  By  Baron  Fain, 
Secretary  of  the  Cabinet  at  that  epoch, 
Master  of  Requests,  &c.  :  and  illustrated 
by  Private  and  Official  Correspondence. 

Description  of  an  Electrical  Telegraph, 
and  of  some  other  Electrical  Apparatus  ; 
with  Eight  Plates,  engraved  by  Lowry. 
By  Francis  Ronalds.  8vo.  6s. 

A  Refutation  of  the  Incorrect  State- 
ments and  Unjust  Insinuations  contained 
in  Capt.  Brenton's  Naval  History  of  Great 
Britain,  as  far  as  the  same  refers  to  the 
Conduct  of  Admiral  Sir  George  Montague, 
G.  C.  B.  in  a  Letter  addressed  to  the  Au- 
thor. Second  edition.  2s.  6d. 

A  Letter  to  the  Gentlemen  of  Great  Bri- 
tain and  Ireland,  on  the  rate  of  Wages  that 
they  are  now  paying  to  their  Men  Servants  ; 
with  an  account  of  the  Duties  and  Annual 
Wages  of  Stewards,  Butlers,  Gardeners, 
Men  Cooks,  Valets,  Grooms  of  the  Cham- 
ber, Coachmen,  Grooms,  Footmen,  Under 
Butlers,  and  Porters.  By  G.  P.  Witson, 
Esq.  Is.  Gd. 

Suffolk  Words  and  Phrases ;  or,  an  At- 
tempt to  collect  the  Lingual  Localisms  of 
that  County.  By  Edward  Moor,  F.  R.  S. 
F.A.S.  &c.  10s.  6d. 

Mirth  for  Midsummer,  Merriment  for 
Michaelmas,  Cheerfulness  for  Christmas, 
Laughter  for  Lady -Day ;  forming  a  Col- 
lection of  Parlour  Poetry,  and  Drawing- 
Room  Drollery,  suitable  for  all  Seasons, 
and  supplying  Smiles  for  Summer,  Amuse- 
ment for  Autumn,  Wit  for  Winter,  Spright- 
liness  for  Spring.  4s. 

The  Two  Bourbons ;  or,  the  War-Cry 
of  Paris  and  Madrid.  By  B.  Read. 

A  Reply  to  Mr  Reed's  Advertisement  to 
the  Seventh  Edition  of  "  No  Fiction;" 
with  a  Review  of  "•  Martha."  By  Francis 
Barnett,  Author  of  "  Memoirs  by  Him- 
self." 6d. 

Entertainment  for  Leisure  Hours  ;  con- 
sisting o£  Moral  Tales,  Biographical 
Sketches,  Gleanings,  Original  Communi- 
cations, Miscellaneous  Pieces  and  Poetry, 
selected  from  the  best  authors,  periodical 
works,  &c.  By  Peter  Mackinnell.  12mo. 
5s.  6d. 

Mrs  Jane  Townley's  Answer  to  the  Edi- 
tor of  the  Council  of  Ten.  Is. 

The  Etonian.  A  Series  of  Essays,  Cri- 
ticisms, and  Delineations  of  Life  and  Man- 
ners. The  Third  Edition,  revised.  L.I, 
11s.  6d. 

The  Universal  Cambist,  and  Commercial 
Instructor ;  being  a  full  and  accurate  Trea- 
tise on  the  Exchanges,  Monies,  Weights, 
and  Measures  of  all  Trading  Nations  and 
their  Colonies.  By  P.  Kelly,  LL.D.  In 
2  vols.  4to.  Price  Four  Guineas,  in 
boards. 

Sketches  in  Bedlam  ;  or  Characteristic 
Traits  of  Insanity,  as  displayed  in  the  Cases 
of  One  Hundred  and  Forty  Patients  of  both 
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Bethlem,  including  Margaret  Nicholson, 
James  Hatfield,  Patrick  Walsh,  Bannister, 
Truelock,  and  many  other  extraordinary 
Maniacs,  who  have  been  transferred  from 
Old  Bethlem.  To  which  are  added,  a  suc- 
cinct History  of  the  Establishment,  its 
Rules,  Regulations,  Forms  of  Admission, 
Treatment  of  Patients,  &c. — By  a  Con- 
stant Observer.  10s.  6d. 

The  Hermit  Abroad.  By  the  Author 
of  "  The  Hermit  in  London,"  and  "  Her- 
mit  in  the  Country."  12s. 

Illustrations,  Historical,  Biographical, 
and  Miscellaneous,  of  the  Novels  by  the 
Author  of  Waverley  ;  with  Criticisms,  ge- 
neral and  particular.  By  the  Rev.  Richard 
-Warner.  In  1  vol.  12mo.  with  an  En- 
graving of  an  Anglo-Saxon  Feast. 

Letters  to  the  Contractors  of  the  Colom- 
bian Loan,  on  the  Illegality  and  Non-rati- 
fication of  the  Loan  and  Debentures,  and 
on  the  Fabrication  of  Mr  Zeal's  Powers, 
under  which  the  Loan  was  contracted,  and 
the  Debentures  created.  By  a  Member  of 
the  Honourable  Society  of  Lincoln's  Inn. 

The  Road  to  Happiness.     Is.  6d. 

The  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer's  New 
Beer  Act.  The  explicit  Directions  for 
Brewing  from  Unmalted  Corn,  by  Mr  Ham, 
will  enable  Private  Families. to  produce 
Porter  and  Pale  Beer  of  every  description, 
at  2|d.  per  gallon,  of  an  equal  quality  to 
that  which  is  to  be  sold  by  the  Beer  Act  at 
2£d.  per  quart. 

The  Cambrian  Tourist ;  or,  Post-Chaise 
Companion  through  Wales  ;  containing 
cursory  Sketches  of  the  Welsh  Territories, 
and  a  Description  of  the  Manners,  Cus- 
toms, and  Games  of  the  Natives.  With 
Charts,  comprehending,  at  one  view,  the 
advisable  Route,  best  Inns,  Distance  and 
Objects  most  worthy  of  attention.  With 
a  beautiful  Engraving  of  the  Suspension 
Bridge  now  erecting  over  the  Menai  Straits 
at  Bangor  Ferry.  Fifth  Edition.  8s. 

NOVELS  AND  TALES. 

First  Affections  ;  an  Oxfordshire  Story. 
2  vols.  12s. 

Hauberk  Hall;  a  Series  of  Facts.  By 
Henry  Brebner.  10s.  6d. 

May  You  Like  It,  Volume  the  Second. 
By  the  same  Author  as  the  First  Volume 
lately  published,  which  may  still  be  had 
as  a  work  complete  in  itself.  Price  6s. 
boards. 

Seventy-Six.  By  the  Author  of  "  Lo- 
gan." 3  vols.  21s. 

The  Farmers  ;  or  Tales  for  the  Times, 
addressed  to  the  Yeomanry  of  England. 
Price  3s.  6d.  boards. 

The  Italian  Convert.  By  the  Author 
of  "  The  Vicar  of  Iver,"  "  French  Pro- 
testant." 18mo.  half-bound,  roan.  Is.  6d. 

POETB.Y. 

The  Graces.  A  Classical  Allegory,  in- 
terspersed with  Poetry,  and  illustrated  by 
Explanatory  Notes.  Together  with  a 
Poetical  Fragment  entitled  Psyche  among 
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the  Graces.     Translated  from  the  original 
German  of  Christopher  Martin  Wieland. 

7s. 

Ahasuerus,  the  Wanderer  ;  a  Dramatic 
Legend  ;  in  Six  Parts.  By  the  Author  of 
"  Sketches  in  Hindoostan,"  and  other 
Poems.  6s. 

The  Social  Day.  A  Poem,  in  Four 
Cantos.  By  Peter  Coxe.  Illustrated  by 
Thirty-two  Engravings,  after  designs  by 
the  most  eminent  Artists.  In  royal  8vo. 
Price  L.2,  2s. ;  also,  in  imperial  8vo.  with 
Proof  Impressions  of  the  Plates,  on  India 
paper. 

Men  and  Things,  in  1823,  a  Political 
Sketch,  in  Three  Epistles,  to  the  Right 
Hon.  Geo.  Canning,  with  .copious  Notes. 
By  James  Shergold  Boone,  M.  A.  5s. 

The  Seige  of  Jerusalem,  a  Poem.  By 
Charles  Peers,  Esq.  12s.  6d. 

The  Discarded  Son,  a  Tale,  and  other 
Rhymes.  By  Charles  Barwell  Coles,  Esq. 
3s. 

Phantoms;  a  Poem,  in  Two  Parts; 
with  Myrrha,  a  Fragment,  translated  from 
the  Proven$al.  By  J.  H.  St  Aubyn.  6s. 

The  Duke  of  Mercia,  an  Historical  Dra- 
ma. The  Lamentation  of  Ireland ;  and 
other  Poems.  By  Sir  Aubrey  de  Vere 
Hunt,  Bart  10s.  6d. 

The  Island ;  or,  Christian  and  his  Com- 
rades. A  Poem,  in  Four  Cantos.  By  the 
Right  Hon.  Lord  Byron. 

Quentin  Durward ;  a  Drama,  in  Three 
Acts.  By  Rd.  Haworth.  Is. 

The  Life  of  a  Soldier  ;  a  Narrative  and 
Descriptive  Poem,  embellished  with  Eigh- 
teen Plates,  etched  by,  and  highly  colour- 
ed after  the  Drawings  of,  William  Heath. 
Handsomely  printed  in  imperial  8vo. 

Judah,  a  Sacred  Oratorio ;  the  Words 
selected  and  written,  and  the  Music  origi- 
nally composed  and  adapted  to  the  Com- 
positions of  Haydn, Mozart,  and  Beethoven. 
By  William  Gardiner.  Dedicated  by  per- 
mission to  the  King.  Price  L.3,  3s.  ele- 
gantly printed  in  full  score,  and  adapted  to 
the  Pianoforte. 

Specimens  of  British  Poetry,  chiefly  se- 
lected from  Authors  of  high  celebrity,  and 
interspersed  with  Original  Writuigs.  By 
Elizabeth  Scott.  8vo.  12s. 

POLITICS. 

Two  Letters  to  the  Marquis  of  Lans- 
downe,  on  the  reputed  Excess  and  Depre- 
ciation of  Bank-Notes,  on  the  Nature  and 
Operations  of  Coins,  and  on  the  Conse- 
quences of  the  New  Metallic  Currency. 
By  Daniel  Beaumont  Payne.  Esq.  3s.  6d. 

A  Compendium  of  Finance  :  containing 
an  account  of  the  Origin,  Progress,  and 
present  State  of  the  Public  Debts,  Revenue, 
Expenditure,  National  Banks,  and  Cur- 
rencies, of  France,  Russia,  Prussia,  the 
Netherlands,  Austria,  Naples,  Spain,  Por- 
tugal, Denmark,  Norway,  Hanover,  and 
other  German  States,  United  States  of  Ame- 
rica, Buenos  Ayres,  Colombia,  and  Chili ; 
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and  shewing  the  nature  of  the  different 
Public  Securities,  with  the  manner  of  ma- 
king Investments  therein.  Also  an  Histo- 
rical Sketch  of  the  National  Debt  of  the 
British  Empire,  authenticated  by  Official 
Documents.  By  Bernard  Cohen. 

Suggestions  addressed  to  the  Legislature 
and  the  Landed  Interest;  occasioned  by 
the  Bills  submitted  to  Parliament  by  the 
Government  of  Ireland  for  a  Composition 
and  Commutation  of  Tithes.  By  J.  J. 
Park,  Esq.  Barrister  at  Law. 

THEOLOGY. 

Exempla  Concionum  ;  or,  Plans  of  Serr 
mons ;  chiefly  intended  as  Outlines  to  be 
filled  up  by  Written  Compositions,  or  to 
assist  and  facilitate  Extemporaneous  De- 
livery. 1  vol.  12mo.  4s. 

A  General  View  of  the  Doctrine  of  Re- 
generation in  Baptism.  By  Christopher 
Bethell,  D.  D.  Dean  of  Chichester.  8s. 

St  Paul's  Thorn  in  the  Flesh,  explained 
in  a  Discourse  on  2  Corinthians,  xii.  7-  with 
a  Preface  and  Notes.  By  the  Rev.  J.  G. 
Tolley.  2s. 

The  Perfect  Model  for  Christian  Teach- 
ers.  Is.  6d. 

A  Sermon  Preached  to  the  English  Con- 
gregation assembled  at  Rome,  Sunday,  6th 
April  1823,  for  the  Benefit  of  the  Primi- 
tive Church  of  the  Vaudois,  or  Ancient 
Abigenses  and  Waldenses.  By  the  Rev. 
Lewis  Way,  A.  M.  Minister  of  the  Epis- 
copal Protestant  Chapel  at  Nice,  in  Sar- 
dinia. Price  2s.  Gd.  The  Second  Edi- 
tion, with  an  Appendix  of  the  "  House- 
hold of  Faith." 

For  the  Oracles  of  God — Four  Orations, 
For  Judgment  to  Come. — An  Argument, 
in  Nine  Parts.  By  the  Rev.  Edward 
Irving,  A.  M.  12s. 

The  Word  of  God,  concerning  all  that 
are  in  Trouble  or  Affliction.  The  Second 
Edition.  By  the  Rev.  J.  W.  Brooks. 

Scripture  Names  of  Persons  and  Places 
familiarly  explained.  Intended  as  a  Com- 
panion to  the  reading  of  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures, for  the  ease  of  Young  Persons.  4s. 
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Sermons  chiefly  designed  for  the  use  of 
Families.  By  John  Fawcett,  A.  MM  Rec- 
tor of  Scaleby  and  Perpetual  Curate  of  St 
Cuthbert's,  Carlisle.  Third  Edition.  2 
Vols.  12mo.  Price  12s. 

Sermons,  preached  before  a  Country 
Congregation,  by  William  Bishop,  M.A. 
2s.  fid. 

Remarks  on  Scepticism,  especially  as  it 
is  connected  with  subjects  of  Organization 
and  Life,  being  an  Answer  to  the  Views  of 
M.  Bichat,  Sir  T.  C.  Morgan,  and  Mr 
Laurence,  upon  those  points.  By  the  Rev. 
Thomas  Rennell,  A.  M.  Sixth  Edition, 
2s.  6d. 

Lectures  on  Miracles,  selected  from  the 
New  Testament.  By  the  Author  of  "  Lec- 
tures on  Parables,"  and  "•  Geraldine." 
Cr.  8vo.  8s. 

TOPOGRAPHY. 

Reliquias  Diluvianse ;  or,  Observations 
on  the  Organic  Remains  contained  in  Caves, 
Fissures,  and  Diluvial  Gravel,  and  on 
other  Geological  Phenomena,  attesting  the 
action  of  an  Universal  Deluge.  By  the 
Rev.  Wm.Buckland,  B.D.  F.R.S.  F.L.S. 
Professor  of  Mineralogy  and  Geology  in 
the  University  of  Oxford.  4to.  £1,  Us.  Cd. 

A  concise  Description  of  the  English 
Lakes  and  the  Mountains  in  their  vicinity  ; 
with  remarks  on  the  Mineralogy  and  Geo- 
logy of  the  District.  By  Jonathan  Otley. 
12mo.  4s.  Od. 

VOYAGES  AND  TRAVELS. 

Journal  of  a  Tour  in  France  in  the 
Years  181G  and  1817.  By  Frances  Jane 
Carey.  1  vol.  8vo. 

The  Pyrenees  and  the  South  of  France, 
during  the  Months  of  November  and  De- 
cember 1822.  By  A.  Thiers. 

Letters  from  Mecklenburg  and  Holstein,; 
comprising  an  Account  of  the  Free  Cities 
of  Hamburg  and  Lubeck.  Written  in  the 
Summer  of  1820.  By  George  Downes, 
A.B. 

Description  of  the  Scenery  of  Dunkeld 
and  of  Blair,  in  Atholl.  In  1  vol.  duo- 
decimo. 
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The  Edinburgh  Christian  Instructor, 
No.  CLVL,  for  July. 

The  New  Edinburgh  Review,  No.  IX. 
8vo.  Gs. 

Memoirs  of  the  Wernerian  Natural  His  • 
tory  Society.  Vol.  IV.  Part  2d.  8vo.  10s. 
6d. 

Ellen  Gray,  or  the  Dead  Maiden's 
Curse,  a  Poem.  By  the  late  Dr  Archibald 
Macleod.  8vo.  3s. 

The  Fire  Eater,  a  Tale.    12mo.  8s. 

A  Series  of  Picturesque  Views.  Part 
I.  containing,  1.  Edinburgh  from  St  An- 
thony's Well — 2.  Edinburgh  from  Canon- 
Mills — 3.  Edinburgh  Castle  from  the  site 
of  the  West  Port.  Price  r»s,  Drawn  by 
J.  Ewbank.  Engraved  by  W.  H.  Lizars. 


Case  of  the  Inhabitants  of  Edinburgh, 
relative  to  the  Classical  Education  of  their 
Sons.  By  A.  Scott,  Esq.  «vo.  Is. 

Original  Institutions  of  the  Princely  Or- 
ders of  Collars.  By  Sir  William  Segar. 
From  an  original  MS.  in  the  Advocates' 
Library,  now  first  published  with  Eight 
Engravings,  being  fac  similes  of  the  ori- 
ginal drawings,  splendidly  coloured  embla- 
zoned, in  one  volume  quarto,  printed  by 
Ballantyne.  half  bound,  £1,  11s.  fid. 

"  Sir  William  Segar,  Knight,Garter  Prin- 
cipal King  at  Arms,  during  the  reign  of  James 
the  First,  is  well  known  as  the  author  of  a 
valuable  work,  entitled,  Of  Honour,  JWi- 
littnyund  diril ;  t  renting  of  Jurisdiction 
Military,  Knighthood,  Combats,  and  prc- 
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cedency,  dedicated  to  Queen  Elizabeth,  and 
printed  at  London  in  1602 ;  and  also  of 
Ba,ronaglum,Genealogicum — amanuscript 
collection  which  formed  the  basis  of  Ed- 
monson's  work,  which  bears  the  same  title. 
Among  his  other  Heraldic  Manuscripts, 
Segar  left  a  short  account  of  the  Original 
Institutions  of  the  Princely  Orders  of'Col- 
lars,  dedicated  to  his  patron,  James  the 
First.  This  work,  which  has  not  hitherto 
been  published,  and  from  which  the  present 
impression  has  been  printed,  now  belongs 
to  the  Library  of  the  Faculty  of  Advocates 
at  Edinburgh.  It  is  written  upon  vellum, 
and  is  in  the  highest  state  of  preservation. 
The  work  was  probably  executed  soon  af- 
ter James  the  First  ascended  the  Throne  of 
England. 

"  The  historical  notices  which  accom- 
pany the  emblazonings  of  the  different  Col- 
lars, although  short,  are  curious  ;  and  no- 
thing can  be  more  beautiful  than  the  co- 
louring and  emblazonings  of  the  Collars  by 
Segar.  They  have  been  minutely  copied 
for  the  present  impression  by  Mr  Lizars, 
who,  with  his  usual  ingenuity,  has  succeed- 
ed in  producing  an  effect  nearly  equal  to  the 
originals." — Notice  by  the  Editor. 
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The  Picture  of  Edinburgh ;  containing 
a  Description  of  the  City  and  its  Environs. 
By  J.  Stark.  18mo.  7s. 

Jacob  ;  or,  Patriarchal  Piety.  A  Series 
of  Discourses  by  the  Rev.  Edward  Craig, 
A.  M.  Oxon,  Minister  of  St  James's  Cha- 
pel, Edinburgh.  8vo.  10s.  6d. 

Theological  Gems.    I8mo.    5s. 

The  Morning  and  Evening  Sacrifice,  or 
Prayers  for  Private  Persons  and  Families. 
New  Edition.  Post  8vo,  10s.  Gd. ;  12mo, 
5s.  6d. 

The  Life  of  Sir  Thomas  Craig  of  Ric- 
cartoun,  with  Biographical  Sketches  of  his 
most  eminent  legal  Contemporaries.  By 
P.  F.  Tytler,  Esq.  Advocate,  F.  R.  and 
A.  S.  S. 

A  Pocket  Guide  to  the  Riga  Trade. 
Is.  6d, 

A  Catechism  of  Music,  chiefly  adapted 
for  Learners  on  the  Pianoforte.  By  D. 
Macpherson.  12mo.  6s. 

Remarks  on  Duelling,  comprising  Ob- 
servations on  the  Arguments  in  Defence  of 
that  Practice.  By  George  JJuchan,  Esq. 
of  Killoe.  8vo.  2s. 

AnotKer  Chapter  for  the  Use  of  the  Tyro 
in  the  Court  of  Session.  8vo.  Is.  6d. 


MONTHLY  KEGISTER. 


METEOROLOGICAL  TABLE,  extracted  from  the  Register  kept  at  Edinburgh,  in  the 
Observatory,  Calton-ltill. 

N.8. — The  Observations  arc  made  twice  every  clay,  at  nine  o'clock,  forenoon,  and  four  o'clock,  after- 
noon.—The  second  Observation  in  the  afternoon,  in  the  first  column,  is  taken  by  the  Register 
Thermometer. 


Attach. 

Ther. 

Barom. 

Ther. 

Wind. 

Ther. 

Barom. 

Ther. 

Wind. 

Junel  | 

M.41 
A.  55 

J9.939 
.570 

M.64\ 
A.58/ 

W. 

Foren.  suns, 
aftern.  dull. 

June  16  1 

M.38 
A.  54 

29.998 
.999 

M.61  1 
A.  61  I 

Cble. 

Frost  morn., 
sunsh.  day. 

2  { 

M.41 
A.  51 

.2bi 

.201 

M.5S  \ 
A.  56  / 

w. 

Foren.  sh. 
aftern.'fair. 

17  { 

M.37} 
A.  54 

.999 
50.102 

M.65\ 
A.  60  / 

Cble. 

Cold  morn, 
day  warm. 

M.58 

.138 

M.58\ 

Heavy  shrs. 

j 

M.42 

.132 

M.GO  ) 

Dull  foren. 

A.  50 

28.999 

A.  58  / 

w. 

rain. 

\ 

A.  51 

.136 

A.58/ 

E. 

aft.  warm. 

1 

M.37 

.938 

M.58) 

Dull,  with 

f 

M.58 

.11)1 

M.59  1 

Dull  and 

I 

A.  51 

.938 

A.59/ 

w. 

shrs.  rain. 

\ 

A.  50 

29.999 

A.57/ 

E. 

cold. 

t 

M.59 

.937 

M.57) 

Dull,  with 

f 

.980 

M.55  \ 

Dull  foren. 

*>    S 

A.  52 

_'!>.'_'(>-' 

A.  55  / 

w. 

heavy  sh. 

20  s 

A.'SO 

.940 

A.  55  / 

E. 

sunsh.  aft. 

6  { 

M.40 
A.  55 

.464 
.307 

M.58) 
A.59/ 

w. 

Changeable, 
with  rain. 

»{ 

M.41 
A.  49 

.938 
.962 

M.55  \ 
A.55/ 

E. 

Dull  and 
cold. 

7( 

M.'lOi 
A.  53 

.399 

.382 

M.59\ 
A.59/ 

sw. 

Cold,  and 

shrs.  rain. 

M.39- 
A.  49 

996 
.985 

M.57  ) 
A.  55  / 

NE. 

Foren.  cold, 
aftern.  mild. 

M.44 
A.  55 

.312 
.416 

M.60) 
A.56/ 

Cble. 

Changeable, 
with  h.  shrs. 

23  { 

M.39 
A.  50 

.901 
.732 

M.59  \ 
A.59/ 

Cble. 

Koren.  sun. 
dull  aftern. 

9  j 

M.42 
A.  55 

.552 
.644 

M.60\ 
A.  .58  / 

NW. 

Dull  foren. 
warm  aftern. 

J 

M.41 
A.  55 

.588 
.376 

M  58  ) 
A.56/ 

Cble. 

llain  morn, 
dull  day. 

10  { 

M.39 
A.  49 

.769 
.851 

M.55) 
A.58/ 

Cble. 

Rain  foren. 
warm  aftern. 

M.10J 
A.  51 

.270 
.255 

M.58\ 
A.  57  f 

W. 

Dull,  heavy 
sh.  hail. 

ii{ 

M.42 
A.  57 
M.46 
A.  57 
M.50 
A.61 

.753 

.750 
.705 
.722 
.602 
.578 

M.61\ 
A.60/ 
M.GlS 
A.  62  / 
M.65\ 
A.60/ 

Cble. 

W. 
Cble. 

Dull,  but 
fair. 
Dull,  rain 
morning. 
Dull,  but 
fair. 

26  1 
27  { 

28{ 

M.55 
A.  49 
M.38j 
A.  51 

A/55 

.247 
.247 
.230 
.134 

_'S.!>!)!-/ 
29.205 

\I.57\ 
A.60/ 
M.59\ 
A.  58  / 
M.58\ 
A.62/ 

W. 
E. 
E. 

Sunsh.  and 
fair. 
Th.  &  light, 
foren.  rain. 
Dull,  fair, 
with  thund. 

14  { 

M.42 
A.  52 

.650 
.605 

M.60) 
A.59/ 

NW. 

Dull  morn, 
sunsh.  aft. 

29  { 

M.43 
A.  57 

.390 
.568 

M.63> 

A.62/ 

E. 

\Varm  and 
dull,  with  sh. 

15  { 

M.38 
A.  50 

.750 
.950 

M.59  \ 
A.56/ 

Cble. 

Morn,  cold, 
day  sunsh. 

50{ 

M.43 
A.58 

.728 
.695 

M.62\ 

A.58/ 

E. 

Changeable, 
warm. 

Average  of  Rain,  .950  inches. 
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CJuly, 


Wheat. 
1st,..  33s.  Od. 
2d,  ...29s.  6d. 
3d,  ...25s.  Gd. 


Beef  (17£  oz.  per  Ib.)  Os.  4d.  to  Os.  Gd. 

Mutton    .    .     .     .     Os.  5d.  to  Os.  Gd. 

Veal Os.  5d.  to  Os.  8d. 

Pork Os.  4d.  to  Os.  Gd. 

Lamb,  per  quarter  .     Is.  6d.  to  3s.  6d. 

Tallow,  per  stone  .    5s.  Od.  to  6s.  6d. 


EDINBURGH July  9. 

Barley.          I  Oats. 

1st,. ..27s.  Od:        1st, 24s.  Od. 

2d,  ...24s.  Od.    I    2d, 22s.  Od. 

3d,  ...23s.  Od.    I   3d, 20s.  6d. 

Average,  £1,  9s.  lid.  G-12ths. 
Tuesday,  July  8. 


Pease  &  Beans. 

1st, 19s.  Gd. 

2d, 18s.  Od. 

3d,  17s.  Od. 


Quartern  Loaf    .     .     Os.  7£d.  to  Os.  8d. 

New  Potatoes  (28  Ib.)  Os.    (id.  to  Os.  8d. 

Fresh  Butter,  per  Ib.   Is.     2d.  to  Os.  Od. 

Salt  ditto,  per  stone    16s.    Od.  to  Os.  OU. 

Ditto,  per  Ib.       .     .     Is.    Od.  to  Os.  Od. 

Eggs,  per  dozen       .    Os.    8d.  to  Os.  Od. 


Wheat. 

1st,  ....31s.  Od. 
2d,  ....30s.  Gd. 
3d,  ....28s.  Od. 


HADDINaTON — Jul 
Barley. 

1st,  ....28s.  Gd. 
2d,  ....26s.  Gd. 
3d,  ....25s.  Od. 


11. 

Oats.  Pease. 

1st,  ...22s.  Gd.     1st,  ...  19s.  Gd. 

2d, 20s.  Od.     2d,  ...  17s.  6d. 

3d,  ....18s.  Od.  I  3d,  ...  IGs.  Od. 


Beans. 

1st,  ...  19s.  Gd. 
2d,  ...  17s.  Gd. 
3d,  ...  IGs.  Od. 


Average,  £1  :  8s.  lOd.  6-12ths. 
Average  Prices  of  Corn  in  England  and  Wales,  from  the  Returns  received  in  the  Week 

ended  July  5. 

Wheat,  60s.  Id.— Barley,  31s.  6d.— Oats,  25s.  Id.— Rye,  36s.  7d.— Beans,  36s.  7d.— Pease,  36s.  5d. 
London,  Corn  Exchange,  July  7-  Liverpool,  July  15. 


a.      s.                              s.       g. 

s.      d.    s.    d.             .          s.  d.    s.    d. 

Wheat,  red,  old  —  to  — 

Maple,  new       ,  —  to  — 

Wheat,  per  70  Ib. 

Amer.  p.  1961b. 

Eine  ditto  .    .    50  to  54 

White  pease  .     34  to  38 

Eng.  Old     8    6  to    9    3 

Sweet,  U.S.  —  0  to  —    0 

Superfine  ditto     56  to  60 

Ditto,  boilers  ..  40  to  43 

New      .     —   0  to    —  0 

Do.  inbond  —  0  to  —    0 

Ditto,  new  .         41  to  48 

Small  Beans.new  32  to  36 

Foreign  .  .  4    6  to    5    0 

Sour  do.  .   30  0  to  32     0 

White,  old           —  to  — 

Ditto,  ohl  ,    .    34  to  36 

Waterford  6    0  to    610 

Oatmeal,  per  240  Ib. 

Fine  ditto  .         54  to  60 

Tick  ditto,,  new   28  to  32 

Limerick     —  0  to    —  0 

English        27  0  to  30    0 

Superfine  ditto    64-  to  66 

Ditto,  old    .        30  to  33 

Drogheda    7    0  to    7    4 

Scotch  .  .    22  0  to  26    o 

Ditto,  new  .        45  to  52 

Feed  oats     .         20  to  23 

Dublin        6    0  to   7    0 

Irish  ...    22  0  to  26    0 

Rye    ...         33  to  36 

Fine  ditto    .     »  22  to  25 

Scotch    .      8    0  to    8    9 

Bran,  p.2  lib.  1  0  to  1    0 

Barley,  new         27  to  30 
Fine  ditto  .         31  to  33 

Poland  ditto         22  to  26 
Tine  ditto  .         27  to  28 

Irish  Old  .  6    3  to    7    0 
Barley,  per  60  Ibs. 

Suiter,  Beef,  fyc. 

Superfine  ditto    34  to  35 

Potato  ditto         23  to  26 

Eng.  ...     4    3  to    4    8 

8utter,p.cwt.  s.  d.    s.  d. 

Malt  ...         50  to  54 

Fine  ditto   .          27,  to  28 

Scotch  ,  .   4    0  to    4     6 

Belfast,  new  82  0  to  83  0 

Pine  ...         55  to  58 

Scotch    .    .         28  to  29 

Irish  .  ..      4    0  to    4    4 

Newry      .     80  0  to  81  0 

Hog  Pease     .      34  to  36 

Flour,  per  sack    50  to  60 

Oats,  per  45  Ib. 

Waterford  .  76  0  to  77  0 

Maple    .    .    .    37  to  40 

Ditto,  seconds     46  to  54 

Eng.  new    3    0  to    33 

Cork,pic.2d,  74  0  to  75  0 

Seed*, 

A-n 

Irish  do.  .  2  10  to    3     0 

3d  dry    66   0  to  68  0 

Scotch  do.  3     1  to    3    5 

Beef,  p.  tierce. 

s.     s.  d. 
Must.  White,  .  11  to  12  0 
—  Brown,  new    9  to  15  0 

9.        S.  d. 

Hempseed     .    32  to  36  0 
Linseed,  crush.  38  to  54  0 

Rye,  per  qr.  —  0  to  —    0 
Malt  per  b.  8    0  to    8  10 
—Middling  7    6  to    8    0 

—  Mess        82  0  to    88  0 
—  p.  barrel  58  0  to    60  0 
Pork,  p.  bl.  —  0  to   —  0 

Tares,  per  qr.  28  to  36  0 
Sanfoin,            30  to  34  0 

—  Fine    -    .     46  to  54  0 
Rye  Grass,        16  to  32  0 

Beans,perq. 
English  .34:     0  to  36    0 

—  Mess     .    50  0  to   54  0 
—  Middl.  .  47  0  to    49  0 

Turnips,    bsh.   9  to  12  0 
—  Red  &  green  —  to  0  0 
—  Yellow,         —  to  0  0 

Ribgrass,     .      28  to  44  0 
Clover,  red  cwt.  18  to  54  0 
—  White  .  .      30  to  62  0 

Irish    .  .  32     0  to  34    0 
Rapeseed,  p.l.  —  to  —    0 
Pease,grey27    0  to  36    0 

Jacon,  p.  cwt. 
Short  mids.  42  0  to  44  0 
Sidei  .    .     40  0  to  —  0 

Caraway,  cwt  54  to  60  0 

Coriander  .      10  to  14  0 

—White  .40    0  to  48    0 

rlams,  dry,  38  0  to  56  0 

Canary,  per  qr.  43  to  48  0 

Trefoil   ...        6  to  14  0 

Flour,  English, 

Green    .   .   28  0  to  30  o 

Rape  Seed,  per  last,  £26  to  £32. 

p.2401b.fine40    0  to  45     0 

^ard.rd.p.c.40  0  to   44  0 

Irish,  2ds  38    0  to  44    0 

Tongue,p.fir.-  0  to   —  0 

Weekly  Price  of  Stocks,  from  2d  to  23d  June  1823. 


2d. 

9th. 

16th. 

23d. 

Bank  stock,  Jt^J^fjr^j,f,stj^,sjjtfrfjJJJ^, 

90Q  1 

3  per  cent*  reduced,JJ^jxJ*r.^J-^xx^rxJ-xJJJJ 

80  -1-  79  I 

703  on 

804     A  4 

nn  1       3 

80-7  &     s 

UU2           8 

3i    per    Cent.   COnSOlS,  ,,s».j,r..r.,,jrrrrrrr,rjJJJ 

OU8     8        4 

qoi 

4  per  cent,  consols,  ..-...^.r,^^.^..™,^,^,^ 

971  a    i 

071     a 

98     71  I 

971    OO 

New  4  per  cent.  consols,~~~  ~~~~ 
Imper.  3  per  cent.  ~~,,,~,~~,^-~~-,~~ 

India  st.nr.ltj  ,.,,,„,,,.„„„„„„„„„„,.„.,„.„, 

looi  i  i 

\)(vnfa^frrrrrtrrsttJJtJSJ  -„„„,„„„,„,„ 

35  34 

40  41 

40  39 

Long  Anniiit.tf»Sj-r<.rrrrj.<.r/.J.^J.J.J.JJJ.JJ.J.JJJJJ.JJ-J_ 
Exchequer  bills,-  ~~_^  

Evehp<l>ier  bills,  %\R.,rfrrfrfffJJ  ',     , 

204 
IB  17 

20     | 

20  7-1  G 
20  22 

17  19 

(Vmsnls  for  ftrr..  jrt,f,,jrrr,r,fJJJJ     „ 

81  L    a       1 

80|  81 

81  ''     i  4 

814-        3 

Yrench  «r»  per  cents*   ^rtnnMf.nMMJJMM 

85f.  8Gc. 

01  8        24 

0  1  4          8- 

88  70 
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Course  of  Exchange,  July  8X- Amsterdam,  12:  10.  C.  F.  Ditto  at  sight,  12:8. 
Rotterdam,  12  :  11.  Antwerp,  12  :  10.  Hamburgh,  38:  3.  Altona,  38  :  4.  Paris,  3 
d.  sight,  25  :  90.  Ditto  20  :  10.  Bourdeaux,  26  :  10.  Frankfort  on  the  Maine,  159^ 
Petersburgh,  per  rble.  8| :  3.  Us.  Berlin,  7:11.  Vienna,  10 :  30  Eff.flo.  Trieste,  10 :  30 
Eff.flo.  Madrid,  36J.  Cadiz,  35J.  Bilboa,  36|.  Barcelona,  35J.  Seville,  35f .  Gibral- 
tar, 304.  Leghorn,  46$.  Genoa,  43|.  Venice,  28  :  10.  Malta,  45.  Naples,  39. 
Palermo,  117-  Lisbon,  51 1.  Oporto,  514-  Rio  Janeiro,  47-  Bahia,  46.  Dublin, 
9g  per  cent.  Cork,  9|  per  cent. 

Prices  of  Gold  and  Silver,  per  oz. — Foreign  gold,  in  bars,  £3  :  17  :  6d.  New 
Doubloons j  £0:0:  Od.  New  DoUars,  4s.  9d.  Silver  in  bars,  stand.  4s.  lid. 


PRICES  CURRENT,  July  12—  LONDON,  8. 

SUGAR,  Muse. 

LEITH. 

GLASGOW. 

LIVERPOOL. 

LOND0N. 

B.  P.  Dry  Brown,  .  cwt. 
Mid.  good,  and  fine  mid. 
Fine  and  very  fine,    .    . 
Refined  Doub.  Loaves,    . 

57      to      59 
62               64 
74               80 
112             125 

54               57 
58               68 

55               59 
60               70 
71               75 

55               58 
60               70 

Powder  ditto, 

100             110 

—                                ^- 

•»               •—  • 

104              115 

Single  ditto, 

92             104 

91              100 

^^               ^^ 

81                90 

Small  Lumps,   .    .    . 

90               98 

86               90 

__               __ 

86                98 

Large  ditto,  ... 

88               90 

78            .   84 

^               «.  _ 

—                                 *-— 

Crushed  Lumps,    .    . 

35               .52 

80               86 

_               —  . 

—  .                                 —  — 

MOLASSES,  British,  cwt. 

50               31 

28               29 

—  .               — 

28               30 

COFFEE,  Jamaica,  .  cwt. 
Ord.  good,  and  fine  ord. 

90             110 

_   .         •   _ 

80            106 

84             105 

Mid.  good,  and  fine  mid. 

120             130 

—  .                _ 

107             120 

108              128 

Dutch  Triage  and  very  ord. 
Ord.  good,  and  fine  ord. 
Mid.  good,   and  fine  mid. 

E     E 

104              110 
110              120 

50               82 
86             104 
105             119 

I                ~ 

St  Domingo     . 

122             126 

*—                                 — 

90               92 

^  .                ^^^ 

Pimento  (m  Bond.)  .    .    . 

9                10 

8                 8i 

8                 8J 

—                __ 

SPIRITS, 

Jam.  Rum,  16  O.  P.  gall. 

2s    3d    2s  4d 

2s  Od       2s  2d 

Is  lid   2s  3d 

IsSd  Is  lOd 

Brandy 

34        36 

_^               ^^ 

29       36 

Geneva, 

23        25 



__               __ 

16       20 

Grain  Whisky,        .      . 
WINES, 

67        6  10 

—               — 

—               — 

—                — 

Claret,  1st  Growths,  hhd. 

40               55 

__               _ 

_               __ 

£25             £50 

Portugal  Red,           pipe. 
Spanish  White,         butt. 
Teneriffe,                  pipe. 

32               44 
31               55 

27               29 

^               " 

"Z         ~ 

29                34 
26               30 

Madeira        . 

40                 0 

LOGWOOD,  Jam.        ton. 

£10        11    0 

8  10          ~ 

£7  15     8  ~0 

£8  10       00 

Honduras,      .... 

—                                __ 

—  «                                — 

80     8  10 

9     0      9  15 

Campeachy,       .    .    . 
FUSTIC,  Jamaica,   . 

8               — 

7                8 

. 

9    0     9  10 
9    0     9  10 

11     0      0    0 
10    0     11     0 

Cuba,  

9               11 

—  •"                                — 

10  15    11     0 

11    0     12    0 

INDIGO,  Caraccas  fine,  Ib. 

Os        11s  6 

—                                — 

9     0    10    6 

10    0    11     3 

TIMBER,  Amer.  Pine,  foot. 

2326 

—  .                                 — 

—    ,             M 

2933 

—                                                          M 

—  -                                 — 

_                                          M^ 

Christiansand  (dut.paid.) 
Honduras  Mahogany;     . 
St  Domingo,  ditto,     .    . 

2227 
1016 
1628 

13        1*4 
16        30 

0  11      1  "o 
1    7     1  11 

0    9      l"l 

16       1  10 

TAR,  American,            brl. 

19               20 

„_ 

14    6     16  0 

15    0    18     6 

Archangel,    •    *    • 

—                                — 

. 

~              ~ 

20    0       00 

PITCH,  Foreign,          cwt. 

10               11 

—                _ 

TALLOW,  Rus.  Yel.  Cand. 

36               37 

36               38 

36               37 

37    <T         — 

30    0      0    0 

HEMP,  Riga  Rhine,     ton. 

44  10         45 

__                __ 

—               _ 

£41               — 

Petersburgh,  Clean,   .    . 
FLAX, 

38               39 

—                — 

40                44 

Riga  Thies.  &  Druj.  Rak. 

63               — 

_                

_ 

£70              — 

Dutch,     ...         .    . 

60               90 

50               65 

Irish, 

48              57 

__                __ 

3                ~ 

MATS,  Archangel,       .     . 
BRISTLES, 

95             100 

—                — 

—                — 

—               — 

Petersburgh  Firsts,    cwt. 

—               17 

__                _ 

_                __ 

17    0        — 

ASHES,  Peters.  Pearl,  .    . 

48               50 

«—  •              ~ 

_  .               ^  ^ 

58               — 

Montreal,  ditto,     . 

47                48 

40                42 

45                — 

Pot,       .       . 

—                               •— 

46               47 

41                

OIL,  Whale,       .       tun. 
Cod, 

23               24 

21                27 

22                — 

22                 —  •» 

TOBACCO,  Virgin,  fine,  Ib. 
Middling,        .       .      . 
Inferior, 
COTTONS,  Bowed  Georg. 
Sea  Island,  fine, 

lj              ? 

1        ? 

0     8i    0  11 
1    5J    1    7 

0    6     0  "71 

0    4J    0    5j 
0    2J    0    2| 
0    8J    0  10| 

0    5}        6* 
0    4f        4 
0     2i        3 
7J             9i 
11       18 

Good,      . 

•—                                 -v 

1315 

13           4J 

Middling,      .     , 
Demerara  and  Berbice, 
West  India,               .        . 
Pernambuco, 
Marauham, 

-                - 

1112 
0  11J    1     0 
09      0  10 
1111* 
1011 

1     3           4* 
0  llj          l| 

1     1 
1    Oi          lj 

0  10*    1  04 
09     0  11 
0  113    t  01 
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ALPHABETICAL  LIST  OF  ENGLISH  BANKRUPTCIES,  announced  between  the  20th 
of  May,  and  the  20th  of  June,  1823,  extracted  from  the  London  Gazette. 


Annett,  T.  Liverpool,  stone-merchant. 

Askcll,  J.  Steeple  Ashton,  Oxfordshire,  dealer  In 
cattle. 

Aukland,  C.  Beauvoir-town  wharf,  Kingsland 
road,  builder. 

Ball,  H.  M.  Shakespeare's- walk,  Shadwell,  auc- 
tioneer. 

Banks,  J.  Leeds,  flax-spinner. 

Bell,  J.  late  of  Guernsey,  merchant. 

Bell,  \V.  and  J.  G.  Harris,  Bridge-street,  West- 
minster, haberdashers. 

Buck,  J.  Goldsmith-row,  Hackney-road,  carpen- 
ter. 

Buckle,  J.  Scarah-mill,  Yorkshire,  miller. 

Burfitt,  T.  North  Brewham,  Somersetshire,  coal- 
merchant. 

Burton,  H.  Thayer-street,  Manchester  square, 
auctioneer. 

Cave,  J.  Coventry,  libbon-manufacturer. 

Clubbe,  T.  Chester,  brewer. 

Cole,  J.  Wolverhampton,  currier. 

Corney,  J.  Beauchamps,  Essex,  shopkeeper. 

Corby,  J.  Kingsland-road,  carpenter. 

Cornwall,  W.  Trinity-place,"  Charing  Cross,  lea- 
ther-breeches maker. 

Coster,  W.  Mount-street,  Hanover-square,  brick- 
layer. 

C'owie,  J.  George-street,  Mansion-house,  wine- 
merchant. 

Darby,  D.  Halesowen,  Shropshire,  miller. 

Davies,  S.  Llandovery,  Carmarthenshire,  grocer. 

Denne,  J.  Lamb's  Conduit-street,  watchmaker. 

Dieas,  J.  Manchester,  dealer. 

East,  W.  Newbury,  coal-merchant 

Field,  G.  Chichester,  grocer. 

Field,  S.  Richmond,  wine-merchant. 

Flatman,  T.  Hampton-wick,  soap-boiler. 

Gee,  S.  Cambridge,  tinman. 

Gerhardi,  H.  Savage-gardens,  merchant. 

Gill,  II.  and  C.  Griffiths,  Skinner-street,  Snow- 
hill,  mercer. 

Gouban,  L.  J.  Haymarket,  hotel-keeper. 

Gray,  W.  Birmingham,  nail-factor. 

Grierson,  A.  Dudley,  Worcestershire,  draper. 

Hall,  T.  Crown-street,  Soho,  carpenter. 

Hawkins,  R.  T.  Three  Colt-street,  Limehouse, 
patent  anchor  manufacturer. 

Herbert,  G.  Sibbcrtoff,  Northamptonshire,  sales- 
man. 

Higham,  J.  Freckleton,  Lancashire,  coal-mer- 
chant. 

Hitching,,  J.  Littleton,  Sussex.ffarmer. 

Hollander,  L.  A.Winchester-street,  diamond-mer- 
chant. 


Hurry,  J.  Liverpool,  ship-chandler. 

Hutton,  J.  Abchurch-lane,  painter. 

Inglis,  J.  and  J.  Mark-lane,  merchants. 

Jones,  W.  Handsworth.  Staffordshire,  farmer. 

Lax,  J.  Liverpool,  brewer. 

Leigh,  C.  and  W.  Tooth,  Tyldsley,  Lancashire, 
calico-printers. 

Lowe,  S.  Newman-street,  Oxford-street 

Mansor,   T.   Caroline-street,    Commercial-road, 
hoop-manufacturer. 

March,  G.  W.  Hope  Bowdler,  Shropshire,  flannel- 
manufacturer. 

Mercer,  W.  Packer's-court,  Coleman-street,  wine- 
merchant. 

Millart,  W.  Carnaby-street,  victualler. 

Milnes,  B.  Halifax,  grocer. 

Moses,  J.  Farlam,  Cumberland,  dealer. 

Nelson,  W.  Jewin-street,  Aldersgate-street,  brew- 
er. 

New,  C.  Leadenhall-street,  umbrella-manufactu- 
rer. 

Parry,  J.  Everton,  Lancashire,  joiner. 

Pearse,  W.  C.  Braintree,  grocer. 

Pitcher,  W.  Salisbury-square,  carpenter. 

Prowse,  A.  Haselbury,  Somersetshire,  tinman. 

Pullan,  R.  Leeds,  merchant. 

Radder.J.  Bolton-le-Moors,  cotton-manufacturer. 

Randall,  J.  A.  Aldermanbury,  corn-dealer. 

Read,  J.  Love-lane,  Aldermanbury,  cloth-worker. 

Rowley,  J.  Stourport,  timber-merchant. 

Salisbury,  A.  Windsor,  andD.  Salisbury,  Notting- 
ham, drapers. 

Score,  G.  Tokenhouse-yard,  scrivener. 

Scott,  J.  Preston,  Lancashire,  draper. 

Sedgley,W. jun.  Dudley,  Worcestershire,  grocer. 

Simpson,  J.  Birmingham,  plater. 

Sparkes,  W.  and  J.  Frome  Selwood, Somersetshire, 
grocers. 

Sutcliffe,  B.  Cheapside,  warehouseman. 

Tate,  J.  Adam-street,  Adelphi,  coal-merchant. 
Taylor,  H.  Leominster,  grocer. 

Taylor,  J.  Lydeard  St  Lawrence,  Somersetshire, 
dealer. 

Thatcher,  S.  J.  Worth,  Sussex,  innkeeper. 

Thomas,  W.  L.  Brighton,  grocer. 

Trail,  A.  Hanover-street,  boot  and  shoe  maker. 

Turner,  J.  Fleet-street,  silk-mercer. 

West,  A.  Ramsey,  Huntingdonshire,  grocer. 

White,  B.  Maiden  Bradley,  Wilts,  farmer. 

Whitehead,  R.  Norwich,  bombazine-manufactu- 
rer. 

Wilkie,  T.  Paternoster-row,  bookseller. 

Witcomb,  L.  Warmiuster,  scrivener. 


ALPHABETICAL  LIST  of  SCOTCH  BANKRUPTCIES,  announced  between  the  1st  and 
30th  June,  1823,  extracted  from  the  Edinburgh  Gazette. 


Chalmers, William,  jun.  merchant  inEllon,  coun- 
ty of  Aberdeen. 

Douglas,  Alexander,  sheep  and  cattle-dealer, 
sometime  at  Haugh  of  Tullimet,  now  at  North 
Binn,  parish  of  Foulis,  Easter,  county  of  Perth. 

DIVIDENDS. 
Dawson  and  Marshall,  late  tanners  in  Edinburgh; 

a  first  and  final  dividend  on  14th  July. 
Keil,  Francis,   late  tenant  of  Monorgan,  in  the 

county  of  Perth  ;  a  final  dividend  last  Tuesday 

of  August. 
Lindsay,  James,  grain-merchant  in  Glasgow  ;  a 

si-cond  und  final  dividend  after  18th  July. 
Melville,  John,  merchant  and  grocer  in  Graham- 

ston,  near  Falkirk  j  a  dividend  on  19th  July. 


Morrison,  James,  merchant,  Grassniarkct,  Edin- 
burgh; a  dividend  after  21st  July. 

Murray  and  Bonnard,  booksellers  and  stationers, 
Glasgow  ;  a  final  dividend  after  16th  July. 

Penman,  Andrew,  booksellers  and  stationers  in 
Glasgow ;  a  third  and  final  dividend  after  8th 
July. 

Potter,  James,  residing  at  Cuit,  near  Strathblane; 
a  final  dividend  after  4th  July. 

Sandeman,  William,  and  Co.  merchants  in  Edin- 
burgh, Leith,  and  Perth ;  a  dividend  after  4th 
July. 

Swayne,  Walker,  manufacturer  in  Dysart ;  a  di- 
vidend till  L\">th  July. 

Wright,  Alexander,  fish-curer  and  dealer  in  her- 
rings in  Banff;  a  dividend  after  23d  July. 


Appointments,  Promotions, 
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APPOINTMENTS,  PROMOTIONS,  &c. 


Major  Geo.  Aubray,  h.  p.  Independ- 
ents, Lt-Col.  in  the  Army 

1  Jan. 1798 

Capt.  Fawcett,  1  Vet  Bn.  Maj.  in  the 

Army  19  July,  1823 

3  Dr  Gds.  Bt.  Maj.  Storey,  Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Martin,  prom.  1 2  June 

Lt.  Mercer,  Capt.  by  purch.          do. 

Cor.  Burnaby,  Lt  by  purch.          do. 

Chalmers,  from  h.  p.  19  F.  Cor. 

by  purch.  do.       57 

Lt  Mecham,  from  h.  p.  19  Drs.  Lt. 
vice  Willey,  exch.  rec.  diff.     19  do.       59 

7  Lt  Chalmer,  Capt.  by  pureh.  vice  E. 

Power,  ret.  29  May 

Cor.  Bowen,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

F.  Dunne,  Cor.  by  purch.  do. 

Ehs.Lawrence,  from  h.p.  55  F.  Paym. 

Perry,  return  to  h.  p.  of  25  Dr.  do. 

19  June 

3  Dr.  Surg.  Walker,  from  39  F.  Surg.  vice 

French,  54  F.  do. 

6  E.  J.  Hickman,  Cor.  (Riding-Master) 

8  Cor.  Robinson,   Lt.  by  purch.  vice 

Young,  rot  5  June 

S.  Pole,  Cor.  by  purch.  do. 

9  'Lt.  Greenwood,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice 

Lord  G,  Lennox,  prom.  Cape  Corps 
do. 

Cor.  Musgrave,  Lt.  by  purch.       do. 

R.  F.  Shawe,  Cor.  by  purch.          do. 

10  Cor.  Wood,  Lt.  by  purch.  vice  Earl 

of  Wiltshire,  35  F.  12  do. 

E.  B.  Beaumont,  Cor.  by  purch.    do. 

13  A.T.  Cockburn,  Cor.  vice  Ellis,  prom. 

22  May 

Capt  Bowers,  Maj.  by  pureh.  vice 

Macalestcr,  ret.  5  June 

Lt.  Tomlinson,  Capt.  by  purch.    do. 

Cor.  Nash,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

Evered,  from  h.  p.  12  Dr.  Cor. 

by  purch.  viceSt  John,  prom.  Cape 

Corps  4  do. 

J.  G.  Ogilvie.  Cor.  by  purch.  vice 

Nash  5  do. 

Coldst.  F.  G.  E.  D.  Wigram,  Ens.  and  Lt.  by  puvch. 

vice  Serjeantson,  prom.       29  May 

3  F.  G.        Ens.  and  Lt  Montagu,  Lt.  and  Capt 

by  purch.  vice  Bt.  Maj.  Hesketh, 

ret.  12  June 

Ens.  Clayton,  late  of  5C  F.  Ens.  and 

Lt  by  purch.  vice  Montagu,  prom. 

19  do. 

12  F.  Lt.  Cruise,  Capt  by  purch.  vice  Bcr- 

tridge,  ret.  19  do. 

Ens.  Borthwiek,  Lt  do. 

Edgar  Bayly,  Ens.  do. 

18  Ens.  Forbes,  Lt.  by  purch.  vice  Senior, 

prom.  22  May 

C.  S.  Knyvett,  Ens.  by  purch.        do. 

22  A.  Dunbar,  Ens.  by  purch.  vice  Ogle, 

4  Dr.  G.  15  do. 

J.  F.  Mills,  do.  by  purch.  viceMajen- 

die,  89  F.  16  do. 

27  Ens.  Michell,  from  57  F.  Ens.  vice 

Wallace,  h.  p.  22  Dr.  12  June 

30  Lt.-Gen.  Montgomerie,  from  74  F. 

CoL  vice  Gen.  Manners,  dead  13  do. 

31  Bt  Maj.  Nicolls,  Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Fearon,  prom.  24  Apr. 

Lt.  Farrington,  Capt  by  purch.    do. 
Ens.  Ward,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

J.  Foskett,  Ens.  by  purch.  do. 

34  Surg.  French,  from  3  Dr.  Surg.  vice 


51  Lt.  St  Maur,  Capt.  by  purcb,  vice 

Storer,  ret.  29  May 

Ens.  Timson,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

W.  Gordon,  Ens.  by  purch.    12  June 

52  Lt.  Love,  Adj.  vice  Monins,  res.  Adj. 

only  29  May 

Ens.  Baldwin,  from  h.  p.  90  F.  Ens. 
by  purch.  vice  Hill,  49  F.  12  June 
55  Lt.  Goodall,  Adj.  vice  Mackay,  res. 

Adj.  only  do. 

Cor.  Lord  A.  Conyngham,  fromh.  p, 
22  Dr.  Ens.  vice  Michell,  27  F.  do. 
59  Capt.  Graham,   Maj.  vice  Halford, 

dead  22  May 

Lt.  Manners,  Capt.  do. 

Ens.  Macdonald,  Lt.  do. 

61  Bt  Maj.  Annesley,  Maj.  by  purch. 

vice  Fane,  prom.  12  June 

66  Capt  Hamill,  from  2  W.  I.  R.  Capt. 

vice  L'Estrange,  exch.  19  do. 

74  Lt-Gen.  Hon.  Sir  C.  Colville,  G.C.B. 

Sf  G.C.R.  Col.  vice  Lt.-Gen.  Mont- 
gomerie, 30  F.  13  do. 

75  Lt  Marshall,  from  h.  p.  7  F.  Lt  vice 

Rowe,  exch.  rec.  difr.  19  do. 

77  2d  Lt.  Kellett,  from  Rifle  Br.  Ens. 

vice  Ramsden,  exch.  do. 

89  Ens.  Majendie,   from  22  F.  Lt.  by 

purch.  vice  M'Crohan,  ret.  15  May 
91  Paym.  Heartszpak,  from  h.  p.  2  Vet 

Bn.  Paym.  vice  Fairfowl,  dead 

12  June 
Ceyl.  R.        Bt.  Lt.  Col.  Churchill,  from  18  F. 

Capt.  viceBolton,  cancelled  22  May 
Cape  Corps  Cav.  Lt.  G.  H.  Earl  of  Belfast,  from  7 

Dr.  Capt.  by  purch.  25  Mar. 

Inf.  Bt.  Maj.  Broke,  from  1  W.I.R. 

Maj.  by  purch.  vice  Lord  G.  Len- 

nox, prom.  12  June 

R.  Af.CoLC.  Lt.  Jobling,  from  h.  p.  104  F.  Lt.  and 

Adj.  vice  Binns,  dead  5  do. 

Lieut.  Swanzy 


Allardyce,  h.  p.  5  Gar.  Bn.  V9  May 

35  Lt.  J.  Earl  ofWiltshire,  from  10  Dr. 

Capt.  by  purch.  vice  Bt.  Maj.  Edge- 
worth,  ret.  12  June 

39  Surg.  Waring,  from  h.  p.  5  Gar.  Bn. 

Surg.  vice  Walker,  5  Dr.     29  May 

42  A.  L.  M'Leod,  Ens.  vice  N.  L.  M«- 

Leod,  cane.  12  Dec.  1822 

49  Ens.  Hill,  from  52  F.  Lt.  by  purch. 

vice  Maxwell,  prom.  12  June 

Lt-Col.  Daniell,  Insp.  F.  O.  of  Rec. 

Dist  vice  Lt-Col.  Brereton,  exc. 

19  do. 


-  Mends 
Rank  of  Ensign  from  1  Apr.  1822 

1  Vet.  Bn.  Lt.  Mayes,  from  h.  p.  10  F.  Lt.  vice 

Fothergill,  ret  list       29  May  1823 

2  *  Ens.  Mair,  Qua.  Mast  vice  Crombie, 

Ens.  13  Feb. 

3  Lt.  Pilkington,  from  h.  p.  3  W.  I.  R. 

Lt.  vice  Collins,  ret.  list.  29  May 
Rifle  Brig.  Ens.  Ramsden,  from  77  F.  2d  Lt.  vice 

Kellett,  exch.  19  June 

1  W.  I.  R.  Lt  Robison.  from  8  Dr.  Capt.  by 

purch.  vice  Brooke,  prom,  in  Cape 

Corps  do. 

2d  Capt.  L'Estrange,  from  66  F.  Capt 

vice  Hamilton,  exch.  do. 

Unattached. 
Maj.  Lord  G.  Lennox,  from  Cape 

Corps,  Lt-Col.  of  Inf.  by  pureh. 

vice  Col.  Francklin  of  R.  Art  ret 

12  June 
Maj.  Fane,  from  61  F.  Lt.-Col.  of  Inf. 

by  purch.  vice  Col.  Griffiths  of  R. 

Art.  ret.  do. 

Maj.  Oakes,  from  1  Life  Gds.  Lt-Col. 

of  Inf.  by  purch.  vice  Lt.-Col.  Buck- 

ner,  of  R.  Art.  ret.  do. 

Maj.  Martin,  from  3  Dr.  Gds.  Lt-Col. 

of  Inf.  by  purch.  vice  M.-Gen.  Lord 

Muskerry,  of  38  F.  ret.  do. 

Lt.  Lord  Fra.  Conynghame,  from  17 

Dr.  Capt.  by  purch.  vice  Maj.  Hon. 

Robert  Gardner,  R.  Art.  do. 

Ordnance  Department. 

Royal  Art.  2d  Capt.  and  Bt.  Maj.  Brereton,  from 

h.  p.  2d  Capt.  vice  Josiah  Grant, 

h.  p.  4  June 

Maj.  &  Bt.  Lt-Col.  Fraser,  Lt-Col. 

vice  Col.  Francklin,  ret         12  do. 

---  Vivion,   Lt-Col. 

vice  Col.  Griffiths,  ret.  do. 

----  Pym,  Lt.-C«l.  vice 

Lt.-Col.  Buckuex,  ret.  do. 

15 
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Appoi 'nt 'ments,  Promotions^  $c. 


Capt.  &  Bt  Lt-Col.    Breden,    Major 

vice  Fraser  12  June 
J.  Power,  Major 

vice  Vivion  do. 

• F.  Power,  Major 

vice  Pym  do. 
'• W.  Power,  from 

h.  p.  Gtapt.  vice  F.  Power  do 

Capt.  Jas.  Grant,  from  h.  p.  Capt.  vice 

Power  do. 

1st  Lieut.  Cubitt,  2d  Capt.  do. 

Rawnsley,  2d  Capt       do. 

Hospital  Staff: 
Staff  Ass.  Surg.  Twining,  Super  Ass. 

Surg.  in  India,  vice  Mouat,  13  F. 

12  June 
Hosp.  Ass.  Walsh,  from  h.  p.  Hosp. 

Ass.  vice  Simoens,  cane.         2;)  do. 
—————  Brown,  from  h.  p.  Hosp. 

Ass. 

Medical  Department. 
Ass.  Surg.  Finlayson,  from  8  Dr.  Su- 

pern.  Asi.  Surg.  in  East  Indies,  vice 

Campbell,  30  F.  19  June 

James  Young,  Hospital  Assist,  to  the 

Forces,  vice  Donaldson,  dead    do. 

Exchanges. 

Bt.  Lt-Col.  Allan,  from  1  W.  I.  R.  with  Maj.  Ca- 

padosc,  h.  p.  56  F. 
Maj.  Norcliffe,  from  17  Dr.  rec.  diff.  between  Inf. 

and  Cav.  with  Maj.  Luard,  h.  p.  18  Dr. 
Capt.  Macnamara,  from  1  W.  I.  R.  with  Bt.  Maj. 

Broke,  h.  p.  58  F. 
i  Ferguson,  from  9  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with  Capt. 

Lord  Loughborough,  h.  p.  20  F. 

Jones,  from  52  F.  with  Capt.  Douglas,  h.  p. 

Place,  from  55  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Capt.  Cane, 

h.  p.  2  Gar.  Bn. 
• Cradock,  from  81  F.  with  Capt.  Montagu, 

h.p.  64  F. 
Earl  of  Belfast,  from  Cape  Corps  (Cav.) 

with  Capt.  Cox,  h.  p.  1  Dr. 
Earl  of  Yarmouth,  from  Cape  Corps,  with 

Capt.  Taylor,  h.  p.  22  Dr. 
Lieut.  Clarke,  from  1  Dr.  G.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 

Lt.  Hon.  C.  Westenra,  h.  p.  8  Dr. 
Smith,  from  4  Dr.  with  Lieut.  Sir  K.  A. 

Jackson,  Bt.  14  Dr. 
. Callaghan,  from  15  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 

Scott,  h.  p. 

Carme,  from  6  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut.  Mac- 
bean,  h.  p.  93  F. 

Fraser,  from  7  F.  with  Lieut.  Stuart,  46  F. 

Marshall,  from  10  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 

Majendie,  h.  p.  89  F. 
Kent,  from  14  F.  with  Lieut.  Crawford, 

h.  p.  60  F. 
Everett,  from  27  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 

Vandeleur,  h.  p.  85  F. 
Monro,  from  32  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 

Harrison,  h.  p.  65  F. 
French,  from  63  F.  with  Lieut.  Conroy, 

h.  p.  38  F. 
Macdonald,  from  89  F.  with  Lieut  Mac- 

leod,  h.  p.  4  W.  I.  R. 
Ens.  Black,  from  68  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Ens.  Cogan, 

h.  p.  19  F. 

Warden,  from  62  F.  with  Ens.  Caldecott,  h.p. 

Ass.  Surg.  Hickman,  from  R.  Horse  Gds.  with 

Ass.  Surg.  Bett,  h.  p.  98  F. 
Thompson,  from  86  F.  with  Ass.  Surg. 

Hendrick,  h.  p.  12  F. 

Resignations  and  Retirements. 

Maj.-Gen.  Lord  Muskerry,  38  F. 
Col.  Francklin,  R.  Art. 
Griffiths,       do. 


Lieut-Col  Buckner,  R.  Art. 
Major  E.  Power,  7  Dr.  G. 

Macalester,  13  Dr. 

Hesketh,  3  F.  G. 

Edgeworth,  35  F. 

Capt.  Storer,  51  F. 

Rycroft,  W.  Kent  Militia. 

Lieut.  Voung,  8  Dr. 

Adj.  Cleike,  W.  Middlesex  Mil. 

Appointments  Canceled. 

Capt.  Bolton,  from  h.  p.  14  F.  to  Ceylon  Corps. 
Hosp.  Assist  Simoens,  from  half  to  full  pay. 

Dismissed. 

Dep.  Ass.  Com.  Gen.  Blackader 
— — — — ^— Fanquier. 

Removed, 

(But  allowed  to  receive  the  regulated  Value  of  his 

Commission,) 
Brevet  Major  Edgeworth,  35  F. 

Discharged, 

(But  allowed  to  receive  the  regulated  Value  of  his 

Commission,) 
Brevet  Major  Wilder,  35  F. 

Deaths. 

General  Manners,  Col.  50  F.  9  June,  1823 

Major-General  Latham,  late  of  7  Dr.  Gds.  Dub- 
lin,  9  Apr. 

Colonel  Sir  W.  Smith,  Bt.  W.  Essex  Mil. 
I-icut.-Colonel  Stopford,  h.  p.  60  F.  Pisa,  13  May 
Captain  Adamson,  ret  list,  1  Vet.  Bn.  Vauxhall 


aptam  j 
Road, 


Raleigh,  h.  p.  20  F. 


15  May 
9  Feb. 


Chapman,  W.  Kent  Militia 

Lieut.  Gilbert  20  F. 

Colabah,  Bomay  F.  17  Jan. 

Vickers,  h.  p.  3  F.  9  May 

Millar,  h.  p.  5  F.  near  Thurso,         27  do. 

Harding,  h.  p.  24  F.  30  Oct.  1822 

Brierley,  h.  p.  57  F.  Oldham,  28  Apr.  1823 

M'Adam,  h.  p.  58  F.  May  bole,        26  Feb. 

Colin  Campbell,  h.  p.  74  F.  Halifax,  N.  S. 

Wirth,  h.  p.  Brunswick  Inf.  Brunswick,1*' 

15  do. 

Agostini,  h.  p.  Corsican,  Ran.  Corsica,  do. 

Cornet  Clarke,  h.  p.  23  Dr.  17  Aug.  1822 

Ensign  Vanderzee,  30  F.  Sccunderabad,  Madras, 

18  Dec.  1822 

Watt,  Cape  Corps,  Graham's  Town,  Cape 

of  Good  Hope,  18  Mar.  1823 

M'Phail,  ret  list,  10  Vet  Bn.  London, 

19  June 

O'Hara,  h.  p.  55  F.  O'Harabrook,  County 

Antrim,  23  Jan. 

Paymaster  Capt  Biddulph,  25  F.  Southampton. 
26  Apr. 

Heacock,  77  F.  Edinburgh,      30  May 

Quarter-Master  Scott,  h.  p.  21  Dr.  9  Apr. 

Wingate,  h.  p.  Lothian  Fenc.  Cav. 

do. 

Browne,  h.  p.  Frazer'.  Fenc.  Inf.  i 

4  June 

Chaplain  Nixon,  h.  p.  103  F.  Dublin,        22  Mar. 
Surgeon  Little,  h.  p.  36  F. 
Assistant  Surgeon  Dr  Burke,  h.  p.  37  F.  Ireland, 
Mar.  23 

Hospital  Assistant  Sutherland,  Fort  George,  N.B. 

1  June 
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BIRTHS,  MARRIAGES,  AND  DEATHS. 


BIRTHS. 

May  8.  At  Gibraltar,  the  Lady  of  William  Fil- 
der,  Esq.  Deputy- Commissary  General  there,  of 
a  son. 

31.  At  the  Parsonage  Feston,  the  Lady  of  the 
Hon.  and  Rev.  Francis  Noel,  of  a  daughter. 

June  2.  At  Edinburgh,  the  Lady  of  William  L. 
White,  Esq.  advocate,  of  a  son. 

—  At  Lorn  Manse,  Mrs  Balfour,  of  a  son. 

—  The  Lady  of  Dr  Maclean,  Esq.  of  Bruns- 
wick Square,  London,  of  a  daughter. 

3.  At  Woolwich  Common,  the  Lady  of  Capt. 
H.  W.  Gordon,  Royal  Artillery,  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Broughton  Park  House,  Mrs  Yule,  of  a 
son. 

4.  At  Newington,  Mrs  M'Candlish,  of  a  daugh- 
ter. 

—  At  57,  Albany  Street,  Mrs  Scott,  of  a  son. 
6.  In  Charlotte  Street,  Mrs  William  J.  Dalzel, 

of  a  son. 

10.  At  46,  India  Street,   Mrs  Dunlop,  of  a 
daughter. 

—  The  Hon.  Lady  Fergusson,  of  a  daughter. 

11.  At  Melrose,  Mrs  Captain  Stedman,  of  a 
daughter. 

12.  At  Dunchattan,  Mrs  Horrocks,  of  a  daugh- 
ter. 

—  At  Warriston  Crescent,  Mrs  A.  Plimer,  of  a 
daughter. 

14.  At  25,  Gayfield  Square,  Mrs  James  Irvine, 
of  a  son. 

15.  At  Farnham,  Dorset,  the  Lady  of  Sir  S. 
Stuart,  Bart,  of  a  son  and  heir. 

—  At  his  Lordship's  house,  in  Albemarle  Street, 
London,  Lady  F.  Leveson  Gower,  of  twin  sons. 

—  Mrs  John  Brougham,  of  a  daughter. 

At  No.  1,  Hill  Street,  Mrs  Ramsay,  of  a  daugh- 
ter. 

16.  At  No.  41,  Northumberland  Street,  Mrs 
Bridges,  of  a  daughter. 

18.  At  No.  134,  George  Street,  Mrs  Robert  Ca- 
dell,  of  a  daughter. 

—  In  Drummond  Place,  Edinburgh,  the  Lady 
of  A.  Scott  Broomfield,  Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

19.  At  Munster  House,   Ireland,   Lady  Jane 
Lawrence  Peel,  of  a  son  and  heir. 

—  At  Teviot  Bank,  the  Lady  of  the  Hon. 
George  Elliott,  of  a  daughter. 

21.  At  Polkemmet,  the  Lady  of  William  Bail- 
lie  of  Polkemmet,  Esq.  of  a  son. 

—  At  7,  Royal  Circus,  Mrs  Carlyle  Bell,  of  a 
son. 

—  At  Gilston  House,  Fifeshire,  the  Lady  of 
Captain  Parsons,  of  a  daughter. 

25.  Mrs  Milner  of  Nunmonkton,  near  York,  of 
a  daughter. 

24.  At  3,  Hill  Square,  Mrs  A.  Gifford,  of  a  son. 

25.  At  the  Manse  of  Ashkirk,  Mrs  Hamilton, 
of  a  son. 

27.  At  Laurieston  Place,  Mrs  Alex.  Wood,  of  a 
son. 

28.  At  Camsell  Park,  the  Lady  of  Sir  Joseph 
Radcliffe,  Bart,  of  a  daughter.      ' 

29.  In  Fort  Street,  North  Leith,  the  wife  of 
Lieut.  Charles  Smith,  Royal  Navy,  of  a  son. 

30  At  Poyntzfield  House,  the  Lady  of  Major 
George  Gun  Munro,  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Merchiston  House,  Mrs  Hepburne,  of 
Clarkington,  of  a  daughter. 

MARRIAGES. 

Dec.  20,  1822.  At  Calcutta,  Captain  William 
Kennedy,  Assistant  Military  Auditor-General,  to 
Charlotte,  second  daughter  of  Lieut.-General  Sir 
Robert  Blair,  K.C.B. 

Jan.  15.  At  Quilon,  in  the  East  Indies,  Cap- 
tain Charles  F.  Grice,  of  the  Hon.  Company's 
marines,  and  master  attendant  at  Quilon,  to  Mar- 
garet, eldest  daughter  of  the  late  James  Arnot, 
Esq.  Arbikie,  Forfarshire. 

May  14.  At  New  York,  Mr  M.  Drury,  of  Phi- 
ladelphia, to  MissS.  Steel,  of  Edinburgh. 

June  2.  At  Liverpool,  the  Rev.  Dr  Barr,  of 
Port-Glasgow,  to  Sarah  Jane,  daughter  of  Mr 
Matthew  Steele,  of  the  former  place. 

—  At  Weedingshall,  Duncan  Stewart,  Esq.  sur- 
geon, Borrowstounness,  to  Miss  Margaret  Smith. 


3.  At  London,  Alex.  Howden,  Esq.  of  Tor- 
rington  Square,  to  Christian,  daughter  of  Richard 
Gairdner,  Esq.  of  Stoke  Hall,  Essex. 

—  At  Gilmour  Place,  Mr  John  Donald,  mer- 
chant, Glasgow,  to  Jessie,  eldest  daughter  of  Mi- 
Robert  Kerr,  merchant.  Edinburgh. 

—  At  the  Manse  of  Corington,  Walter  Somer- 
ville,  Esq.  surgeon  in  Carnwath,  to  Janet,  only 
daughter  of  the  Rev.  William  Watson,  minister 
of  Biggar. 

5.  At  Parson's  Green,  John  Gardiner  Kinnear, 
Esq.  banker,  to  Mary,  eldest  daughter  of  Alex. 
Smith,  Esq.  banker. 

—  At  Halleaths,  Robert  Maclauchlan,  Esq.  of 
Maclauchlan,  to  Helen  Catherine,  daughter  of  the 
late  W.  A.  Carruthers,  Esq.  of  Dormont. 

6.  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  George  Rule,  Commer- 
cial Bank,  to  Miss  Sawers,  daughter  of  Mr  Wil- 
liam Sawers,  merchant,  Edinburgh. 

7.  At  Forglen  House,  Joseph  Murray,  Esq. 
younger  of  Ayton,  to  Grace,  youngest  daughter  of 
Sir  George  Abercromby  of  Birkenbog,  Bart. 

9.  At  Edinburgh,  Robert  Brunton,  Esq.  mer- 
chant, Leith,  to  Jane,  daughter  of  the  late  Mr 
William  Jack,  merchant,  Edinburgh. 

11.  At  Kelso,  George  Pott,  Esq.  Penchrist,  to 
Jane,  daughter  of  Mr  William  Elliot,  architect. 

12.  At  Gayfield  Square,  Mr  James  Peter  Mit- 
chell, brewer,   to  Charlotte,  eldest  daughter  of 
Kincaid  Mackenzie,  Esq. 

13.  At  Granshaws,  Joseph  Stephenson,  Esq. 
surgeon,  Dunse,  to  Isabella,  second  daughter  of 
Mr  Bertram,  Cranshaws. 

—  At  Berwick,  George  A.  Gray,  Esq.  of  Mid- 
dle-Ord,  to  Isabella,  daughter  of  John  Morrison, 
Esq.  banker,  Berwick-upon-Tweed. 

14.  At  London,  John  M'Neile,  Esq.  of  Bally- 
castle,   Ireland,  to  Charlotte  Lavinia,  youngest 
daughter  of  Major-General  Sir  Thomas  Dallas, 
K.C.B. 

17.  At  Edinburgh,  Josiah  Nisbet,  Esq.  of  the 
Madras  civil  service,  to  Rachel,  second  daughter 
of  Sir  John  Marjoribanks  of  Lees,  Bart.  M.P. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  Maurice  Lothian,  solici- 
tor-atlaw,   to   Margaret,   youngest  daughter  of 
Charles  Black,  Esq.  London  Street. 

18.  At  Leith,  Mr  James  Luke,  Muircambus,  to 
Janet,  daughter  of  Mr  Robert  Simson,  King's 
Kettle,  Fifeshire. 

"25.  At  Gorgie  Mains,  Capt.  Robert  Thomson, 
to  Marshall,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late  Mr 
John  Milne,  Founder,  Edinburgh. 

24.  At  Clayton,  Major  John  Falconer  Briggs, 
younger  of  Strathairly,  to  Miss  Walker,  only 
daughter  of  the  late  Col.  P.  Walker  of  Clayton, 
in  the  service  of  the  Hon.  East  India  Company. 

—  At  Liverpool,  Mr  James  Glover,  writing- 
master,   to  Mary,  eldest  daughter  of  the  Rev. 
Alex.  Macgowan,  minister  of  Dairy,  Kirkcud- 
brightshire. 

26.  At  Boggs,  East  Lothian,  William  Somner, 
Esq.  of  Skedsbush,  to  Margaret  Harriet,  eldest 
daughter  of  Mr  Charles  Howden. 

—  At  Cheltenham,  the  Rev.  John  Netherton 
Harward,  eldest  son  of  the  Rev.  J.  Harward,  of 
Hartlebury,  Worcestershire,  to  Harriet,  daughter 
of  Richard  Butler,  Esq.  of  West  Hall  near  Chel- 
tenham. 

27.  At  Lochmill,  Linlithgow,  Mr  Alex.  Hen- 
derson, Linlithgow,  to  Elizabeth,  eldest  daughter 
of  Mr  Thomas  Kilgour,  paper-manufacturer  there. 

50.  At  Gladswood,  near  Melrose,  George  G. 
Hill,  Esq.  Gower  Street,  Bedford  Square,  Lon- 
don, to  Isabella,  eldest  daughter  of  John  Ander- 
son, Esq.  of  Gladswood. 


DEATHS. 

Dec.  31.  1822.  At  Bombay,  the  Rev.  Geo.  Mar- 
tin, M.  A.  one  of  the  Chaplains  to  the  Hon.  East 
India  Company,  at  that  station,  and  brother-in- 
law  to  the  Duke  of  Atholl. 

Jan.  20. 1825.  At  Trichinopoly,  of  the  cholera 
morbus,  which  attacked  him  while  under  medical 
treatment  for  acute  rheumatism,  Mungo  Park, 
M.D.  eldest  son  of  the  celebrated  African  travel- 
ler. 
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Re <r  later. — Deaths. 


Mar.  50.  At  Castries.  St  Lucia,  Mr  James  Fle- 
ming Loudon,  son  of  Morehead  Loudoun,  Esq. 
Glasgow. 

April  30.  At  6t  John's,  Newfoundland,  Mr 
Donald  H.  M'Caman,  formerly  of  the  Island  of 
Islay. 

May  19.  At  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia,  Lieut-Co- 
lonel  P.Waterhouse,  Major  of  the  81st  regiment. 

June  1.  At  Culross,  the  Rev. Walter  Macalpine, 
first  minister  of  that  parish,  in  the  82d  year  of 
his  age,  and  54th  year  of  his  ministry. 

—  At  Arniston  Place,   Henrietta  Chisholme, 
youngest  daughter  of  Geo.  Lang,  Esq. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mrs  MacAllan,  spouse  of  Mr 
James  MacAllan,  writer  to  the  signet,  and  daugh- 
ter of  Mr  Robert  Ainslie,  writer  to  the  signet 

2.  At  Ettrick  Bank,  Matilda,  only  daughter  of 
William  Ogilvie,  Esq.  younger  of  Chesters. 

—  At  Paris,  Marshal  Davoust,  Prince  of  Eck- 
muhl,  after  a  long  and  painful  pulmonary  con- 
sumption. 

—  At  Peterhead,  James  Trail,  Esq.  surgeon. 
5.  At  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Faulkner,  late  of  the 

Theatre-Royal. 

—  At  Musselburgh,  Louisa,  wife  of  J.  H.  Home, 
Esq.  of  Longformacus,  and  fourth  daughter  of 
the  late  Captain  David  Ramsay,  Royal  Navy. 

—  At  Northam,   Suffolk,   Miss  Mary  Foulis, 
youngest  daughter  of  the  late  Sir  James  Foulis  of 
Colington,  Bart. 

4.  At  Edinburgh,  Robert  Hill,  son  of  the  late 
Lieut-Colonel  Thomas  Hill,  of  the  East  India 
Company's  Service. 

—  At  Kinghorn,  Mrs  Helen  Wallace,  wife  of 
Lieut.  Evan  Macpherson,  Aberdeenshire  Militia. 

—  At  Perth,  John  Hay,  eldest  son  of  James 
Patcrson,  Esq.  of  Carpow. 

5.  At  Abington  Hall,  Staffordshire,  Janet,  the 
infant  daughter  of  William  Hay,  Esq.  of  Drum- 
melzier. 

—  At  Aberdeen,  Mr  Robert  Troup,  merchant 

6.  In  Merrion  Square,  Dublin,  the  venerable 
Judge  Fletcher. 

—  At  Farme,  Miss  Margaret  Farie,  sister  of 
James  Farie,  Esq.  of  Farme,  and  on  the  8th  inst. 
his  daughter,  Miss  Farie. 

7.  In  Dublin  Street,  Mrs  James  Hunter. 

8.  At  Fort  William,  Mr  John  Wallace,  rector 
of  the  Academy  there. 

—  At  Aberdeen,  Mr  James  Mowat,  merchant 
and  manufacturer. 

—  At  Ayr,  David  Scott,  Esq.  banker. 

—  At  Gibraltar,  John  Macdonald  Buchanan, 
Esq.  of  Drummakill. 

—  At  Aberdeen,  Captain  Robert  Christie,  late 
of  the  88th  regiment 

9.  In  Curzon  Street,  Mayfair,  General  Robert 
Manners,  Colonel  of  the  30th  regiment 

—  At  Dryden,  the  seat  of  Sir  Charles  Macdo- 
nald Lockhart,  Bart,  Mr  James  Borthwick,  aged 
81 ,  whose  ancestors  had  been  for  upwards  of  5^0 
years  upon  the  estate. 

—  At  Dalserf  House,  Thomas  Paterson,  Esq. 
late  Paymaster  of  the  22d  regiment  of  foot 

10.  At  Ayr,  Captain  Bedford  Stewart,  late  of 
the  Irish  revenue  service. 

—  x\t  Leith,  Mr  Cundell,  late  cashier  of  the 
Leith  Banking  Company. 

—  At  Stirling,  Colin  Dawson,  Esq.  writer. 

—  In  York  Place,  Thomas,  eldest  son  of  Dr 
Gillespie. 

—  At  Leith,  Mrs  Anne  Clark,  relict  of  Mr 
John  Rogers,  soap-manufacturer,  Fisherrow. 

—  At  the  Manse  of  Dumbarney,  Mr  Alex.  An- 
derson, son  of  Mr  John  Anderson, Newburgh, Fife. 

12.  At  Waterford,  Lieut-General  William 
Doyle. 

]".-».  At  Theobalds,  Hatfield,  Herts,  the  Marquis 
of  Salisbury. 

14.  At  Edinburgh,  Mary  Ross,  third  daughter 
of  Mr  George  Stedman,  Solicitor  Supreme  Courts. 
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14.  At  Lopness,  in  Orkney,  Margaret,  eldest 
daughter  of  Mr  William  Strang. 

—  At    Dunbar,    Lieut-Colonel    John  Clark, 
Royal  Marines. 

—  At  her  house,  In  Upper  Grosvenor  Street, 
London,  the  Countess  de  Dunstanville. 

—  At  her  house,  in  Nicolson  Square,  Mrs  Ju- 
lia Hope,  wife  of  Mr  Thomas  Manners,  writer  to 
the  signet,  and  depute-clerk  of  session. 

15.  At  Edinburgh,  Dr  John  Thomson,  R.  N. 

—  At  Manse  of  Durris,  the  Rev.  William  Stra- 
chan,  minister  of  that  parish,  in  the  79th  year  of 
his  age,  and  52d  of  his  ministry. 

—  At  Warriston  Crescent,  Agnes,  wife  of  Mr  A. 
Plimer,  of  the  Stamp-office. 

16.  At  his  house,  Caltonhill,  Archibald  Elliott, 
Esq.  architect 

—  At  101,  Prince's  Street,  Isabella,  daughter 
of  the  Rev.  James  Grant,  minister  of  Laggan. 

—  At  Old  Hall,  near  Warre,  Thomas  C  leghorn, 
Esq. 

—  Mr  Robert  Ogle,  of  the  firm  of  Ogle,  Dun- 
can, &  Co.  booksellers,  London. 

—  At  Ballancrieff  House,  the  Hon.  Clara  Mary 
Murray,  second  daughter  of  the  Right  Hon.  Lord 
Elibank. 

—  At  his  house,  Royal  Exchange,  Mr  James 
Kirkwood,  junior. 

18.  At  Sorrento,  in  the  Bay  of  Naples,  Ronald, 
second  son  of  John  Crauford,  Esq.  of  Auche- 
names. 

—  Mr  Thomas  Sheriff,  late  ship-master,  Dun- 
bar. 

—  At  Wimbledon,  near  London,  Samuel  Char- 
ters Scfcnerville,   Esq.  W.  S.  Edinburgh,  second 
son  of  the  Rev.  Dr  Somerville,  Jedburgh. 

—  At  Colzium,  James  Davidson,  Esq.  writer  to 
the  signet 

—  At  St  Andrews,  Mrs  Isabella  Stormonth,  re- 
lict of  Mr  James  Mowat,   late  Rector  of  the 
Grammar  School  there. 

—  At  London,  William  Gordon,  Esq.  of  Camp- 
belton,  in  the  Stewartry  of  Kirkcudbright 

19.  At  London,  at  the  advanced  age  of  81,  Mr 
William  Coombe,   the  author  of  "  The  Diabo- 
liad,"  "  the  Tour  of  Dr  Syntax,"  and  many  other 
works. 

—  At  his  house,  Leith  Walk,  Charles  Fraser, 
of  Williamston,  Esq. 

—  At  Versailles,  in  France,  Isabella,  wife  of 
Major-General  John  Murray. 

20.  At  his  house,  Canongate,  Mr  William  Bur- 
ton, merchant 

—  At  Rothie  House,  James  Leslie,  Esq.  of  Ro- 
thie. 

21.  At  New  York,  William  Blackie,  Esq.  late 
merchant  in  Glasgow. 

23.  At  Edinburgh,  Elizabeth,  wife  of  Mr  James 
M'Innes,  S.S.C.  Prince's  Street 

—  At  Catherine  Bank,  Mrs  Margaret  Spalding, 
wife  of  the  Rev.  Dr  Ireland,  North  Leith. 

—  At  her  house,  in  Seymour  Place,  London, 
the  Dutchess  Dowager  of  Cardigan. 

25.  At  Louth  Hall,  in  the  county  of  Louth,  af- 
ter a  short  indisposition,  occasioned  by  the  hurst- 
ing  of  a  blood-vessel,  Thomas  Lord  Baron  Louth, 
in  the  GOth  year  of  his  age. 

28.  At  Edinburgh,    Miss    Margaret    Craigie, 
youngest  daughter  of  the  late  John  Craigie,  Esq. 
of  Quebec. 

29.  At  Portcrfield  Cottage,  near  Edinburgh,  in 
the  72d  year  of  his  age,  Dr  William  Farquharson, 
physician  in  Edinburgh,  a  man  eminent  in  his 
profession,  warm   and  steady  in  his  friendships, 
and  of  much  urbanity  of  manners. 

30.  AtStamford,  LincoJnshire.Oetavius Graham 
Gilehrist,  Esq.  a  distinguished  literary  character, 
at  the  early  age  of  43  years. 

—  Mr  Alexander  Lesslie,  of  Conduit  Street, 
London. 
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WE  have  lately  received  a  very  de- 
Hghtful  book,  from  a  very  delightful 
friend,  and,  being  anxious  that  the 
world  should  become  as  happy,  and  as 
well  informed,  as  ourselves,  we  lose  no 
time  in  requesting  the  numerous  in- 
dividuals of  which  it  is  composed,  men, 
women,  and  dandies,  the  "  interme- 
diate link,"  to  order  each  and  all  of 
them,  his,  her,  and  its  copy.  Every- 
body knows  something  now-a-days  of 
the  Garden  of  Plants,  or  at  least  ought 
so  to  do ;  for  it  has  been  ascertained, 
that  even  "  Tims"  has  bearded  the 
Douglas  in  his  den ;  that  is,  has  stood 
within  a  few  paces  of  the  Menagerie 
\vithout  any  fear  of  being  driven  to 
atoms  by  the  tuft  of  the  lion's  tail. 
But  in  an  establishment  of  such  great 
extent,  and  unrivalled  excellence,  it 
may  well  be  imagined,  that  many 
things  worthy  of  notice  escape  the  ob- 
servation, and  many  more  the  com- 
prehension, of  travellers;  and  hence 
the  value  of  a  clear  and  satisfactory 
history  of  the  rise,  progress,  and  com- 
pletion of  the  King's  Garden,  and  of 
the  splendid  collections  in  every  branch 


of  natural  history  which  it  now  con- 
tains. Such  a  work  is,  in  fact,  from  the 
nature  of  things,  an  exposition  of  the 
state  of  the  most  important  physical 
sciences  during  the  successive  and  con- 
nected periods  of  which  it  treats,  and 
thus,  at  the  same  time  that  it  enlight- 
ens us  regarding  the  practical  manage- 
ment and  present  state  of  a  most  re- 
gal institution,  it  explains  and  illus- 
trates the  progress  of  human  intellect 
in  many  of  the  most  delightful  branch- 
es of  knowledge. 

The  person  who  writes  this  work  in 
Englhli  is  M.  lloyer,  a  French  gen- 
tleman, who  holds  a  situation  in  the 
office  of  administration  of  the  Mu- 
seum. He  is  well  known  for  the  won- 
derful skill  which  he  has  attained  in 
speaking  and  writing  our  language, 
without  having  resided  in  Britain,  and 
for  his  great  civility  and  kindness  to 
those  foreigners  who  visit  the  Mu- 
seum and  its  environs,  for  the  pur- 
poses of  amusement  or  information  ; 
and  he  is  universally  esteemed  for  the 
intelligence  and  integrity  of  his  cha- 
racter. He  has  resided  constantly  in 
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the  Garden  for  these  last  twenty  years, 
for  the  most  part  with  M.  Dufresne, 
the  King's  naturalist,  chief  director  of 
the  zoological  department,  and  is  con- 
sequently well  acquainted  with  the 
management,  both  in  its  general  spi- 
rit and  most  minute  details. 

The  Garden  of  Plants  is  certainly  a 
most  interesting  spot.  What  can  be 
more  delightful  than  to  wander  about 
in  the  twilight  of  a  fine  autumnal 
evening,  beneath  those  magnificent 
rows  of  ancient  lime-trees,  when  the 
air  is  perfumed  by  the  balmy  breath 
of  many  thousand  flowers — to  listen, 
amid  such  a  scene  of  stillness  and  re- 
pose, to  the  multitudinous  voice  of  a 
.mighty  city — or  to  contrast  a  sound 
composed  of  such  discordant  and  tu- 
multuous elements  with  the  wild  and 
plaintive  cries  of  some  solitary  wa- 
ter-fowl, which  inhabit  the  banks  of 
a  little  lake,  in  the  centre  of  this 
Garden  of  Paradise!  On  the  other 
hand,  during  the  day-time,  if  less  in- 
teresting to  your  sentimentalist,  it  is 
certainly  fully  more  amusing  to  the 
ordinary  class  of  visitors.  Great  part 
of  one  side  of  the  Garden  is  laid  out 
as  a  Menagerie,  in  which  all  sorts  of 
wild  animals  are  confined,  or,  more 
properly  speaking,  detained — the  ex- 
treme comfort  and  extent  of  the  dwel- 
lings, with  their  beautiful  conforma- 
bility  to  the  pursuits  and  manners  of 
their  inhabitants,  almost  entirely  pre- 
cluding the  idea  of  anything  so  harsh 
and  rigorous  as  confinement.  There  the 
elephant,  "  wisest  of  brutes,"  occupies, 
as  he  ought  to  do,  a  central  and  conspi- 
cuous situation.  He  is  not  lodged,  as  he 
is  with  us,  in  a  gloomy  crib,  in  which 
he  can  scarcely  turn  himself  round 
with  sufficient  freedom  to  perform  the 
little  devices  taught  him  by  his  keeper, 
and  which  one  sees  how  mirth  ho  de- 
spises by  the  calm  melancholy  expres- 
sion of  his  eyes.  He  dwells  in  a  large 
and  lofty  apartment,  opening  by  means 
of  broad  folding- doors  into  a  capacious 
area,  which  is  all  his  own.  In  this  he 
has  dry  smooth  banks  to  repose  upon, 
and  a  deep  pond  of  water,  into  which, 
once  a  day,  he  sinks  his  enormous  body, 
causing  the  waters  to  flow  over  every 
part,  except  his  mouth  and  proboscis. 
Nothing  can  be  more  refreshing  than 
to  see  him,  after  basking  for  some  hours 
in  the  morning  sun,  till  his  skin  be- 
comes as  parched  and  dry  as  the  de- 
sert dust  of  Africa — to  see  him  calmly 
sinking  down  amidst  the  clear,  cool 
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waters  of  his  little  lake,  and  reap- 
pearing again,  all  moist  and  black, 
protruding  his  huge  round  back,  more 
like  a  floating  island,  or  a  Leviathan  of 
the  ocean,  than  an  inhabitant  of  terra- 
firma. 

In  this  neighbourhood,  too,  there 
are  camels  and  dromedaries,  the  "ships 
of  the  desert,"  as  they  are  so  beauti- 
fully called  in  the  figurative  languages 
of  the  east,  either  standing  upright,  with 
their  long,  ghost-like  necks,  and  amia- 
ble, though  imbecile  countenances,  or 
couched  on  the  grass,  "  and  bedward 
ruminating,"  apparently  well  pleased 
to  have  exchanged  the  burning  plains 
of  Arabia  for  the  refreshing  shades  of 
the  Jardin  des  Plantes.  No  fear  now 
of  the  blasting  breath  of  the  desert,  or 
of  those  gigantic  columns  of  moving 
sand  which  had  so  often  threatened  to 
overwhelm  them,  and  the  leaders  of 
their  tribe — no  delusive  mirage,  tempt- 
ing them  still  onwards,  amongst  those 
glaring,  glittering  wildernesses,  "  with 
show  of  waters  mocking  their  distress." 
Even  the  wilder  and  more  romantic 
animals  seem  here  to  have  found  a 
happy  haven  and  a  fit  abode.  The 
milk-white  goat  of  Cachmire,  with  its 
long  silky  clothing,  is  seen  reposing 
tranquilly,  with  half-closed  eyes,  upon 
some  artificial  ledge  of  rock,  forming 
a  beautiful  and  lively  contrast  to  the 
dark  green  moss  with  which  it  is  sur- 
rounded. Deers  and  antelopes  repose 
upon  the  dappled  ground,  or  are  seen 
tripping  about  under  the  shade  of  the 
neighbouring  lime-trees,  while  the  en- 
closures, with  their  surrounding  shrub- 
bery, are  so  skilfully  arranged,  and  so 
intermingled  with  each  other,  that 
every  animal  appears  as  if  it  enjoyed 
the  free  range  of  the  whole  encamp- 
ment, instead  of  being  confined  to  the 
vicinity  of  its  own  little  hut.  The 
walks  are  laid  out  somewhat  in  a  la- 
byrinthic  form,  so  that  every  step  a 
person  takes  he  is  delighted  by  the 
view  of  some  fair  or  magnificent  crea- 
ture from  "  a  far  countrie."  Birds  of 
the  most  gorgeous  and  graceful  plu- 
mage, peacocks,  golden  pheasants,  and 
cranes  from  the  Balearic  Isles,  solicit 
attention  in  every  quarter,  and  are  seen 
crossing  your  path  in  all  the  stateliness 
of  conscious  beauty,  or  gliding  like 
sun-beams  through  groves  of  ever- 
green, "  star  bright,  or  brighter."  In 
whatever  direction  you  turn,  you  find 
the  features  of  the  scenery  impressed 
with  characters  very  different  from 
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those  which  arc  usually  met  with  in 
European  countries.  At  the  head  of 
the  Garden,  beyond  the  house  which 
was  once  the  dwelling  of  the  illustrious 
Buffon,  there  grows  a  magnificent  ce- 
dar, its  head  rendered  more  pictu- 
resque by  a  cannon-ball,  which  struck 
it  during  the  Revolution  ;*  and  from  a 
little  hill  in  the  neighbourhood,,  there 
is  an  extensive  and  beautiful  view,  not 
only  of  the  Garden  of  Plants,  with  its 
fine  groves  and  shady  terraces,  but 
also  of  the  city  itself,  with  Mont 
Martre  rising  like  an  acropolis  in  the 
distance,  the  old  square  tower  of  the 
Cathedral  of  Notre  Dame,  and  the 
golden  dome  of  the  Hospital  of  Inva- 
lids. 

Between  the  Garden  of  Plants  pro- 
perly so  called,  and  that  part  of  it 
which  is  devoted  to  the  uses  of  the 
Menagerie,  there  is  a  broad  and  deep 
sunk  fence  divided  by  stone  walls  into 
several  compartments.  These  are  the 
dwelling-houses  of  the  bears,  the  awk- 
ward motions  and  singular  attitudes  of 
which  seem  to  afford  a  constant  source 
of  amusement  to  the  visitors.  Bare 
leafless  trees  have  been  planted  in  the 
centre  of  some  of  these  inclosures,  to 
the  top  of  which  Bruin  is  frequently 
seen  to  climb,  as  if  to  enjoy  the  more 
extended  view  of  the  garden,  and  of 
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the  groups  of  people  who  crowd  its 
walks.  Some  of  these  animals,,  when 
they  perceive  any  one  looking  over 
their  parapet,  erect  themselves  on  their 
hind  legs,  and,  stretching  forth  their 
great  paws,  seem  to  ask  for  charity 
with  all  the  importunity  of  a  moaning 
beggar.  Indeed,  they  are  so  much  ac- 
customed to  have  bread  and  fruit 
thrown  to  them  by  strangers,  that  the 
slightest  motion  of  the  hand  is  gene- 
rally sufficient  to  make  them  assume 
an  erect  position,  which  they  will  main- 
tain for  some  time,  till  their  strength 
fail  them,  and  they  drop  to  the  ground, 
testifying  by  a  short  and  sullen  growl 
their  displeasure  at  having  been  obli- 
ged to  play  such  fantastic  tricks  to  so 
little  purpose.  An  unfortunate  acci- 
dent befel  one  of  the  largest  of  these 
creatures  some  years  ago.  He  was  sit- 
ting perched  near  the  top  of  his  tree, 
when  his  footing  gave  way,  and  he  was 
precipitated  to  the  ground.  A  broken 
limb  was  the  only  disagreeable  result 
of  this  misfortune.  His  temper  of 
mind  does  not,  however,  appear  to  have 
been  much  mollified  by  his  decreased 
strength  of  body,  for  it  was  this  same 
animal  which  caused  the  death  of  the 
unfortunate  sentinel  who  had  descend- 
ed into  his  area,  misled-,  as  it  was  sup- 
posed, by  an  old  button  or  bit  of  me- 


*  "  The  largest  of  the  pine  tribe  on  the  hillocks,  is  a  cedar  of  Lebanon,  P.  Cedrus,  the 
trunk  of  which  measures  twelve  feet  in  circumference.  The  history  of  this  tree,  as  re- 
cited to  us  by  Professor  Thouin,  is  remarkable.  In  1736,  Bernard  de  Jussieu,  when 
leaving  London,  received  from  Peter  Collinson  a  young  plant  of  Pinus  Cedrus,  which 
he  placed  in  a  flower-pot,  and  conveyed  in  safety  to  the  Paris  Gardens.  Common  re- 
port has  magnified  the  exploit  by  declaring,  that  Jussieu  carried  it  all  the  way  in  the 
crown  of  his  hat.  It  is  now  the  identical  tree  admired,  for  its  great  size." — Neill's 
Journal  of  a  Horticultural  Tour  through  Flan  dcrs,  Holland,  and  the  North  of  France. 
This  work  is  no  doubt  in  the  hands  of  every  horticulturist,  whether  professional  or  ama- 
teur. Mr  Neill's  name  is  a  sufficient  pledge  for  the  extent  and  accuracy  of  the  infor- 
mation which  it  contains.  But  the  interest  of  the  work  is  by  no  means  confined  to  hor- 
ticultural details.  Although  these  form,  as  they  ought  to  do,  the  leading  topics  of  in- 
vestigation and  description,  yet  the  author's  eye  has  been  by  no  means  inobservant  of 
other  things.  His  narrative  is  continually  relieved  by  sensible  and  ingenious  observa- 
tions on  the  characteristic  manners  and  aspect  of  the  people,  and  on  the  general  features 
of  the  scenery  of  the  various  districts  through  which  his  tour  extends.  The  whole  book, 
indeed,  is  written  in  a  very  clear,  intelligent  style ;  and,  the  author's  mind  being  natu- 
rally active,  and,  during  this  period  especially,  occupied  by  subjects  of  the  greatest  in- 
terest and  the  highest  utility,  there  is  no  unsuccessful  searching  after  subjects  for  the 
memorandum-book,  no  necessity  for  attempting  to  cover  and  conceal  that  vacancy  of 
mind,  which  is  the  companion  of  most  modern  tourists.  "  Senza  istruzione,"  says  an 
Italian  writer,  "  nonpuo  aversi  utilita,  ne  diletto  viaggiando;  ed  e  miglior  cosa  che  il 
ricco  incolto  nascondo  fra  le  domestiche  mura  la  sua  nullita,  e  la  vergogna  della  sua  ig- 
noranza."  With  Mr  Neill,  on  the  contrary,  there  was  always  a  delighful  subject  at 
hand  to  occupy  the  attention,  and  a  constant  exercise  of  intelligence  required  in  compa- 
ring what  he  then  witnessed  for  the  first  time  in  foreign  countries,  with  the  result  of  his 
own  past  experience  at  home ;  and  the  "  Horticultural  Tour,"  recently  published,  ex- 
hibits what,  indeed,  might  have  been  anticipated  from  the  author's  character,  although  it 
is  rarely  met  with  now-a-days, — great  knowledge  without  the  slightest  pretension* 
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tal,  which  he  mistook  for  a  piece  of 
money.  The  cries  of  this  poor  being 
were  heard  distinctly  during  the  still- 
ness of  the  night  by  those  who  dwelt 
within  the  garden  ;  but,  as  there  was 
no  reason  to  dread  the  possibility  of 
such  an  accident  occurring,  no  assist- 
ance was  offered.  He  was  found  by 
the  guard  who  came  to  relieve  him  in 
the  morning,  lying  dead  beneath  the 
paws  of  the  bear,  exhibiting,  compa- 
ratively speaking,  few  marks  of  exter- 
nal violence,  but  almost  all  his  bones 
broken  to  pieces.  The  bear  retired  at 
the  voice  of  his  keeper,  and  did  not,  in 
fact,  seem  to  have  been  induced  by  any 
carnivorous  propensity  to  attack  the 
person  whose  death  it  had  thus  so  mi- 
serably occasioned.  It  was  rather  what 
an  old  man  in  the  garden  characterized 
as  a  piece  of  mauvaise  plaisanterie, 
for  it  appeared  to  derive  amusement 
from  lifting  the  body  in  its  paws  and 
rolling  it  along  the  ground,  and  shew- 
ed no  gymptom  of  fierceness  or  anger 
when  driven  into  its  interior  cell.* 

Turning  to  the  right  as  you  enter 
the  lower  gate  of  the  Garden,  opposite 
the  Bridge  of  Austerlitz,  now  called 
the  Pons  du  Jardin  du  Hoi,  you  ap- 
proach the  dwellings  of  the  more  car- 
nivorous animals,  which  are  confined 
in  cages  with  iron  gratings,  very  simi- 
lar to  our  travelling  caravans.  Here 
the  lion  is  truly  the  king  of  beasts, 
being  the  oldest,  the  largest,  and  in  all 
respects  the  most  magnificent,  I  have 
ever  seen.  There  is  a  melancholy 
grandeur  about  this  creature  in  a  state 
of  captivity,  which  I  can  never  witness 
without  the  truest  commiseration. — 
The  elegant  and  playful  attitudes  of 
the  smaller  animals  of  the  feline  tribe 
being  so  expressive  of  happiness  and 
contentment,  prevent  one  from  com- 
passionating their  misfortunes  in  a  si- 
milar manner ;  while  the  fierce  and 
cruel  eye  of  the  tiger,  with  his  restless 
and  impatient  demeanour,  produces 
rather  the  contrary  feeling  of  satisfac- 
tion, that  so  savage  an  animal  should 
be  kept  for  ever  in  confinement.  He 
appears  to  lament  his  loss  of  liberty, 
chiefly  because  he  cannot  satiate  his 
thirst  for  blood  by  the  sacrifice  of  those 
before  him  ;  his  countenance  glares  as 
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fiercely,  and  his  breath  comes  as  hot, 
as  if  he  still  couched  among  the  burn- 
ed-up  grass  of  an  Indian  jungle.  But 
his  companion  in  adversity  appears  to 
suffer  from  a  more  kingly  sorrow — the 
remembrance  of  his  ancient  woods  and 
rivers,  with  all  their  wild  magnificence, 
"  dingle  and  bushy  dell,"  is  visibly 
implanted  in  his  recollection.  Like  the 
dying  gladiator,  he  thinks  only  of  "  his 
young  barbarians,"  and,  when  he  paces 
around  his  cell,  he  does  so  with  the 
same  air  of  forlorn  dignity  as  llegulus 
might  have  assumed  in  the  prison  of 
the  Carthaginians. 

But,  while  we  are  indulging  our- 
selves in  "a  world  of  fond  remem- 
brances," we  are  forgetting  Mr  lloyer's 
book,  to  which  we  had  sat  down  with 
the  intention  of  extracting  an  article. 
We  shall  therefore  proceed  in  the  first 
place  to  form  a  compendious  sketch  of 
the  Garden  and  Cabinet,  from  the  pe- 
riod of  their  origin  to  the  close  of  last 
century,  which  we  deem  it  the  more 
necessary  to  do,  as  the  subject  has  not 
yet  found  a  place  in  English  literature. 
We  must,  however,  premise,  that  the 
nature  and  confined  limits  of  our  ab- 
stract will  necessarily  exclude  a  thou- 
sand interesting  particulars  regarding 
the  history  of  individual  plants  and 
animals,  for  the  elucidation  of  which 
we  therefore  refer  our  readers  to  the 
work  itself,  which  is  just  about  this 
time  ready  for  delivery  to  the  public. 

The  King's  Garden  in  Paris,  com- 
monly called  the  Garden  of  Plants, 
was  founded  by  Louis  XIII.,  by  an 
edict  given  and  registered  by  the  Par- 
liament, in  the  month  of  May,  1635. 
Its  direction  was  assigned  to  the  first 
Physician  Herouard,  who  chose  as  In- 
tendant  Guy  de  la  Brosse.  At  first  it 
consisted  only  of  a  single  house,  and 
twenty-four  acres  of  land.  Guy  de  la 
Brosse,  during  the  first  year  of  his 
management,  formed  a  parterre  292 
feet  long,  and  227  broad,  composed  of 
such  plants  as  he  could  procure,  the 
greater  number  of  which  were  given 
him  by  John  Robin,  the  father  of  Ves- 
pasian, the  King's  botanist.  These 
amounted,  including  varieties,  to  1800. 
He  then  prepared  the  ground,  procu- 
red new  plants  by  correspondence,  tra- 


•  We  understand  that  the  bears  are  now  removed  to  the  new  Menagerie  of  wild 
beasts,  and  their  places  in  the  Fosses  occupied  by  a  breed  of  t>oars.  Our  old  friend 
Marguerite,  the  great  elephant,  alluded  to  in  a  preceding  paragraph,  has  been  dead  for 
*ome  years. 
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ced  the  plan  of  the  garden  to  the  ex- 
tent of  ten  acres,  and  opened  it  in 
1640.  It  appears  by  the  printed  cata- 
logue of  the  ensuing  year,  that  the 
number  of  species  and  varieties  had 
increased  to  2360.  De  la  Brosse  died 
in  1643. 

Such  was  the  origin  of  an  establish- 
ment which  has  since  attained  so  high 
a  degree  of  prosperity,  and  has  become 
the  first  school  of  Natural  History  in 
the  world.  We  shall  not  consider  it 
necessary  to  mention  each  subsequent 
change  in  the  management  and  super- 
intendence, but  shall  rest  satisfied  with 
alluding  only  to  the  labours  of  those 
whose  appointment  may  be  regarded 
as  a  prosperous  era  in  the  history  of 
the  garden.  About  the  year  1652,  Fa- 
gon,  grand-nephew  of  De  la  Brosse, 
obtained  a  situation  in  the  establish- 
ment, and  travelled  at  his  own  expense 
through  several  provinces  of  France, 
and  among  the  Alps  and  Pyrenees, 
and  sent  the  fruit  of  his  researches  to 
the  Garden.  In  1665,  the  number  of 
species  and  varieties  amounted  to  4000. 

In  the  meantime,  Gaston  D' Orleans, 
brother  of  Louis  XIII.,  had  establish- 
ed a  botanical  garden  at  his  palace  of 
Blois,  which  had  acquired  celebrity 
through  the  works  of  Morison,  and 
by  a  collection  of  drawings  of  the  most 
remarkable  plants.  These  drawings 
were  chiefly  executed  on  vellum,  by 
Robert,  eminent  for  his  great  skill  as 
a  botanical  painter.  After  the  death 
of  Gaston,  in  1660,  Colbert  persuaded 
the  King  to  purchase  the  whole  col- 
lection ;  and  Robert  was  appointed 
painter  to  the  Museum,  where  he  con- 
tinued his  labours  till  his  death  in 
1684.  Other  eminent  painters  have 
continually  succeeded  to  the  situation, 
and  it  is  thus  that  the  magnificent 
collection  of  drawings  of  plants  and 
animals  has  been  formed,  which  was 
at  first  deposited  in  the  King's  library, 
and  now  forms  the  most  valuable  part 
of  that  of  the  Museum. 

Vallot,  the  chief  director,  dying  in 
1671,  Colbert  united  the  superintend- 
ence of  the  Garden  to  that  of  the 
King's  buildings,  already  held  by  him- 
self, leaving  to  the  first  physician  the 
title  of  Intendant  only,  with  the  di- 
rection of  the  cultivation.  In  the 
month  of  December  he  obtained  a  de- 
claration from  the  King,  regulating 
the  administration  of  the  .Garden,  and 
gave  commissions  to  the  Professors  de- 
fining their  duties.  From  this  mo- 
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ment  the  establishment  assumed  in- 
creasing importance,  and  it  would  have 
advanced  still  more  rapidly,  had  the 
principal  administration  not  been  uni- 
ted with  other  offices.  Fagon,  who  had 
for  several  years  filled  the  botanical 
and  chemical  chairs  with  applause, 
being  encumbered  with  other  duties, 
meditated  the  resignation  of  his  place, 
and,  wishing  to  appoint  a  successor 
worthy  of  himself,  he  called,  from  a 
remote  part  of  France,  the  afterwards 
so  highly  celebrated  Joseph  Pitton  de 
Tournefort,  then  only  twenty-six  years 
of  age,  but  who  had  already  given  pro- 
mise of  what  he  was  one  day  to  be- 
come. He  was  appointed  to  the  chair 
of  botany  in  1683.  Ten  years  after, 
Fagon  became  first  physician.  This 
appointment  gave  him  the  intend- 
ance  of  the  Garden ;  and,  from  the 
singular  respect  in  which  he  was  held, 
the  title  of  Superintendent  was  re-es- 
tablished in  his  favour. 

The  signal  success  of  Tournefort  in 
the  cultivation  of  botanical  science,  is 
universally  known.  He  was  the  first 
successfully  to  define  the  genera  of 
plants,  and  the  excellence  of  his  groups 
exhibits  the  clearness  of  his  concep- 
tions, and  ranks  him  as  the  father  of 
that  branch  of  the  science.  He  died 
in  1708>  in  consequence  of  an  injury 
received  from  a  waggon  in  a  narrow 
street  of  Paris,  and  left  his  collection 
of  natural  history,  and  herbarium,  to 
the  Garden.  This  herbarium  is  not 
extensive,  but  it  is  rendered  valuable 
by  the  plants  gathered  in  the  Levant, 
and  indicated  in  the  Corollarium  of 
the  Institutiones  Rei  Herbarium.  He 
was  succeeded  in  the  botanical  chair  by 
Danty  D'Isnard. 

D'Isnard  retired  after  delivering  a 
single  course  of  lectures,  and  was  suc- 
ceeded by  Antony  de  Jussieu,  a  name 
so  justly  celebrated  in  botany,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  impulse  which  his 
own  labours,  and  those  of  his  two  bro- 
thers and  nephew,  have  given  to  the 
science.  In  1716,  he  visited  Spain  and 
Portugal,  and  brought  back  an  im- 
mense accession  to  the  Garden.  It 
was  this  same  Antony  de  Jussieu,  who, 
in  1720,  intrusted  Declieux,  a  lieu- 
tenant in  the  Royal  Navy,  with  a 
young  coffee  tree,  which,  transported 
to  Martinique,  became  the  parent  of 
the  immense  culture  of  the  West  In- 
dies. Meanwhile,  the  cultivation  of 
the  Garden  was  confided  to  Sebastian 
Vaillant,  who  formed  a  very  consider- 
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able  herbarium,  the  genera  of  which 
were  methodically  arranged,  and  the 
species  accompanied  by  tickets,  indi- 
cating all  the  synonyms  then  known. 
This  herbarium, which,  at  his  death  in 
1722,  was  purchased  by  order  of  the 
King,  forms  the  basis  of  that  of  the 
Museum.  What  chiefly  signalizes  the 
name  of  Vaillaut,  is  his  first  public 
discourse  on  assuming  the  functions 
of  Assistant  Professor,  (in  the  absence 
of  the  Principal,)  in  which  he  demon- 
strates the  existence  of  two  sexes,  and 
the  phenomena  of  fecundation  in  ve- 
getables. Thus  it  was  in  the  King's 
Garden  that  this  great  discovery,  which 
had  been  only  hinted  at  before,  and 
was  not  generally  admitted,  was  first 
announced,  and  supported  by  irrefra- 
gable proofs. 

We  shall  pass  in  silence  the  unpro- 
fitable period  of  Chirac's  administra- 
tion of  the  affairs  of  the  Garden,  and 
proceed  to  the  appointment  of  Buffon 
in  1739,  who  was  preferred  to  the  si- 
tuation in  consequence  of  the  dying 
request  of  Du  Fay,  his  immediate  pre- 
decessor. This  illustrious  writer  was 
already  distinguished  by  several  me- 
moirs on  mathematics,  natural  philo- 
sophy, and  rural  economy,  which  had 
gained  him  admittance  to  the  Acade- 
my of  Sciences ;  but  he  was  as  yet  un- 
known as  a  naturalist.  Endowed  with 
that  power  of  attention  which  disco- 
vers the  most  distant  relations  of 
thought,  and  that  brilliancy  of  imagi- 
nation which  commands  the  attention 
of  others  to  the  result  of  laborious  in- 
vestigations, he  was  equally  fitted  to 
succeed  in  different  walks  of  genius. 
lie  had  not  yet  decided  to  what  ob- 
jects he  should  devote  his  talents  and 
acquirements,  when  his  nomination  to 
the  place  of  Intendant  of  the  King's 
Garden  determined  him  to  attach  him- 
self to  natural  history.  As  his  repu- 
tation increased,  he  employed  the  ad- 
vantages afforded  by  his  credit  and  ce- 
lebrity, to  enrich  the  establishment  to 
which  he  had  allied  himself;  and  to 
him  are  owing  its  growth  and  improve- 
ment till  the  period  of  its  reorganiza- 
tion, and  that  extension  and  variety 
which  rendered  a  reorganization  ne- 
cessary. If  the  Museum  owes  its  splen- 


dour  to  Buffon, — to  that  magnificent 
establishment  he,  on  the  other  hand, 
owes  his  fame.  If  he  had  not  been 
placed  in  the  midst  of  collections,  fur- 
nished by  Government  with  the  means 
of  augmenting  them,  and  thus  enabled 
by  extensive  correspondence  to  elicit 
information  from  all  the  naturalists  of 
his  day,  he  would  never  have  concei- 
ved the  plan  of  his  natural  history,  or 
been  able  to  carry  it  into  execution  ; 
for  that  genius  which  embraces  a  great 
variety  of  facts,  in  order  to  deduce 
from  them  general  conclusions,  is  con- 
tinually exposed  to  err,  if  it  has  not  at 
hand  all  the  elements  of  its  specula- 
tions. 

We  may  now  be  said  to  commence 
the  second  period  of  the  history  of  the 
Royal  Garden.  When  Buffon  entered 
upon  his  office,  the  Cabinet  consisted 
of  two  small  rooms,  and  a  third,  con- 
taining the  preparations  of  anatomy, 
which  were  not  exposed  to  public  view : 
the  herbarium  .was  in  the  apartment 
of  the  demonstrator  of  botany  :  the 
Garden,  which  was  limited  to  the  pre- 
sent nursery  on  the  eastern  side,  to 
the  green  house  on  the  north,  and  the 
galleries  of  natural  history  on  the  west, 
still  presented  empty  spaces,  and  con- 
tained neither  avenues  nor  regular 
plantations.* 

Buffon  first  directed  his  attention  to 
the  increasing  of  the  collections,  and 
to  the  providing  of  more  commodious 
places  for  their  reception.  They  were 
arranged  in  two  large  rooms  of  the 
building  which  contains  the  present 
galleries,  and  which  was  formerly  the 
dwelling-house  of  the  Intendant;  and, 
soon  after,  were  opened  to  the  public 
on  appointed  days.  He  next  occupied 
himself  in  the  embellishment  of  the 
Garden.  Having  cut  down  an  old  ave- 
nue which  did  not  correspond  with  the 
principal  gate,  he  replaced  it  in  1740, 
by  one  of  lime  trees  in  the  proper  di- 
rection, and  planted  another  parallel 
on  the  other  side  of  the  parterre.  These 
avenues,  which  are  now  more  than 
eighty  years  old,  terminate  towards  the 
extremity  of  the  nursery,  and  mark 
the  limits  of  the  Garden  at  that  pe- 
riod. 

The  care  of  the  Cabinet  was  at  this 


*  The  name  of  Museum  of  Natural  History  is  of  recent  date  ;  it  was  given  nt  the 
period  when  the  (iarden  assumed  its  present  form,  and  was  employed  to  designate  the 
union  of  three  former  establishments,  the  King's  Garden,  the  Cabinet,  and  the  Mena- 
gerie. 
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time  intrusted  to  Bernard,  de  Jussieu, 
who  had  bestowed  unceasing  pains 
upon  its  arrangement  and  preservation. 
The  extent  of  his  kno wledge,  and  the 
facility  with  which  he  seized  the  affi- 
nities of  bodies,  and  classed  them  in 
their  natural  order,  qualified  him  par- 
ticularly for  this  task,  rendered  more 
difficult  by  the  increase  of  the  collec- 
tions; but,  being  diverted  by  other 
occupations,  and  residing  at  some  dis- 
tance from  the  Garden,  he  expressed  a 
desire  to  be  relieved  from  an  office 
which  required  unwearied  activity  and 
ceaseless  assiduity.  Buffon  also  felt 
that  his  researches  in  natural  history 
needed  the  assistance  of  a  man  who 
had  still  all  the  ardour  of  youth,  and 
who  possessed,  in  a  high  degree,  both 
the  spirit  of  method,  and  a  talent  for 
observation.  Gifted  with  that  genius 
which  seizes  the  principal  characters 
of  objects,  and  unites  them  in  splendid 
combinations,  he  had  neither  time  nor 
patience  for  the  examination  of  details, 
to  which  the  weakness  of  his  sight 
was  also  an  obstacle.  He  made  choice 
of  his  countryman  Daubcnton,  who 
was  then  twenty-nine  years  of  age; 
and  who,  after  studying  botany  under 
De  Jussieu,  and  anatomy  under  Win- 
slow  and  Duverney,  had  retired  to 
Montbard,  the  place  of  his  birth,  to 
practise  medicine.  Buffon  invited  him 
to  Paris,  and,  in  1 745,  procured  him  the 
place  of  keeper  of  the  Cabinet,  with  a 
lodging  in  the  Garden,  and  appoint- 
ments which  soon  rose  from  500  to 
4000  francs  per  annum.  He  charged 
him  with  the  arrangement  of  the  Ca- 
binet, and  associated  him  to  his  own 
studies,  in  the  descriptive  part  of  his 
natural  history,  especially  in  the  ana- 
tomy. 

The  first  volumes  of  his  great  work 
on  Natural  History  were  published  in 
1749,  and  attracted  the  attention  of  all 
Europe.  The  subsequent  labours  of 
Linnaeus,  and  the  light  which  his  clas- 
sification threw  upon  the  intricate  and 
almost  endless  variety  of  subjects,  no 
doubt  contributed  greatly  to  augment 
the  number  of  zealous  students,  and 
to  increase  their  confidence  in  the  re- 
sult of  their  labours;  but  the  splen- 
did writings  of  Buffon  may  be  said  to 
have  been  the  first  which  excited  a 
general  interest  in  this  delightful 
study.  These  two  men  may  be  looked 
upon  as  the  great  lights  of  the  science 
of  nature. 

But  to  return  to  the  history  of  the 
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Museum.  In  1766,  the  collection  had 
so  greatly  increased,  that  Buffon,  who 
had  previously  given  up  a  part  of  his 
dwelling  house,  which  he  occupied  as 
Superintendent  of  the  Garden,  now  re- 
signed it  entirely,  and  removed  to  No. 
1 3,  Rue  des  Fosses  Saint-  Victor.  The 
Cabinet  was  then  disposed  in  four 
large  saloons,  which  contained  the 
whole  collection  till  the  reorganiza- 
tion. These  saloons  were  open  to  the 
public  two  days  in  each  week,  and  the 
pupils  had  hours  set  apart  for  study. 
Daubenton  was  always  present  to  give 
the  necessary  explanations ;  and  fo- 
reign naturalists  often  resorted  to  him 
for  instruction.  His  patience  was  in- 
exhaustible, but  the  duties  of  his  si- 
tuation became  too  laborious  for  the 
exertions  of  a  single  individual,  and 
his  cousin,  the  younger  Daubenton, 
was  created  assistant,  with  a  salary  of 
2400  francs. 

Antony  de  Jussieu,  who  still  filled 
the  chair  of  Botany,  was  no  less  assidu- 
ous in  promoting  the  advancement  of 
his  peculiar  department,  not  merely  by 
delivering  lectures,  but  by  sending 
young  men,  at  his  own  expense,  to  tra- 
vel through  the  provinces,  to  collect 
seeds  and  plants.  He  formed  a  library 
of  natural  history  and  a  considerable 
herbarium,  which  were  of  eminent  ser- 
vice to  his  illustrious  brother  and  ne- 
phew, and  which  have  been  always  as 
much  at  the  disposal  of  those  who  cul- 
tivate the  sciences,  as  if  they  belonged 
to  the  establishment,  with  this  advan- 
tage, that  desired  explanations  are  ne- 
ver withheld  by  the  courtesy  of  the 
possessors.  Antony  de  Jussieu  died  in 
1758,  and  was  succeeded  by  Lemonier, 
who  being  appointed  first  physician 
to  the  king  in  1770,  Antony  Laurence 
de  Jussieu,  the  present  venerable  Pro- 
fessor of  Botany,  succeeded  to  the 
chair.  Sometime  prior  to  this,  J.  A. 
Thouin,  the  head  of  a  family  since  be- 
come distinguished  by  its  services  to 
the  Garden,  had  obtained  a  situation 
as  assistant  cultivator  in  the  establish- 
ment. 

Buffon  had  now  attained  the  meri- 
dian of  his  glory ;  his  works,  which 
assigned  him  the  first  rank  amongst 
the  authors  of  his  time,  had  diffused 
a  universal  taste  for  the  study  of  Na- 
tural History,  while  the  collections  he 
had  formed  facilitated  the  study  of 
this  science.  In  foreign  countries,  also, 
he  enjoyed  the  highest  reputation ; 
and  the  authors  of  new  observations, 
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or  discoveries,  eagerly  communicated 
them  to  a  man  of  genius,  by  whom  to 
be  mentioned  was  a  sort  of  passport  to 
immortality.  M.  D'Angiviller,  whose 
place  as  director  of  the  King's  build- 
ings, and  chief  of  the  Academies  of 
Painting  and  Sculpture,  required  him 
to  point  out  the  great  men  whose  sta- 
tues were  to  be  executed  in  marble  at 
the  public  expense,  asked  permission 
of  the  King  to  erect  one  to  Buffon. 
This  was,  perhaps,  the  most  flattering 
distinction  which  could  be  conferred 
on  a  living  man,  as  it  had  till  then 
been  reserved  for  the  memory  of  those 
who  had  rendered  the  most  eminent 
services  to  their  country.  But  the 
King,  reading  the  judgment  of  poste- 
rity regarding  the  merits  of  Buffon  in 
thatofhiscotemporaries,assentedtothe 
proposal,  and  the  celebrated  Pajou  was 
charged  with  the  execution.  This  sta- 
tue is  now  in  the  library  of  the  Museum. 
We  may  easily  conceive  how  gratify- 
ing the  circumstance  must  have  proved 
to  one  so  sensible  of  the  love  of  fame, 
and  withal  sufficiently  impressed  with 
a  knowledge  of  his  own  high  attain- 
ments. "  The  works  of  eminent  ge- 
niuses," he  used  to  say, ' ' are  few ;  they 
are  those  of  Newton,  Bacon,  Leibnitz, 
Mjontesquieu,  and  my  own." 

The  health  of  Buffon,  which  had 
suffered  severely  during  the  preceding 
year,  being  perfectly  re-established  in 
the  beginning  of  1772,  he  resolved  to 
fix  his  residence  once  more  in  the  Gar- 
den, and  to  employ  his  whole  influence 
for  the  benefit  of  the  establishment. 
With  the  aid  of  government,  he  pur- 
chased two  houses  adjoining  the  mu- 
seum, one  of  which  he  destined  for 
the  dwelling  of  the  Intendant,  and 
removed  into  it  accordingly  ;  the  first 
floor  was  appropriated  to  his  house- 
hold, and  the  others  to  such  objects 
as  had  not  yet  found  their  place  in  the 
Museum.  The  return  of  Buffon  forms 
an  epoch  in  the  history  of  the  Garden  ; 
from  that  moment,  every  branch  of 
the  establishment  rapidly  increased, 
and  the  way  was  prepared  for  the  im- 
provements which  have  taken  place 
since  the  new  organization.  It  would 
far  exceed  our  utmost  limits  if  we  were 
to  give  a  detail  of  all  the  improve- 
ments introduced  by  Buffon  during 
the  sixteen  years  of  his  administration. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  the  Garden  was 
more  than  doubled  in  extent,  its  plan 
and  distribution  became  regular  and 
beautiful,  and  every  possible  advantage 
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was  offered  for  the  culture  and  study 
of  vegetables ;  but  the  perfection  of 
one  part  of  the  establishment  only 
rendered  the  deficiencies  of  the  rest 
more  apparent.  The  Cabinet  was  not 
spacious  enough  to  contain  the  vast 
accession  of  objects,  and  the  Amphi- 
theatre was  both  too  small,  and  in 
other  respects  inconvenient. 

In  1787,  Buffon  procured  the  pur- 
chase of  the  Hotel  de  Magny,  with  its 
courts  and  gardens,  situated  between 
the  Hill  of  Evergreens,  and  the  Rue 
de  Seine;  he  there  constructed  the 
Amphitheatre,  which  now  serves  for 
the  lectures  of  botany  and  chemistry, 
and  removed  the  lodging  of  MM. 
Dauberiton  and  Lacepede  to  the  Hotel 
de  Magny.  The  second  floor  of  the 
Cabinet  which  was  thus  left  vacant, 
was  fitted  up  for  the  reception  of  the 
collections,  and  permission  obtained 
from  government  to  erect  an  addition 
to  the  former  galleries ;  the  work  was 
immediately  begun,  and  continued 
without  intermission,  but  it  was  not 
completed  till  after  the  death  of  Buf- 
fon. 

As  the  buildings  became  more  ex- 
tensive, and  the  objects  were  disposed 
in  a  more  striking  manner,  more  value 
was  attached  to  the  collections,  and 
the  celebrity  of  the  establishment  in- 
creased. Individuals  offered  speci- 
mens to  the  Cabinet,  where  they  were 
seen  inscribed  with  the  name  of  the 
donor,  in  preference  to  retaining  them 
at  home ;  learned  societies  eagerly  con- 
tributed to  the  progress  of  knowledge, 
by  enriching  a  public  deposit ;  and 
sovereigns,  as  an  agreeable  present  to 
the  King,  sent  to  his  Museum  dupli- 
cates of  the  curiosities  in  their  own. 
The  Academy  of  Sciences,  for  instance, 
having  acquired  Hunaud's  anatomical 
collection,  added  it  to  that  of  Duver- 
ney  in  the  Garden  ;  the  Count  D'An- 
giviller gave  Buffon  his  private  cabi- 
net ;  the  Missionaries  in  China  sent 
him  whatever  interesting  objects  they 
could  procure  in  a  country  where  they 
alone  could  penetrate ;  the  King  of 
Poland  presented  a  very  considerable 
collection  of  minerals  ;  and  the  Em- 
press of  Russia,  not  being  able  to  in- 
duce Buffon  to  visit  St  Petersburg!!, 
invited  his  son,  and  on  his  return  pre- 
sented him  with  several  animals  from 
the  North,  which  were  wanting  to  the 
Cabinet,  and  with  various  objects  of 
natural  history  collected  in  her  do- 
minions. 

18 
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Meanwhile  the  government  neglect-        One  of  the  worst  consequences  of 


ed  nothing  for  the  perfecting  of  an 
establishment  which  did  honour  to  the 
nation  as  a  repository  of  light,  and  a 
centre  of  communication.    More  con- 
siderable funds  than  had  before  been 
granted,  were  placed  at  the  disposal  of 
M.  Daubenton,  for  the  purchase  of  ob- 
jects interesting  from  their  rarity  or 
their,  utility  to  science ;  foreign  trees 
were  transplanted;    the   Cabinet  of 
Zoology  was  enriched  by  the  collection 
of  Sonnerat  in  India,  by  that  of  Com- 
merson,made  in  Bougainville's  voyage 
round  the  world,  and  by  a  part  of  that 
brought  by  Dombey  from  Peru  and 
Chili,  of  which  half  the  objects  were 
detained  by  the  Spanish  government, 
who  even  prevented  the  publication  of 
his  narrative  ;  commissions  of  corres- 
pondence, accompanied  by  a  salary, 
were  also  given  to  learned  travellers, 
who  engaged  to  collect  objects  for  the 
Botanical   Garden   and   the  Cabinet. 
Nevertheless,  it  must  be  owned,  that 
all  these  collections  were  not  at  that 
moment  of  much  utility,  and  it  is  only 
at  a  later  period,  and  since  the  new 
organization  of  the  establishment,  that 
their  importance  has  been  felt,  and 
their  end  attained.    Buffon  was  not  a 
friend  to  method;  he  described  the 
exterior  form,  the  habits  and  economy 
of  animals,  and  ascended  to  the  most 
elevated  general  views;  but  he  dis- 
liked the  labour  of  distinguishing  cha- 
racters, and  settling  principles  of  clas- 
sification.   In  the  arrangement  of  the 
Cabinet,  he  wished  to  excite  curiosity 
by  striking  contrasts,  so  that,  like  his 
own  writings,  it  should  present  a  pic- 
ture of  the  most  remarkable  things  in 
nature,  independent  of  system,  which 
he  regarded  as  the  artifice  of  man. 
This  manner  of  considering  natural 
history,  was  particularly  pleasing  to  a 
mind  that  delighted  in  contemplating 
the  universe  of  things  as  a  whole;  and, 
indeed,  in  nature,  where  all  is  har- 
mony, the  most  different  beings  are 
placed  side  by  side,  and  the  imagi- 
nation seizes  at  once  the  links  which 
unite,  and  the  characters  which  sepa- 
rate them.     According  to  Buffon,  the 
end  of  a  general  collection  was  at- 
tained, when  it  captivated  the  atten- 
tion, and  led  the  beholder  to  seek  in 
living  nature  what  was  thus  imper- 
fectly represented ;  it  was  even  deem- 
ed a  useful  exercise  to  separate  what 
related  to  a  peculiar  study,  from  the 
crowd  of  objects  that  surrounded  it. 
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this  system  was  the  neglect  of  what- 
ever was  not  calculated  to  interest  the 
public.  When  a  collection  arrived, 
the  most  remarkable  objects  were  se- 
lected to  fill  the  empty  spaces,  and  the 
rest  were  preserved  in  boxes,  or  allow- 
ed to  remain  in  the  obscurity  of  their 
packing  cases.  As  there  was,  at  this 
period,  no  professor  of  zoology,  or  of  mi- 
neralogy, the  botanical  garden  was  the 
only  part  of  the  establishment  metho- 
dically distributed  throughout.  Yet, 
far  from  reproaching  Buffon  with  not 
having  effected  what  it  was  perhaps 
impossible  at  that  time  to  perform,  we 
should  rather  acknowledge  our  obliga- 
tions to  him  for  having  assembled, 
not  only  the  numerous  collection  of 
birds  contained  in  his  work,  and  that 
of  fishes  described  by  M.  de  Lacepede, 
but  also  a  multitude  of  objects  of  all 
kinds,  which  have  since  been  properly 
arranged,  and  have  eminently  contri- 
buted to  the  progress  of  natural  his- 
tory. 

'  In  1784,  Daubenton  the  younger 
being  obliged  by  bad  health  to  resign 
his  place  of  keeper  and  demonstrator 
of  the  Cabinet,  Buffon  appointed,  as  his 
successor,  M.  de  Lacepede,  who  was 
thus  fixed  in  the  pursuit  of  natural 
history,  in  which  he  has  since  made 
so  eminent  a  figure,  both  as  a  professor 
and  an  author. 

We  have  said  that  there  were  at 
this  period  chairs  for  botany,  anatomy, 
and  chemistry  only  ;  but  as  Dauben- 
ton and  his  assistant  repaired  daily  to 
the  Cabinet,  naturalists  were  enabled 
to  obtain  explanations  of  the  objects 
before  them,  and  these  private  lessons 
were  the  more  useful,  as  they  were 
adapted  to  the  capacity  and  know- 
ledge of  the  hearers.  Lemonier  had 
been  Professor  of  Botany  since  1758, 
and  Bernard  de  Jussieu  demonstrator 
since  1722;  but,  the  former  being 
obliged  to  reside  at  Versailles,  and 
the  latter  finding  himself  weakened 
through  age,  M.  de  Jussieu,  his  ne- 
phew, was  chosen  to  supply  the  place 
of  both,  and  was  thus  charged  with 
the  lectures  in  the  garden,  and  the 
botanical  excursions  in  the  country. 
During  the  last  years  of  his  life,  Ber- 
nard de  Jussieu  intrusted  the  details 
of  cultivation  wholly  to  M.  Andre 
Thouin,  and  it  was  a  signal  satisfac- 
tion to  him  to  witness  the  replanting 
of  the  Botanic  Garden.  When  he  walk- 
ed in  the  establishment,  his  former 
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pupils  crowded  around  him,  listening 
to  him  with  eagerness,  and  treasuring 
up  with  veneration  his  slightest  words. 
Among  his  many  services  to  the  Gar- 
den must  he  reckoned  the  education 
of  his  nephew,  who  has  made  of  botany 
a  regular  science,  hy  developing  and 
perfecting  the  natural  method. 

M.Desfontaines  was  appointed  Pro- 
fessor of  Botany  about  the  year  1786, 
immediately  after  his  return  from  Bar- 
hary  with  the  plants  of  which  he  has 
since  published  the  history.  At  the 
period  of  his  appointment,  the  Botanic 
Garden  was  already  very  rich ;  and 
the  instruction  was  no  longer  limited 
to  the  demonstration  of  medicinal 
plants  ;  for  the  progress  of  the  science 
since  Tournefort,  by  the  intermediate 
labours  of  Linnaeus,  Adanson,  and 
det  Jussieu,  authorized  and  required  a 
more  philosophic  plan.  M.  Desfon- 
taines  was  the  first  to  perceive  the 
importance  of  a  general  knowledge  of 
the  nature  of  vegetables,  the  functions 
peculiar  to  each  organ,  and  the  pheno- 
mena of  the  different  periods  of  their 
developement,  in  order  duly  to  under- 
stand their  generic  and  specific  cha- 
racters ;  he,  therefore,  divided  his 
course  into  two  parts ;  the  first  he 
devoted  to  the  anatomy  and  physiology 
of  vegetables ;  the  second  to  the  classi- 
fication and  description  of  the  genera 
and  species.  From  that  period,  bo- 
tanical instruction  was  no  longer  con- 
fined to  the  exterior  forms  of  plants, 
but  comprised  their  affinities,  uses,  and 
modifications.  Tothe  method  of  teach- 
ing adopted  in  the  King's  Garden  since 
1788,  are  to  be  ascribed  those  works 
which  have  made  vegetable  physiology 
the  basis  of  botany,  and  led  to  the 
applications  of  this  science  in  agricul- 
ture and  the  arts. 

Buffon  died  on  the  16th  of  April, 
1788,  and  his  place  of  Chief  Intendant 
of  the  King's  Garden  was  given  to  the 
Marquis  de  la  Billarderie.  We  come 
now  to  the  third  and  last  period  of 
our  history,  that  which  extends  from 
the  death  of  Buffon  down  to  the  pre- 
sent time,  including  the  epoch  of  the 
new  organization,  to  which  we  have 
already  occasionally  alluded.  On  the 
20th  of  August,  1790,  M.  Lebrun 
made  a  report,  in  the  name  of  the  com- 
mittee of  finances  of  the  Constituent 
Assembly,  on  the  state  of  the  King's 
Garden,  in  which  its  expenses  were 
estimated  at  92,222  francs;  12,777 
being  necessary  for  repairs.  This  re- 


port, which  was  the  signal  for  a  new 
organization,  was  followed  by  the 
draught  of  a  decree  proposing  the  re- 
duction of  the  Intendant's  salary  from 
12,000  to  8000  francs;  the  suppres- 
sion of  several  places,  particularly  that 
of  commandant  of  the  police  of  the 
Garden  ;  an  increased  stipend  to  some 
of  the  professors ;  the  creation  of  a 
chair  of  natural  history,  &c.  &c. 

The  disorders  of  the  revolution  be- 
ginning at  this  period,  M.  de  la  Billar- 
derie withdrew  from  France,  and  his 
place  of  Intendant  was  filled  by  the 
appointment  of  M.  de  St  Pierre,  in 
1792.  St  Pierre  undertook  the  direc- 
tion of  the  King's  Garden  at  a  difficult 
conjuncture.  That  distinguished  wri- 
ter was  gifted  with  eminent  talents  as 
a  painter  of  nature,  and  a  master  of 
the  milder  affections ;  he  knew  at  once 
to  awaken  both  the  heart  and  the 
imagination ;  but  he  wanted  exact  no- 
tions in  science,  and  his  timid  and  me- 
lancholy character  deprived  him  of 
that  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  that 
energy  of  purpose,  which  are  alike  re- 
quisite for  the  exertion  of  authority. 
Nevertheless,  he  was  precisely  the  man 
for  the  crisis.  His  quiet  and  retired 
life  shielded  him  from  persecution,  and 
his  prudence  was  a  safeguard  to  the 
establishment.  He  presented  several 
memoirs  to  the  ministry,  containing 
some  very  sound  regulations,  concei- 
ved in  a  spirit  of  economy  which  cir- 
cumstances rendered  necessary.  In 
these  memoirs  may  always  be  noticed 
the  following  words : — "After  consult- 
ing the  elders,"  by  which  term  he  de- 
signated the  persons  who  had  been 
long  attached  to  the  establishment, 
though  without  an  official  share  in  its 
administration. 

At  a  period  so  pregnant  with  disas- 
ter to  the  fortunes  of  the  King,  it  may 
well  be  supposed  that  the  King's  wild 
beasts  would  not  meet  with  a  kinder 
treatment  than  the  rest  of  the  family. 
In  fact,  the  Menagerie  at  Versailles 
being  abandoned,  and  the  animals  like- 
ly to  perish  of  hunger,  M.  Couturier, 
intendant  of  the  King's  domains  in 
that  city,  offered  them,  by  order  of 
the  minister,  to  M.  St  Pierre ;  but,  as 
lie  had  neither  convenient  places  for 
their  reception,  nor  means  of  providing 
for  their  subsistence,  he  prevailed  on 
M.  Couturier  to  keep  them,  and  imme- 
diately addressed  a  memoir  to  the  go- 
vernment on  the  importance  of  esta- 
blishing a  Menagerie  in  the  Garden. 
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This  address  had  the  desired  effect, 
and  proper  measures  were  ordered  to 
be  taken  for  the  preservation  of  the 
animals,  and  their  removal  to  the  Mu- 
seum ;  which,  however,  was  deferred 
till  eighteen  months  after. 

A  decree  of  the  Legislative  Assembly 
having  about  this  time  suppressed  the 
universities,  the  faculties  of  medicine, 
&c.,  there  was  reason  to  fear  that  the 
King's  Garden  would  have  been  in- 
volved in  the  same  proscription ;  but, 
as  the  people  were  led  to  believe  that 
it  was  destined  for  the  culture  of  me- 
dicinal plants,  and  that  the  laboratory 
of  chemistry  was  a  manufactory  of 
saltpetre,  the  establishment  escaped 
destruction.  At  last,  on  the  10th  of 
June,  1793,  a  decree  for  the  organiza- 
tion was  obtained,  chiefly  by  the  ex- 
ertions of  M.  Lakanal,  President  of 
the  Committee  of  Public  Instruction. 
The  following  are  some  of  the  most 
essential  articles : — 

"  The  establishment  shall  hence- 
forth be  called  the  Museum  of  Natu- 
ral History. 

"  Its  object  shall  be  the  teaching 
of  Natural  History  in  all  its  branches. 

"  Twelve  courses  of  lectures  shall 
be  given  in  the  Museum.  1.  A  course 
of  Mineralogy.  2.  A  course  of  Gene- 
ral Chemistry.  3.  A  course  of  Che- 
mistry applied  to  the  Arts.  4.  A  course 
of  Botany.  5.  A  course  of  Rural  Bo- 
tany. 6.  A  course  of  Agriculture. 
7  and  8.  Two  courses  of  Zoology.  9. 
A  course  of  Human  Anatomy.  10.  A 
course  of  Comparative  Anatomy.  11.  A 
course  of  Geology.  12.  A  course  of 
Iconography." 

The  third  section  provides  for  the 
formation  of  a  library,  where  all  the 
books  on  natural  history  in  the  public 
repositories,  and  the  duplicates  of  those 
in  the  National  Library,  shall  be  as- 
sembled ;  and  also  the  drawings  of 
plants  and  animals  taken  from  nature 
in  the  Museum. 

By  the  above  decree,  twelve  chairs 
were  established,  without  naming  the 
professors ;  the  distribution  of  their 
functions  being  left  to  the  officers 
themselves.  These  were  MM.  Dau- 
benton,  keeper  of  the  Cabinet,  and  Pro- 
fessor of  Mineralogy  in  the  College  of 
France ;  Fourcroy,  Professor  of  Che- 
mistry ;  Brogniart,  Demonstrator  ; 
Desfontaines,  Professor  of  Botany  ; 
De  Jussieu,  Demonstrator  ;  Portal, 
Professor  of  Anatomy  ;  Bertrud,  De- 
monstrator ;  Lamarck,  Botanist  of  the 
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Cabinet,  and  Keeper  of  the  Herbarium ; 
Faujas  St  Fond,  Assistant  Keeper  of  the 
Cabinet,  and  Corresponding  Secretary ; 
Geoffrey,  Sub-demonstrator  of  the  Ca- 
binet ;  VanspaendonckjPainter ;  Thou- 
in,  First  Gardener. 

The  general  administration  of  the 
Cabinet  belonged  to  the  Assembly,  and 
the  care  of  the  collections  to  the  seve- 
ral Professors  ;  the  places  of  keeper 
and  assistant  keepers  of  the  Cabinet 
were  therefore  suppressed.  But,  as  it 
was  necessary  to  have  some  person 
charged  with  the  key  of  the  galleries, 
the  preservation  of  the  objects,  and  the 
reception  of  visitors,  these  were  devol- 
ved on  M.  Lucas,  who  had  passed  his 
life  in  the  establishment,  and  enjoyed 
the  confidence  of  M.  Buffon.  M.  Andre' 
Thouin,  being  made  Professor  of  Agri- 
culture, M.  John  Thouin  was  appoint- 
ed First  Gardener.  Four  places  of*As- 
sistant  Naturalist  were  created,  for 
the  arrangement  and  preparation  of 
objects  under  the  direction  of  the  Pro- 
fessors ;  and  these  appointments  were 
in  favour  of  MM.  Desmoulins,  Du- 
fresne,  Valenciennes,  and  Deleuze, — 
the  two  first  for  Zoology,  the  others 
for  Mineralogy  and  Botany ;  and  three 
painters  were  attached  to  the  establish- 
ment— M.  Marechal,  and  the  brothers, 
Henry  and  Joseph  Redoute.  At  the 
same  time  the  Library  was  disposed 
for  the  reception  of  the  books  and 
drawings  ;  which  last  already  filled 
sixty-four  port-folios. 

The  animals  were  removed  from  the 
Menagerie  at  Versailles  in  1794.  The 
report  of  the  Committee  of  Public  In- 
struction approved  the  regulations  of 
the  Professors,  and  fixed  the  organi- 
zation of  the  Museum  in  its  present 
form,  with  the  exception  of  slight  mo- 
difications exacted  by  the  change  of 
circumstances.  A  law  in  conformity, 
of  the  llth  of  December,  1797,  cre- 
ated a  third  chair  of  Zoology,  to  which 
M.  de  Lacepede  was  appointed,  gave 
the  whole  administration  of  the  esta- 
blishment to  the  Professors,  increa- 
sed their  salary  from  2800  to  5000 
francs ;  fixed  the  expenses  of  the  fol- 
lowing year  at  194,000  francs  ;  and 
ordained  the  purchase  of  certain  addi- 
tional lands  for  the  Garden. 

Notwithstanding  this  apparent  pro- 
gress, however,  the  delightful  region 
of  which  we  are  now  sketching  the 
history,  began,  in  common  with  every 
other  institution,  to  experience  the 
effects  of  what  the  ingenious  Professor 
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Feldborg  would  hare  called,  "  the 
wretched  state  of  the  world  at  that 
juncture."  The  reduced  state  of  the 
finances,  the  depreciation  of  the  funds, 
the  cessation  of  foreign  commerce,  and 
the  employment  of  every  species  of  re- 
venue and  industry  for  the  prosecu- 
tion of  the  war,  "  bella  horrida  bella," 
were  serious  hindrances  to  the  project 
of  improvement.  Painful  contrasts 
were  visible  in  all  directions.  Houses 
and  lands  of  great  value  were  annexed 
to  the  Garden,  and  magnificent  collec- 
tions were  acquired ;  yet  funds  were 
wanting  to  pay  the  workmen,  and 
your  common  potato  was  cultivated 
in  beds  destined  for  the  rarest  and 
most  beautiful  of  exotic  flowers.  Ere 
long,  however,  some  of  the  official  ad- 
ministrators of  the  Museum  were  call- 
ed to  situations  in  the  government  of 
the  nation,  and  used  their  influence  in 
favour  of  their  favourite  haunts — "  lo- 
ving the  spot  which  once  they  gloried 
in.' 

At  the  end  of  the  year  1794,  the 
Amphitheatre  of  the  Garden  was  fi- 
nished in  its  present  state,  and  in  it 
was  opened,  on  the  25th  of  January, 
1795,  the  Normal  Schosl;  an  extraor- 
dinary institution,  but  founded  on  an 
unfeasible  and  visionary  plan.  It  was 
fancied  that  men  already  ripe  in  years, 
by  a  few  lectures  from  eminent  mas- 
ters, might  be  rendered  capable  of  ex- 
tending instruction,  and  diffusing 
through  the  provinces  the  elements  of 
science,  which  very  few  of  themselves 
had  been  prepared  by  previous  educa- 
tion to  understand.  Every  reasonable 
man  felt  the  impossibility  of  realizing 
such  a  scheme,  and  the  institution  fell 
of  itself  soon  after.  It  had  the  good 
effect,  however,  of  exciting  the  public 
attention  and  fixing  it  upon  an  esta- 
blishment, become,  as  it  were,  the 
type  of  all  institutions  that  might  be 
formed  for  the  study  of  nature. 

The  most  important  event  connect- 
ed with  the  history  of  the  Garden 
which  occurred  about  this  period,  was 
the  voyage  of  Captain  Baudin.  In  1796, 
this  gentleman  informed  the  officers 
of  the  Museum,  that,  during  a  long 
residence  in  Trinidad,  he  had  formed 
a  rich  collection  of  natural  history, 
which  he  was  unable  to  bring  away, 
but  which  lie  would  return  in  quest 
of  if  they  would  procure  him  a  vessel. 
The  proposition  was  acceded  to  by  the 
government,  with  the  injunction  that 
Captain  Baudin  should  take  with  him 
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four  naturalists.  The  persons  appoint- 
ed to  accompany  him  were  Mauge'  and 
Levillain,  for  zoology ;  Ledru,  for  bo- 
tany ;  and  Reidley,  gardener  of  the 
Museum,  a  man  of  active  and  indefa- 
tigable zeal. 

Captain  Baudin  weighed  anchor  from 
Havre  on  the  30th  September,  1796. 
He  was  wrecked  off  the  Canary  Isles, 
but  was  furnished  with  another  vessel 
by  the  Spanish  government,  and  shaped 
his  course  towards  Trinidad.  That 
island,  however,  had  in  the  meantime 
fallen  into  our  hands.  The  party,  being 
thus  unable  to  land,  repaired  first  to 
St  Thomas,  and  then  to  Porto  Rico, 
where  they  remained  about  a  year,  and 
then  returned  to  Europe.  They  en- 
tered the  port  of  Frecamp  in  June, 
1798.  The  collections,  forwarded  by 
the  Seine,  arrived  at  the  Museum  on 
the  12th  of  July  following. 

Never  had  so  great  a  number  of  li- 
ving plants,  and  especially  of  trees, 
from  the  West  Indies  been  received  at 
once;  there  were  one  hundred  large 
tubs,  several  of  which  contained  stocks 
from  six  to  ten  feet  high.  They  had 
been  so  skilfully  taken  care  of  during 
the  passage,  that  they  arrived  in  full 
vegetation,  and  succeeded  perfectly  in 
the  hot-houses.  The  two  zoologists 
brought  back  a  numerous  collection  of 
quadrupeds,  birds,  and  insects.  That 
of  birds,  made  by  Mauge,  was  parti- 
cularly interesting,  from  their  perfect 
preservation,  and  from  the  fact,  that 
the  greater  part  were  new  to  the  Mu- 
seum. 

In  1798,  the  Professors  presented  a 
Memoir  to  the  government,  exposing 
the  wants  of  the  Museum.  The  mag- 
nificent collections  which  had  been 
received  were  still  in  their  cases,  liable 
to  be  destroyed  by  insects,  and  com- 
paratively useless  for  want  of  room  to 
display  them.  There  were  no  means 
of  nourishing  the  animals,  because  the 
contractors  who  were  not  paid  refused 
to  make  further  advances.  The  lions 
became  sulky  for  lack  of  food ;  and 
even  the  tigers  shewed  symptoms  of 
displeasure,  and  forewent  their  "  wont- 
ed cheerfulness."  The  same  distress 
existed  in  1799,  which  was  the  more 
to  be  regretted  from  the  value  of  the 
recent  collections.  Of  these  the  more 
important  were  the  following  : — In 
June,  1795,  arrived  the  cabinet  of  the 
Stadtholder,  rich  in  every  branch  of 
natural  history,  ;ui<l  especially  of  zoo- 
logy. In  February,  M.  Desibntaines 
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gave  the  Museum  his  collection  of  in- 
sects from  the  coast  of  Barbary.  In 
November  of  the  same  year,  a  collec- 
tion was  received  from  the  Low  Coun- 
tries ;  and  that  of  precious  stones  was 
removed  from  the  Mint  to  the  Mu- 
seum. In  February,  1797,  the  Minis- 
ter procured  the  African  birds,  which 
had  served  for  the  drawings  of  Levail- 
lant's  celebrated  work.  In  1798,  the 
collection  formed  by  Brocheton  in 
Guyana,  and  the  numerous  objects  of 
animated  and  vegetable  nature  collect- 
ed under  the  tropics  by  Captain  Bau- 
din  and  his  indefatigable  associates, 
filled  the  hot-houses  and  the  galleries 
of  the  Museum. 

The  government  manifested  the 
most  unceasing  and  lively  concern  for 
the  establishment,  and  did  everything 
in  its  power  to  promote  its  interests ; 
but  "  penury  repressed  their  noble 
rage,"  and  rendered  it  impossible  to 
furnish  the  necessary  funds  for  the 
arrangement  of  the  collections,  the  re- 
pairs of  the  buildings,  the  payment  of 
the  salaries,  and  the  nourishment  of 
the  animals.  These  last-named  gentry 
were  indeed  placed  under  very  trying 
circumstances ;  and,  shortly  after  this 
period,  it  was  even  deemed  necessary  to 
authorize  M.  Delauney,  Superintend- 
ent of  the  Menagerie,  to  kill  the  least 
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valuable  of  them,  in  order  to  provide 
food  for  the  remainder.  Hen  Pen  her- 
self was  never  in  a  greater  scrape. 

The  face  of  things,  however,  speedily 
changed.  The  events  of  November, 
1799,  by  displacing  and  concentrating 
power,established  a  new  order  of  things, 
whose  chief  by  degrees  rendered  him- 
self absolute,  and  by  his  astonishing 
achievements  cast  a  dazzling  lustre  on 
the  nation,  and  suddenly  created  great 
resources.  The  extraordinary  man  who 
was  placed  at  the  head  of  affairs  felt 
that  his  power  could  not  be  secured  by 
victory  alone,  and  that,  having  made 
himself  formidable  abroad,  it  was  ne- 
cessary to  gain  admiration  at  home  by 
favouring  the  progress  of  knowledge, 
by  encouraging  the  arts  and  sciences, 
and  by  erecting  monuments  which 
should  contribute  to  the  glory  and  pros- 
perity of  the  "  great  nation." 

But,  the  proceedings  of  Buonaparte 
in  the  bird  and  beetle  line  being  less 
generally  known  than  his  floating  at 
Tilsit,  or  his  sinking  at  Waterloo, 
their  narration  will  afford  materials 
for  another  article,  which,  however, 
must  be  postponed  till  next  month. 
We  shall  then  bring  down  the  history 
of  this  magnificent  establishment  to 
the  present  times,  and  conclude  by  a 
description  of  its  existing  state. 


POCOCURANTE. 


I  DO  not  care  a  farthing  about  any 
man,  woman,  or  child,  in  the  world. 
You  think  that  I  am  joking,  Jemmy ; 
but  you  are  mistaken.  What !  you 
look  at  me  again  with  those  honest 
eyes  of  yours  staring  with  wonder, 
and  making  a  demi-pathetic,  demi-an- 
gry  appeal  for  an  exception  in  your 
favour.  Well,  Jemmy,  I  do  care  about 
you,  my  honest  fellow,  so  uncork  the 
other  bottle. 

Did  you  ever  see  me  out  of  humour 
in  your  life  for  the  tenth  part  of  a  se- 
cond?— Never,  so  help  me,  God ! — Did 
you  ever  hear  me  speak  ill  of  another? 
I  might,  perhaps,  have  cracked  a  joke 
— indeed,  I  have  cracked  a  good  many 
such  in  my  time — at  a  man's  expense 
behind  his  back;  but  never  have  I 
said  anything  which  I  would  not  say 
to  his  face,  or  what  I  would  not  take 
from  him  with  treble  hardness  of  re- 
coil, if  it  so  pleased  him  to  return  it ; 
but  real  bond  fide  evil- speaking  was 
uever  uttered  'by  rne.  I  never  "quar- 


relled with  any  one.  You  are  going  to 
put  me  in  mind  of  my  duel  with  Cap- 
tain Maxwell.  I  acknowledge  I  fought 
it,  and  fired  three  shots.  What  then? 
Could  I  avoid  it  ?  I  was  no  more  an- 
gry with  him,  when  I  sent  the  mes- 
sage, than  I  was  at  the  moment  of  my 
birth.  Duelling  is  an  absurd  custom 
of  the  country,  which  I  must  comply 
with  when  occasion  requires.  The  oc- 
casion had  turned  up,  and  I  fought  of 
course.  Never  was  I  happier  than 
when  I  felt  the  blood  trickling  over 
my  shoulders — for  the  wise  laws  of 
honour  were  satisfied,  and  I  was  rid 
of  the  cursed  trouble.  I  was  sick  of 
the  puppyism  of  punctilio,  and  the 
booby  legislation  of  the  seconds,  and 
was  glad  to  escape  from  it  by  a  scratch. 
I  made  it  up  with  Maxwell,  who  was 
an  honest,  though  a  hot-headed  and 
obstinate  man — and  you  know  I  was 
executor  to  his  will.  Indeed,  he  dined 
with  me  the  very  day-week  after  the 
duel.  Yet,  spite  of  this  equanimity, 
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I  repeat  it,  that  I  do  not  care  for  any 
human  being  on  earth,  (the  present 
company  always  excepted,)  more  than 
I  care  for  one  of  those  filberts  which 
you  are  cracking  with  such  laudable 
assiduity. 

Yes — it  is  true — I  have  borne  my- 
self towards  my  family  unexception- 
ably,  as  the  world  has  it.  I  married 
off  my  sisters,  sent  my  brothers  to  the 
colleges,  and  did  what  was  fair  for  my 
mother.  But  I  shall  not  be  hypocrite 
enough  to  pretend  to  high  motives  for 
so  doing,  My  father's  death  left  them 
entirely  to  me,  and  what  could  I  do 
with  them  ?  Turn  them  out  ?  That 
would  be  absurd,  and  just  as  absurd 
to  retain  them  at  home  without  treat- 
ing them  properly.  They  were  my  fa- 
mily. My  own  comforts  would  have 
been  materially  invaded  by  any  other 
line  of  conduct,  I  therefore  executed 
the  filial  and  fraternal  affections  in  a 
manner  which  will  be  a  fine  topic  of 
panegyric  for  my  obituary.  God  help 
the  idiots  who  write  such  things !  They 
to  talk  of  motives,  and  feelings,  and 
the  impulses  that  sway  the  human 
heart !  They,  whose  highest  ambition 
it  is  to  furnish  provender,  at  so  much 
a  line,  for  magazine  or  newspaper.  Yet 
from  them  shall  I  receive  the  tribute 
of  a  tear.  The  world  shall  be  informed 
in  due  time,  and  I  care  not  how  soon, 
that  "  DIED  at  his  house,  &c.  &c. 
a  gentleman,  exemplary  in  every  rela- 
tion of  life,  whether  we  consider  him 
as  a  son,  a  brother,  a  friend,  or  a  citi- 
zen. His  heart,"  and  so  on  to  the  end 
of  the  fiddle  faddle.  The  winding  up 
of  my  family  affairs,  you  know,  is,  that 
I  have  got  rid  of  them  all ;  that  I  pay  the 
good  people  a  visit  once  a-month,  and 
ask  them  to  a  humdrum  dinner  on 
my  birth-day,  which  you  are  perhaps 
aware  occurs  but  once  a-year.  I  am 
alone.  I  feel  that  I  am  alone. 

My  politics — what  then  ?  I  am, 
externally  at  least,  a  Tory,  a  toute 
out  ranee,  because  my  father  and  my 
grandfather  (and  I  cannot  trace  my 
genealogy  any  higher)  were  so  before 
me.  Besides,  I  think  every  gentleman 
should  be  a  Tory ;  there  is  an  easi- 
ness, a  suavity  of  mind,  engendered 
by  Toryism,  which  it  is  vain  for  you 
to  expect  from  fretful  Whiggery,  or 
bawling  Radicalism,  and  such  should 
be  a  strong  distinctive  feature  in  every 
gentleman's  character.  And  I  admit, 
that,  in  my  youth,  I  did  many  queer 
things,  and  said  many  violent  and 


nonsensical  matters.  But  that  fervour 
is  gone.  I  am  still  outside  the  same ; 
but  inside  how  different !  I  laugh  to 
scorn  the  nonsense  I  hear  vented  about 
me  in  the  clubs  which  I  frequent. 
The  zeal  about  nothings,  the  bustle 
about  stuff,  the  fears  and  the  precau- 
tions against  fancied  dangers,  the  in- 
dignation against  writings  which  no 
decent  man  thinks  of  reading,  or 
against  speeches  which  are  but  the 
essence  of  stupidity ;  in  short,  the 
whole  tempest  in  a  tea-pot  appears  to 
me  to  be  ineffably  ludicrous.  I  join 
now  and  then,  nay  very  often,  in 
these  discussions  ;  why  should  not  I  ? 
Am  I  not  possessed  of  the  undoubted 
liberties  of  a  Briton,  invested  with  the 
full  privilege  of  talking  nonsense  ? 
And,  if  any  of  my  associates  laugh  in- 
side at  me,  why,  I  think  them  quite 
right. 

But  I  have  dirtied  my  fingers  with 
ink,  you  say,  and  daubed  other  peo- 

Sle's  faces  Avith  them.  I  admit  it. 
ly  pen  has  been  guilty  of  various 
political  jeux  d'esprit,  but  let  me 
whisper  it,  Jemmy,  on  both  sides. 
Don't  start,  it  is  not  worth  while. 
My  Tory  quizzes  I  am  suspected  of; 
suspected  I  say,  for  I  am  not  such  a 
goose  as  to  let  them  be  any  more  than 
mere  matters  of  suspicion ;  but  of 
quizzes  against  Tories  I  am  no  more 
thought  guilty  than  I  am  of  petty 
larceny.  Yet  such  is  the  case.  I  write 
with  no  ill  feeling ;  public  men  or 
people  who  thrust  themselves  before 
the  public  in  any  way,  I  just  look  on  as 
phantoms  of  the  imagination,  as  things 
to  throw  off  common-places  about. 
You  know  how  I  assassinated  Jack 
****,  in  the  song  which  you  transcri- 
bed for  me  ;  how  it  spread  in  thou- 
sands, to  his  great  annoyance.  Well, 
on  Wednesday  last,  he  and  I  supped 
tete-a-tete,  and  a  jocular  fellow  he  is. 
It  was  an  accidental  rencounter — he 
was  sulky  at  first,  but  I  laughed  and 
sung  him  into  good  humour.  When 
the  second  bottle  had  loosened  his 
tongue,  he  looked  at  me  most  sympa- 
thetically, and  said,  May  I  ask  you 
a  question  ? — A  thousand,  I  replied, 
provided  you  do  not  expect  me  to  an- 
swer them. — Ah,  he  cried,  it  was  a 
shame  for  you  to  abuse  me  the  way 
you  did,  and  ail  for  nothing;  but,  hang 
it,  let  bygones  be  bygones — You  are 
too  pleasant  a  fellow  to  quarrel  with. 
I  told  him  he  appeared  to  be  under 
a  mistake — He  shook  his  head— emp- 
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fact,  men  of  sense  think  not  of  such 
things,  and  mingle  freely  in  society 
as  if  they  never  occurred.  Why  then 
should  I  be  supposed  to  have  any 
feeling  whatever,  whether  of  anger  or 
pleasure  about  them  ? 

My  friends  ?  Where  are  they  ?  Ay, 
Jemmy,  I  do  understand  what  that 
pressure  of  my  hand  means.  But 
where  is  the  other  ?  Nowhere !  Ac- 
quaintances I  have  in  hundreds — 
boon  companions  in  dozens — fellows 
to  whom  I  make  myself  as  agreeable 
as  I  can,  and  whose  society  gives  me 
pleasure.  There's  Jack  Mcggot — the 
bestjoker  in  the  world — Will  Thomson 
—an  unexceptionable  ten-bottle-man 
— John  Mortimer,  a  singer  of  most 
renowned  social  qualities — there's — 
but  what  need  I  enlarge  the  catalogue? 
You  know  the  men  I  mean.  I  live 
with  them,  and  that  right  gaily,  but 
would  one  of  them  crack  a  joke  the 
less,  drink  a  glass  the  less,  sing  a  song 
the  less,  if  I  died  before  morning  ? 
Not  one — nor  do  I  blame  them,  for, 
if  they  were  ingulfed  in  Tartarus,  I 
should  just  go  through  my  usual  dai- 
ly round — keep  moving  in  the  same 
monotonous  tread-mill  of  life,  with 
other  companions  to  help  me  through, 
as  steadily  as  I  do  now.  The  friends 
of  my  boyhood  are  gone — ay — all — 
all  gone  ! — I  have  lost  the  old  fami- 
liar faces,  and  shall  not  try  for  others 
to  replace  them.  I  am  now  happy 
with  a  mail-coach  companion,  whom 
I  never  saw  before,  and  never  will  see 
again.  My  cronies  come  like  sha- 
dows, so  depart.  Do  you  remember 
the  story  of  Abon  Hassen,  in  some  of 
the  Oriental  tales  ?  He  was  squan- 
dering a  fine  property  on  some  hol- 
low friends,  when  he  was  advised  to 
try  their  friendship  by  pretending 

Poverty,  and  asking  their  assistance, 
t  was  refused,  and  he  determined 
never  to  see  them  more — never  to  make 
a  friend— nay,  not  even  an  acquaint- 
ance; but  to  sit,  according  to  the  cus- 
tom of  the  East,  by  the  way-side,  and 
invite  to  his  board  the  three  first 
passers-by,  with  whom  he  spent  the 
night  in  festive  debauchery,  making 
it  a  rule  never  to  ask  the  same  per- 
sons a  second  time.  My  life  is  almost 
the  same— true  it  is  that  I  know  the 
exterior  conformation,  and  the  pecu- 
liar habits  of  those  with  whom  I  as- 
sociate, but  our  hearts  are  ignorant 


They  vibrate  not  to- 
gether ;  they  are  ready  to  enter  into 
the  same  communication,  with  any 
passer-by.  Nay,  perhaps,  Hassan's 
plan  was  more  social.  He  was  relie- 
ved from  inquiries  as  to  the  charac- 
ter of  his  table-mates.  Be  they  fair, 
be  they  foul,  they  were  nothing  to 
him.  I  am  tormented  out  of  my  life 
by  such  punctilios  as  I  daily  must 
submit  to.  I  wonder  you  keep  com- 
pany says  a  friend— friend!  well,  no 
matter — with  R.  He  is  a  scoundrel — 
he  is  suspected  of  having  cheated  fif- 
teen years  ago  at  play,  he  drinks  ale, 
he  fought  shy  in  a  duel  business,  he 
is  a  Whig — a  Radical,  a  Muggleto- 
nian,  a  jumper,  a  moderate  man,  a 
Jacobin  ;  he  asked  twice  for  soup,  he 
wrote  a  libel,  his  father  was  a  low  at- 
torney, nobody  knows  him  in  good 
society,  &c.  &c.  &c.  Why,  what  is  it 
to  me  ?  I  care  not  whether  he  broke 
every  commandment  in  the  decalogue, 
provided  he  be  a  pleasant  fellow,  and 
that  I  am  not  mixed  up  with  his  of- 
fences. But  the  world  will  so  mix 
me  up  in  spite  of  myself.  Burns  used 
to  say,  the  best  company  he  was  ever 
in  was  the  company  of  professed 
blackguards.  Perhaps  he  was  right. 
I  dare  not  try. 

My  early  companions  I  did  care 
for,  and  where  are  they  ?  Poor  Tom 
Benson,  he  was  my  class-fellow  at 
school ;  we  occupied  the  same  rooms 
in  college,  we  shared  our  studies,  our 
amusements,  our  flirtations,  our  follies, 
our  dissipations  together.  A  more  ho-> 
nourable  or  upright  creature  never  ex- 
isted. Well,  sir,  he  had  an  uncle,  lieu- 
tenant-colonel of  a  cavalry  regiment, 
and  at  his  request  Tom  bought  a 
cornetcy  in  the  corps.  I  remember  the 
grand-looking  fellow  strutting  about 
in  the  full  splendour  of  his  yet  unspot- 
ted regimentals,  the  cynosure  of  the 
bright  eyes  of  the  country  town  in 
which  he  resided.  He  came  to  Lon- 
don, and  then  joined  his  regiment.  All 
was  well  for  a  while ;  but  he  had  al- 
ways an  unfortunate  itch  for  play.  In 
our  little  circle  it  did  him  no  great 
harm ;  but  his  new  companions  played 
high,  and  far  too  skilfully  for  Tom — 
perhaps  there  was  roguery,  or  perhaps 
there  was  not— I  never  inquired.  At 
all  events,  he  lost  all  his  ready-money. 
He  then  drew  liberally  on  his  family ; 
he  lost  that  too  ;  in  short,  poor  Tom 
at  last  staked  his  commission,  and  lost 
it  with  the  rest.  This,  of  course,  could 
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not  be  concealed  from  the  uncle,  who     I  guessed  it  was  himself.     When  the 


gave  him  a  severe  lecture,  but  procu- 
red him  a  commission  in  an  infantry 
regiment  destined  for  Spain.  He  was 
to  join  it  without  delay ;  but  the  infa- 
tuated fellow  again  risked  himself,  and. 
lost  the  infantry  commission  also.  He 
now  was  ashamed  or  afraid  to  face  his 
uncle,  and  enlisted  (for  he  was  a  splen- 
did looking  young  man,  who  was  in- 
stantly accepted,)  as  a  private  soldier 
in  the  twenty-sixth  foot.  I  suppose 
that  he  found  his  habits  were  too  re- 
fined and  too  firmly  fixed  to  allow  him 
to  be  satisfied  with  the  scanty  pay, 
and  coarse  food,  and  low  company,  of 
an  infantry  soldier.  It  is  certain,  that 
he  deserted  in  a  fortnight  after  enlist- 
ment. The  measure  of  poor  Tom's  de- 
gradation was  not  yet  filled  up.  He 
had  not  a  farthing  when  he  left  the 
twenty-sixth.  He  went  to  his  uncle's 
at  an  hour  when  he  knew  that  he 
•would  not  be  at  home,  and  was  with 
difficulty  admitted  by  the  servant,  who 
recognized  him.  He  persuaded  him  at 
last  that  he  meant  to  throw  himself  on 
the  mercy  of  his  uncle,  and  the  man, 
who  loved  him, — everybody  of  all  de- 
grees who  knew  him  loved  him, — con- 
sented to  his  admission.  I  am  almost 
ashamed  to  go  on.  He  broke  open  his 
uncle's  escritoire,  and  took  from  it 
whatever  money  it  contained — a  hun- 
dred pounds  or  thereabouts — and  slunk 
out  of  the  house.  Heavens!  what  were 
my  feelings  when  I  heard  this — when 
I  saw  him  proclaimed  in  the  newspa- 
pers as  a  deserter,  and  a  thief !  A  thief! 
— Tom  Benson  a  thief !  I  could  not 
credit  the  intelligence  of  my  eyes  or 
my  ears.  He  whom  I  knew  only  five 
months  before — for  so  brief  had  his 
career  been — would  have  turned  with 
scorn  and  disgust  from  any  action  de- 
viating a  hair's-breadth  from  the  high- 
est honour.  How  he  spent  the  next 
six  months  of  his  life,  I  know  not ;  but 
about  the  end  of  that  period  a  letter 
•was  left  at  my  door  by  a  messenger, 
who  immediately  disappeared.  It  was 
from  him.  It  was  couched  in  terms  of 
the  most  abject  self-condemnation,  and 
the  bitterest  remorse.  He  declared  he 
was  a  ruined  man  in  character,  in  for- 
tune, in  happiness,  in  everything,  and 
conjured  me,  for  the  sake  of  former 
friendship,  to  let  him  have  five  guineas, 
which  he  said  would  take  him  to  a 
place  of  safety.  From  the  description 
of  the  messenger,  who,  Tom  told  me 
in  his  note,  would  return  in  an  hour, 


time  came,  which  he  had  put  off  to  a 
moment  of  almost  complete  darkness. 
I  opened  the  door  to  his  fearful  rap. 
It  was  he — I  knew  him  at  a  glance, 
as  the  lamp  flashed  over  his  face — and, 
uncertain  as  was  the  light,  it  was 
bright  enough  to  let  me  see  that  he 
was  squalid,  and  in  rags ;  that  a  fear- 
ful and  ferocious  suspicion,  which 
spoke  volumes,  as  to  the  life  he  had 
lately  led,  lurked  in  his  side-looking 
eyes  ;  those  eyes  that  a  ,year  before 
spoke  nothing  but  joy  and  courage, 
and  that  a  premature  gray  ness  had  co- 
vered with  pie-bald  patches  the  once 
glossy  black  locks  which  straggled  over 
his  unwashed  face,  or  through  his  tat- 
tered hat. 

I  had  that  he  asked, — perhaps  more 
— in  a  paper  in  my  hand.  I  put  it 
into  his.  I  had  barely  time  to  say 
"  O  Tom  !"  when  he  caught  my  hand, 
kissed  it  with  burning  lips,  exclaimed 
"  Don't  speak  to  me — I  am  a  wretch  !" 
and,  bursting  from  the  grasp  with 
which  I  wished  to  detain  him,  fled 
with  the  speed  of  an  arrow  down  the 
street,  and  vanished  into  a  lane.  Puf- 
suit  was  hopeless.  Many  years  elap- 
sed, and  I  heard  not  of  him — no  one 
heard  of  him.  But  about  two  years 
ago  I  was  at  a  coffee-house  in  the 
Strand,  when  an  officer  of  what  they 
called  the  Patriots  of  South  America, 
staggered  into  the  room.  He  was  very 
drunk.  His  tawdry  and  tarnished 
uniform  proclaimed  the  service  to 
which  he  belonged,  and  all  doubt  on 
the  subject  was  removed  by  his  con- 
versation. It  was  nothing  but  a  tis- 
sue of  curses  on  Bolivar  and  his  as- 
sociates, who,  he  asserted,  had  seduced 
him  from  his  country,  ruined  his  pros- 
pects, robbed  him,  cheated  him,  and 
insulted  him.  How  true  these  re- 
proaches might  have  been  I  knew  not, 
nor  do  I  care,  but  a  thought  struck  me 
that  Tom  might  have  been  of  this  ar- 
my, and  I  inquired,  as,  indeed,  I  did 
of  everybody  coming  from  a  foreign 
country,  if  he  knew  anything  of  a  man 
of  the  name  of  Benson.  "  Do  you  ?" — 
stammered  out  the  drunken  patriot — 
"  I  do,"  was  my  reply. — "  Do  you  care 
about  him  ?"  again  asked  the  officer. 
"  I  did — I  do,"  again  I  retorted. 
"  Why  then,"  said  he  "  take  a  short 
stick  in  your  hand,  and  step  across  to 
Valparaiso,  there  you  will  find  him  two 
feet  under  ground,  snugly  wrapt  up 
in  a  blanket.  I  was  his  sexton  myself, 
12 
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and  had  not  time  to  dig  him  a  deeper     he  made  a  blow  at  me.    I  arrested  his 
grave,  and  no  way  of  getting  a  stouter 


coffin.  It  will  just  do  all  as  well. 
Poor  fellow,  it  was  all  the  clothes  he 
had  for  many  a  day  before."  I  was 
shocked  at  the  recital,  but  Holmes  was 
too  much  intoxicated  to  pursue  the 
subject  any  farther.  I  called  on  him 
in  the  morning,  and  learned  that  Ben- 
son had  joined  as  a  private  soldier  in 
this  desperate  service,  under  the  name 
of  Maberly — that  he  speedily  rose  to  a 
command — was  distinguished  for  do- 
ing desperate  actions,  in  which  he 
seemed  quite  reckless  of  life — had, 
however,  been  treated  with  consider- 
able ingratitude — never  was  paid  a 
dollar — had  lost  his  baggage — was 
compelled  to  part  with  almost  all  his 
wearing  apparel  for  subsistence,  and 
had  just  made  his  way  to  the  sea-side, 
purposing  to  escape  to  Jamaica,  when 
he  sunk,  overcome  by  hunger  and  fa- 
tigue. He  kept  the  secret  of  his  name 
till  the  last  moment,  when  he  confided 
it,  and  a  part  of  his  unhappy  history, 
to  Holmes.  Such  was  the  end  of  Ben- 
son, a  man  born  to  high  expectations, 
of  cultivated  mind,  considerable  genius, 
generous  heart,  and  honourable  pur- 
poses. 

Jack  Dallas  I  became  acquainted 
with  at  Brazen  Nose.  There  was  a 
time  that  I  thought  I  would  have  died 
for  him — and,  I  believe,  that  his  feel- 
ings towards  me  were  equally  warm. 
Ten  years  ago  we  were  the  Damon  and 
Pythias— the  Pylades  and  Orestes  of 
our  day.  Yet  I  lost  him  by  a  jest. 
He  was  wooing  most  desperately  a 
very  pretty  girl,  equal  to  him  in  rank, 
but  rather  meagre  in  the  purse.  He 
kept  it,  however,  a  profound  secret 
from  his  friends.  By  accident  I  found 
it  out,  and  when  I  next  saw  him,  I 
began  to  quiz  him.  He  was  surprised 
at  the  discovery,  and  very  sore  at  the 
quizzing.  He  answered  so  testily,  that 
I  proceeded  to  annoy  him.  He  became 
more  and  more  sour,  I  more  and  more 
vexatious  in  my  jokes.  It  was  quite 
wrong  on  my  part ;  but  God  knows 
I  meant  nothing  by  it.  I  did  not  know 
that  he  had  just  parted  with  his  father, 
who  had  refused  all  consent  to  the 
match,  adding  injurious  insinuations 
about  the  mercenary  motives  of  the 
young  lady.  Dallas  had  been  defend- 
ing her,  but  in  vain  ;  and  then,  while 
in  this  mood,  did  I  choose  him  as  the 
butt  of  my  silly  witticisms.  At  last 
something  I  said — some  mere  piece  of 
nonsense — nettled  him  so  much,  that 
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arm,  and  cried,  "  Jack,  you  would 
have  been  very  sorry  had  you  put 
your  intentions  into  effect."  He  co- 
loured as  if  ashamed  of  his  violence, 
but  remained  sullen  and  silent  for  a 
moment,  and  then  left  the  room.  We 
never  have  spoke  since.  He  shortly 
after  went  abroad,  and  we  were  thus 
kept  from  meeting  and  explaining. 
On  his  return,  we  joined  different  co- 
teries, and  were  of  different  sides  in 
politics.  In  fact,  I  did  not  see  him 
for  nearly  seven  years  until  last  Mon- 
day, when  he  passed  me,  with  his  wife 
— a  different  person  from  his  early 
passion,  the  girl  on  account  of  whom 
we  quarrelled — leaning  on  his  arm.  I 
looked  at  him,  but  he  bent  down  his 
eyes,  .pretending  to  speak  to  Mrs  Dal- 
las. So  be  it. 

Then  there  was  my  brother — my 
own  poor  brother,  one  year  younger 
than  myself.  The  verdict — commonly 
a  matter  of  course — must  have  been 
true  in  his  case.  What  an  inward  re- 
volution that  must  have  been,  which 
could  have  bent  that  gay  and  free  spirit, 
that  joyous  and  buoyant  soul,  to  think 
of  self-destruction.  But  I  cannot  speak 
of  poor  Arthur.  These  were  my  chief 
friends,  and  I  lost  the  last  of  them 
about  ten  years  ago ;  and  since  that 
time  I  know  no  one,  the  present  com- 
pany excepted,  for  whom  I  care  a  far- 
thing. Perhaps,  if  they  had  lived  with 
me  as  long  as  my  other  companions,  I 
would  have  been  as  careless  about 
them,  as  I  am  about  Will  Thomson, 
Jack  Megget,  or  my  younger  brothers. 
I  am  often  inclined  to  think,  that  my 
feelings  towards  them  are  but  warmed 
by  the  remembered  fervour  of  boyhood, 
and  made  romantic  by  distance  of  time. 
I  am  pretty  sure,  indeed,  that  it  is  so. 
And,  if  we  could  call  up  Benson  inno- 
cent from  the  mould  of  South  America 
— Could  restore  poor,  dear  Arthur — 
make  Dallas  forget  his  folly — and  let 
them  live  together  again  in  my  society, 
I  should  be  speedily  indifferent  about 
them  too.  My  mind  is  as  if  slumber- 
ing, quite  wrapped  up  in  itself,  and 
never  wakes  but  to  act  a  part.  I  rise 
in  the  morning,  to  eat,  drink,  talk — 
to  say  what  I  do  not  think,  to  advo- 
cate questions  which  I  care  not  for — 
to  join  companions  whom  I  value  not, 
to  indulge  in  sensual  pleasures  which  I 
despise — to  waste  my  hours  in  trifling 
amusements,  or  more  trifling  business, 
and  to  retire  to  my  bed  perfectly  in- 
different as  to  whether  I  am  ever  agaiu 
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to  see  the  shining  of  the  sun.  Yet,  is 
my  outside  gay,  and  my  conversation 
sprightly.  Within  I  generally  stag- 
nate, but  sometimes  there  comes  a 
twinge,  short  indeed,  but  bitter.  Then 
it  is  that  I  am,  to  all  appearance,  most 
volatile,  most  eager  in  dissipation  ;  but 
could  you  lift  the  covering  which 
shrouds  the  secrets  of  my  bosom,  you 
would  see  that,  like  the  inmates  of  the 
hall  of  Eblis,  my  very  heart  was  fire. 
Ha  —  ha  —  ha!  —  say  it  again,  Jemmy 
—  say  it  again,  man  —  do  not  be  afraid. 
Ha  —  ha  —  ha  !  —  too  good  —  too  good, 
upon  honour.  I  was  crossed  in  love  !  I 
in  love.  You  make  me  laugh  —  excuse 
my  rudeness  —  ha  —  ha  —  ha  !  No,  no, 
thank  God,  though  I  committed  fol- 
lies of  various  kinds,  I  escaped  that 
foolery.  I  see  my  prosing  has  infected 
you,  has  made  you  dull.  Quick,  un- 
wire  the  champagne  —  let  us  drive  spirits 
into  us  by  its  generous  tide.  We  are 
growing  muddy  over  the  claret.  I  in 
love  !  Banish  all  gloomy  thoughts, 
"  A  light  heart  and  a  thin  pair  of  breeches 
Goes  thorough  the  world,  my  brave  boys." 
What  say  you  to  that?  We  should 
drown  all  care  in  the  bowl  —  fie  on  the 
plebeian  word,  —  we  should  dispel  it' 
by  the  sparkling  bubbles  of  wine,  fit 
to  be  drank  by  the  gods  ;  that  is  your 
only  true  philosophy. 

"  Let  us  drink  and  be  merry, 

Dance,  laugh,  and  rejoice, 
With  claret  and  sherry, 

Theorbo  and  voice. 

u  This  changeable  world 

To  our  joys  is  unjust  ; 
All  pleasure's  uncertain, 

So  down  with  your  dust. 

"  In  pleasure  dispose 

Your  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence, 
For  we  all  shall  be  nothing 

A  hundred  years  hence." 

What,  not  another  bottle?  —  Only 
one  more  !  —  Do  not  be  so  obstinate. 
Well,  if  you  must,  why,  all  I  can  say 
is,  good  night. 

He  is  gone.  A  kind  animal,  but  a 
fool,  exactly  what  is  called  the  best 
creature  in  the  world.  I  have  that  af- 
fection for  him  that  I  have  for  TowleE, 
and  I  believe  his  feelings  towards  me 
are  like  Towler's,  an  animal  love  of 
one  whom  he  looks  up  to.  An  eating, 
drinking,  good-humoured,  good-na- 
tured varlct,  who  laughs  at  my  jokes, 
when  I  tell  him  they  are  to  be  laughed 
at,  sees  things  exactly  in  the  light  that 
I  s«e  them  in,  backs  me  in  my  asser- 


tions,  and  bets  on  me  at  whist.  I  had 
rather  than  ten  thousand  pounds  be 
in  singleness  of  soul,  in  thoughtless- 
ness of  brain,  in  honesty  of  intention, 
in  solid  contented  ignorance,  such  as 
Jemmy  Musgrove.  That  I  cannot  be. 
N'importe. 

Booby  as  he  is,  he  did  hit  a  string 
which  I  thought  had  lost  its  vibration 
—  had  become  indurated  like  all  my 
other  feelings.  Pish  !  It  is  well  that  I 
am  alone.  Surely  the  claret  has  made 
me  maudlin,  and  the  wine  is  oozing 
out  at  my  eyes.  Pish  !  —  What  non- 
sense. Ay,  Margaret,  it  is  exactly  ten 
years  ago.  I  was  then  twenty,  and  a 
fool.  No,  not  a  fool  for  loving  you.  By 
Heavens,  I  have  lost  my  wits  to  talk 
this  stuff  !  the  wine  has  done  its  office, 
and  I  am  maundering.  Why  did  I 
love  you  ?  It  was  all  my  own  perverse 
stupidity.  I  was,  am,  and  ever  will 
be,  a  blockhead,  an  idiot  of  the  first 
water.  And  such  a  match  for  her  to 
be  driven  into.  She  certainly  should 
have  let  me  know  more  of  her  inten- 
tions than  she  did.  Indeed  !  —  Why 
should  she?  Was  she  to  caper  after 
my  whims,  to  sacrifice  her  happiness 
to  my  caprices,  to  my  devotions  of  to- 
day, and  my  sulkinesses,  or,  still  worse, 
my  levities  of  to-morrow  ?  No,  no, 
Margaret  :  never  —  never  —  never,  even 
in  thought,  let  me  accuse  you,  model 
of  gentleness,  of  kindness,  of  goodness, 
as  well  as  of  beauty.  I  am  to  blame 
myself,  and  myself  alone. 

I  can  see  her  now,  can  talk  to  her 
without  passion,  can  put  up  with  her 
husband,  and  fondle  her  children.  I 
have  repressed  that  emotion,  and,  in 
doing  so,  all  others.  With  that  throb 
lost,  went  all  the  rest.  I  am  now  a 
mere  card  in  the  pack,  shuffled  about 
eternally  with  the  set,  but  passive  and 
senseless.  I  care  no  more  for  my  neigh- 
bour, than  the  King  of  Diamonds  cares 
for  him  of  Clubs.  Dear,  dear  Marga- 
ret, there  is  a  lock  of  your  hair  en- 
closed unknown  to  you  in  a  little  case 
which  lies  over  my  heart.  I  seldom 
dare  to  look  at  it.  Let  me  kiss  its  au- 
burn folds  once  more,  and  remember 
the  evening  I  took  it.  But  I  am  grow- 
ing more  and  more  absurd.  I  drink 
your  health  then,  and  retire. 

Here's  a  health  to  thee,  Margaret, 

Here's  a  health  to  thee  ; 

The  drinkers  are  gone, 

And  I  am  alone, 

So  here's  a  health  to  thee. 

Dear,  dear  Margaret. 
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DEAR  MR  NORTH, 

SOME  late  events  which  have  demon- 
strated the  jobbery  of  the  Whigs,  and 
the  folly  of  some  of  the  Tories,  appear 
to  me  worthy  of  being  recorded,  for 
the  edification  of  the  present,  and  ex- 
ample of  all  future  generations.  I  am, 
myself,  sir,  an  eleve  of  the  Pluckless 
School,  but  my  own  plucklessness  is 
not  the  result  of  the  same  motives 
which  influence  the  rest  of  my  bre- 
thren. In  the  first  place,  I  am  a  young 
and  nearly  feeless  advocate,  and  I  am 
inclined  to  think,  that  if  I  ventured 
openly  to  avow  the  principles  of  real 
Toryism  which  I  feel  in  my  heart,  the 
few  semi-Tory  writers  who  occasion- 
ally send  me  a  sequestration  fee  of  two 
guineas  at  the  beginning  of  a  session, 
for  which  they  expect  me  to  make  all 
the  motions  in  all  the  cases  they  may 
happen  to  have  in  Court  till  the  end 
of  it,  would  instantly  desert  me,  and 
encourage  some  seemingly  moderate 
and  smooth-speaking  Whig.  But,  se- 
condly, I  happen  to  have  a  small  spark 
of  modesty  in  my  composition,  and 
when  I  find  my  seniors  at  the  bar, 
and  the  avowed  leaders  of  the  Tories 
in  Scotland,  succumbing  to  the  Whig 
scribes,  I  am  not  bold  enough  to  stand 
forward  at  the  head  of  a  sort  of  forlorn 
hope,  who  might  give  me  the  slip  in 
the  very  moment  of  the  onset. 

To  you,  however,  my  dear  sir,  I  will 
be  candid  and  open ;  to  you  I  will  dis- 
close those  sentiments  which  I  dare 
not  broach  at  a  meeting  of  the  Facul- 
ty, or  even  venture  to  suggest  over  a 
bottle  of  claret,  at  the  table  of  any  of 
my  employers.  To  you  I  will  open  up 
a  little  specimen  of  Whig  jobbery,  and 
will  shew  you  how  it  has  been  incu- 
bated and  fostered  by  some  old  To- 
ries, till  the  egg  burst,  and  was  found 
to  be  addled.  You  must  know,  then, 
that  Satan,  the  leader  of  the  Whigs, 
(they  cannot  fix  on  a  leader  for  them- 
selves, so  I  take  the  liberty  of  naming 
the  father  of  opposition  for  them,)  Sa- 
tan, I  say,  regretting  the  trimming  that 
some  of  his  party  had  received  at  your 
hands,  my  dear  Christopher,  determi- 
ned to  lend  them  a  helping  hand  in 
the  way  of  a  job,  and  in  order  to  for- 
ward the  plot,  he  fixed  on  a  few  Tories 


as  the  instruments  by  which  he  would 
carry  it  through. 

There  are  a  dozen  or  two  members  of 
the  chivalrous  order  of  W.S.,  who  hold 
a  certain  superiority  over  their  brethren. 
You  will  find  that,  like  the  names  of 
knights  in  the  Red  Book,  these  heroes 
are  distinguished  by  a  cross  in  our 
Edinburgh  Almanack.  To  some  of 
these  Grand  Crosses  of  the  Quill  the 
old  gentleman  addressed  himself.  Do 
not  imagine  that  he  appeared  in  the 
horrors  of  horns,  hoof,  and  tail;  he 
came  in  all  gentle  guise,  and,  carry- 
ing a  powder  puff  in  his  hands,  blew 
a  cloud  of  vanity  into  their  eyes,  soft- 
ly insinuating  that  it  would  be  a  fine 
thing  for  them  to  have  the  exclusive 
patronage  of  a  chair  in  our  University,' 
and  distantly  hinting,  that  if  they  could 
mount  one  sort  of  chair,  the  time  might 
come  when  some  of  them,  the  said  K. 
G.  C.'s,  might  aspire  to  another.  If 
their  body  were  qualified  to  teach  law, 
who  should  say  they  were  not  fit  to 
administer  it  likewise  ?  In  short,  these 
gentlemen  determined,  at  the  instiga- 
tion of  the  devil,  in  the  shape  of  vani- 
ty, to  endeavour  to  get  a  lectureship 
of  conveyancing,  which  they  had  some 
years  ago  set  agoing  as  a  sort  of  pen- 
sionary situation  for  any  member  of 
their  Society  who  might  have  parted 
from  his  practice,  erected  into  a  Profes- 
sorship in  the  University. 

The  bargain  was  easily  struck  ;  the 
good  old  gentlemen  thought  they  would 
steal  a  march  on  the  Whigs  by  gain- 
ing their  most  sweet  voices  in  favour 
of  the  measure,  inasmuch  as  the  pre- 
sent incumbent  on  the  chair  which 
they  proposed  to  transport  to  the  Col- 
lege, happened  to  be  a  member  of  that 
deluded  faction  ;  while  all  the  time 
little  did  they  suppose  that  in  fact  they 
were  the  dupes  of  the  very  party  they 
meant  to  take  in,  and  that  the  whole 
affair  originated  in  a  party  manoeuvre 
to  get  another  Whig  professor  forced 
into  the  University. 

This,  as  you  know  better  than  I  do, 
is  a  part  of  the  present  grand  scheme 
of  the  Whigs,  to  obtain  the  command 
and  control  of  all  public  seminaries, 
and  to  exercise  their  tyranny  over  all 
private  ones.  They  are,  and  have  long 
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been,  indefatigable  in  their  exertions 
for  this  purpose.  Witness  the  jobbery 
about  the  Lord-Rectorships  at  Glas- 
gow and  Aberdeen,  and  Jeffrey's  grand 
humbug  speech  at  the  former  Univer- 
sity ;  witness  the  late  affair  of  the 
Edinburgh  Academy,  which  every  bo- 
dy sees  is  just  a  plan  to  make  the  To- 
ries do  the  Whigs'  work.  The  Sena- 
tus  Academicus  of  Edinburgh,  by  the 
constant  and  unremitting  exertions  of 
this  indefatigable  party,  is  now  nearly 
equally  divided,  and  the  importance  of 
thrusting  in  one  oppositionist  can  only 
be  thoroughly  known  to  those  who  an- 
ticipate the  effects  of  this  great  scheme, 
which,  next  to  ministerial  power,  is 
the  main  object  of  the  Whigs. 

I  need  not  tell  you  that,  with  their 
usual  cunning,  the  Whigs  kept  this 
out  of  view,  and  gave  the  glory  of  the 
proposal  entirely  to  their  cat's  paws, 
the  Tory  commissioners. 

Accordingly,  a  proposal  was  drawn 
up,  and  submitted  to  the  Court  of  Ses- 
sion and  the  Faculty  of  Advocates.  It  is 
important  to  observe  what  this  proposal 
was.  It  was  not  a  request  that  these 
bodies  should  give  the  sanction  of  their 
approbation  generally  to  the  utility  of  a 
course  of  lectures  on  conveyancing,  or 
to  the  advantage  to  be  gained  by  such 
course  being  delivered  in  the  Univer- 
sity. No  doubt  the  application  was  so 
worded  as  to  lead  at  first  sight  to  a  be- 
lief that  this  was  all  that  was  asked  ; 
and  due  pains  were  taken  both  in  the 
outset,  and  in  the  after  proceedings  in 
the  Faculty,  to  keep  out  of  view  the 
real  nature  of  the  demand.  It  peeps 
out,  however,  even  in  the  very  first 
application  to  the  Court  and  Faculty, 
and  it  is  truly  this  :  That  their  chair 
of  conveyancing  as  at  present  existing, 
together  with  the  gentleman  who  at 
present  sits  in  it,  should  forthwith  be 
transferred  to  the  University.  With- 
out this  stipulation  the  Whigs  would 
never  have  been  satisfied,  well  know- 
ing that  if  the  proposal  had  been  mere- 
ly prospective,  the  object  of  a  Whig 
vote  in  the  University  would  have  been 
at  best  but  problematical.  According- 
ly the  committee  state,  that  they  have 
again  resolved  to  solicit  the  boon  of  a 
University  chair  for  their  lectureship. 
But  it  is  not  until  the  very  last  step  of 


the  proceeding,  viz.  their  application 
in  form  to  the  Town  Council,  that  they 
express  themselves  plainly,  proposing 
that  Mr  Macvey  Napier,  the  present 
lecturer,  shall  be  the  first  professor. 

My  principal  object  in  addressing 
you,  is  to  submit  the  reasons  which  I 
did  not  dare,  from  the  fear  of  starva- 
tion, to  utter  in  the  Faculty,  but  which 
induced  me  to  vote  with  the  majority 
against  Mr  Cranstoun's  motion  ;  and 
this  I  do,  because  my  reasons  differ  es- 
sentially from  those  given  by  the  per- 
sons who  spoke  on  the  question.  Be- 
fore proceeding,  however,  I  think  it 
right  to  mention,  that  the  Lord  Pre- 
sident informed  these  ambitious  gen- 
tlemen, that  he  did  not  conceive  the 
matter  was  one  in  which  the  Court 
was  called  upon  to  give  an  opinion. 

When  the  proposal  was  first  laid  be- 
fore the  Faculty,  they  were  of  opinion 
that  a  report  of  the  committee  appoint- 
ed to  consider  a  former  proposal  of  the 
same  sort,  made  in  1796,  should  be  re- 
printed. This  report  contained  many 
solid  objections  against  the  erection  of 
such  a  professorship  at  all.  It  was  held 
that  there  was  no  occasion  for  a  divi- 
sion of  the  subjects  of  law  and  convey- 
ancing ;  that  the  lectures  on  the  feu- 
dal law,  the  most  important  branch  of 
the  course  of  municipal  law  already 
established  in  the  University,  must 
necessarily  embrace  the  leading  doc- 
trines of  conveyancing;  while  lec- 
tures on  conveyancing  would  sink  into 
a  mere  dead  letter,  unless  a  complete 
course  of  feudal  law  were  delivered  by 
the  lecturer — so  that  the  one  chair 
must  necessarily  interfere  with  the 
other.  This  is  a  proposition  which  it 
is  impossible  to  deny ;  and  when  it  is 
stated,  that  it  was  maintained  by  Dean 
of  Faculty  Henry  Erskine,*  Mr  Ad- 
am  Holland,  Mr  John  Pringle,  Mr  A. 
Balfour,  Mr  Solicitor-General  (Blair), 
Mr  G.  Fergusson  (Lord  Hermand,) 
Mr  C.  Boswell  (Lord  Balmuto,)  Mr 
A.  F.  Tytler  (Lord  Woodhouselee,) 
Mr  W.  (now  Lord)  Robertson,  and 
Mr  D.  (now  Baron)  Hume,  I  should 
humbly  suppose  it  was  entitled  to 
some  respect,  especially  as  it  was  un- 
animously adopted  by  the  Faculty. 

At  length,  on  a  reconsideration  of  this 
report,  which  is  a  most  able  one,  toge- 


*  It  is  curious  that  Mr  Erskine's  name  is  kept  out  of  view,  and  only  his  title,  Dean 
of  Faculty,  given  In  the  printed  papers. — While  Mr  Blair's  name  is  given,  as  well  as 
his  title.  There  is  a  reason  for  this. 
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ther  with  an  answer  by  the  Knights 
Commissioners,  the  Faculty  met  to 
express  their  opinion  on  this  matter. 
The  real  proposition  before  them  was 
this,  That  the  Society  of  Writers  to 
the  Signet  should  have  the  exclusive 
patronage  of  a  professorship  of  law  in 
the  University ;  that  the  professor 
should  be  eligible  only  from  the  body 
of  Writers  to  the  Signet;  and  that 
the  present  lecturer  should  be  the  first 
professor.  This,  I  say,  was  the  real 
proposal.  Mr  Cranstoun  was  the  per- 
son selected  to  support  it ;  and  surely 
no  one  could  have  come  forward  for 
the  purpose  with  so  good  a  chance  of 
success.  The  high  estimation  in  which 
he  is  so  justly  held  by  all  his  brethren, 
created  a  prepossession  in  his  favour. 
His  mild,  and  yet  manly  eloquence, 
had  its  due  effect,  and,  I  doubt  not, 
blinded  many  of  his  hearers  to  the  real 
object  in  view,  and  increased  the  num- 
bers of  the  minority.  But  his  motion 
was  of  a  very  different  nature  from  the 
real  proposal  of  the  Writers.  He  mo- 
ved, thai  a  set  of  lectures  on  convey- 
ancing is  a  very  good  and  useful  thing, 
and  that  it  might  be  still  more  bene- 
ficial if  a  chair  in  the  University  were 
obtained  for  the  lecturer.  This,  you 
see,  is  quite  safe  and  general.  Many 
a  one  might  agree  in  these  proposi- 
tions, who  would  deny  the  propriety 
of  giving  the  Writers  the  exclusive 
election  and  eligibility,  and  who  might 
have  still  stronger  objections  to  the  ap- 
pointment of  any  man  already  elected. 
But  I  wish  to  give  you  an  idea  of 
some  of  the  reasons  urged  by  Mr  Cran- 
stoun in  defence  of  his  motion.  I  do 
not  pretend  to  give  you  his  words, 
which  were  certainly,  to  my  mind, 
much  more  effective  than  his  argu- 
ments. In  the  first  place,  he  made  some 
most  unnecessary  observations  on  the 
importance  of  conveyancing  as  a  branch 
of  law,  and  upon  the  advantages  to  be 
derived  from  methodical  study  of  it. 
Nobody  disputes  that  it  is  a  useful 
branch  of  legal  knowledge.  But  the 
question  is,  whetherit  cannot  be  taught 
by  the  professor  of  law  already  appoint- 
ed? Mr  Cranstoun  went  on  to  tell  us, 
that  no  lawyer  of  ten  years  standing  was 
fit  to  understand  a  progress  of  titles. 
That  he  himself,  when  a  progress  was 
sent  to  him  for  an  opinion,  used  to 
feel  a  cold  sweat  break  out  upon  him ; 
but  then  he  informed  us,  that  the  se- 
cret of  unravelling  such  a  progress  is  all 
a  knack.  He  compared  it  to  an  alge- 
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braical  formula,  which,  when  known, 
enables  the  calculator  to  answer  pro- 
blems beyond  the  reach  of  the  ordi- 
nary arithmetician  ;  (but  he  did  not 
say  why  this  trick,  which,  when  known, 
makes  the  matter  so  plain,  could  not 
be  taught  by  the  lecturer  on  Scots  law 
as  well  as  by  a  separate  professor). 
Then  he  gave  us  a  fine  tirade  upon 
the  baseness  and  degradation  of  allow- 
ing politics  to  interfere  with  the  mat- 
ter, and  concluded  with  moving  the 
two  propositions  already  quoted,  in  the 
following  words : — 

"  1.  That  the  Institution  of  a  Course  of 
Lectures  on  Conveyancing,  is  calculated  to 
improve  the  system  of  Legal  Education  in 
this  country,  and  thereby  to  produce  re- 
sults beneficial  to  the  community. 

"  2.  That  the  benefits  of  such  a  Course 
would  be  more  extensive,  if  a  Chair  in  the 
University  were  obtained  for  the  Lecturer." 

Then  we  had  an  assertion  from  the 
professor  of  Scots  law,  that  he  would 
not  lose  a  shilling  by  the  affair.  Whe- 
ther he  meant  by  this,  that  he  was  not 
afraid  of  interference  of  the  courses,  or 
that  he  was  undaunted  by  the  talents 
of  the  intended  lecturer,  I  know  not. 
Perhaps  he  wishes  to  be  relieved  of  the 
trouble  of  delivering  the  feudal  lec- 
tures, or  perhaps  he  thinks  that  many 
students,  upon  measuring  the  talents 
of  the  two  professors,  will  not  be  drawn 
from  his  class  by  the  delivery  of  an- 
other set  of  lectures  on  the  same  sub- 
ject. 

The  Tories  who  spoke,  stuck  fast 
to  the  reasons  given  in  the  old  report, 
with  one  exception.  One  gentleman 
declared,  that  he  never  would  consent 
to  yield  the  right  of  the  Faculty  to 
the  patronage  of  all  professorships  of 
law,  which  were  or  might  be  esta- 
blished. Here  I  agree  with  him.  The 
Faculty  were  the  original  and  only 
authorized  teachers  of  law.  Every 
one  acquainted  with  the  early  history 
of  our  courts,  knows  that  these  Wri- 
ters to  the  Signet  were  not  originally 
even  practitioners  in  our  courts,  ex- 
cept in  so  far  as  their  signature  was 
required  to  those  judicial  steps  which 
necessarily  pass  the  King's  Signet.  The 
original  agents  were  the  servants  (as 
they  were  termed)  of  Advocates ;  young 
men  destined  for  the  bar,  whose  legal 
education  consisted  in  attendance  in 
the  chambers  of  some  counsel,  and 
who  derived  their  right  of  agenting 
causes,  as  it  is  now  termed,  from  the 
necessity  of  waiting  upon  their  in- 
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structors  in  the  courts — a  privilege 
still  retained  by  their  representatives, 
the  Advocates'  first  clerks.  This  admi- 
rable system  of  tuition,  (which  might, 
I  think,  be  restored  with  great  advan- 
tage in  our  own  days )  having  been  drop- 
ped, the  Faculty,  to  supply  its  place,  ob- 
tained chairs  in  the  University,  for  the 
instruction  of  youth  in  civil  and  muni- 
cipal law.  And,  as  these  two  chairs 
embrace  the  whole  law,  it  would  mani- 
festly be  an  encroachment  upon  the 
rights  of  the  Faculty  to  subdivide  the 
study,  ami  take  out  of  the  hands  of 
their  professor  any  part  of  the  subject 
which  is  entrusted  to  him.  If  such  a 
doctrine  were  admitted,  the  existing 
chair  might  be  ruined,  by  turning 
over  to  new  professors,  first  one  branch, 
and  then  another,  until  nothing  of 
his  subject  might  be  left.  Why  not 
have  a  lecturer  on  teinds,  on  crimi- 
nal law,  on  revenue  law,  on  commer- 
cial law,  on  consistorial  law,  &c.  ? — 
Somebody  urged  that  this  would  be 
an  advantage.  No  doubt  each  branch 
might  be  more  fully  taught,  but  how 
much  would  be  left  to  the  proper  pro- 
fessor ?  I  care  not  what  the  present 
Professor  of  Law  thinks  of  it;  I  say  that 
such  an  arrangement  was  never  heard 
of.  The  tuition  of  the  whole  law  is 
entrusted  to  one  person.  If  he  cannot 
comprize  the  whole  subject  in  one 
course  of  lectures,  let  him  give  two, 
three,  or  four ;  and  if  he  does  not  teach 
it  sufficiently  in  detail,  let  other  lectu- 
rers supply  that  in  which  he  is  defi- 
cient, but  not  as  professors.  There  is 
no  reason  why  the  teacher  of  a  branch 
of  a  science  should  be  a  professor.  In 
the  medical  and  philosophical  sciences, 
there  are  innumerable  independent  and 
separate  lecturers,  who  may  teach  the 
details,  while  the  professors  of  those 
sciences  give  merely  the  grand  and  ge- 
neral outlines  of  the  subject.— Thus 
you  have  lectures  on  diseases  of  the 
eye,  the  ear,  &c. — lectures  on  galvan- 
ism— electricity — dynamics,  &c. ;  but 
surely  it  would  be  absurd  to  erect  new 
chairs  in  the  Universities  for  such 
courses.  There  can  then  be  no  objec- 
tion to  the  continuance  of  such  a  course 
of  lectures  as  the  present  in  the  Signet 
Library.  But  I  must  see  better  grounds 
for  placing  it  in  the  University  j  par- 
ticularly, seeing  (what  however  was 
studiously  kept  out  of  view  by  Mr 
Cranstounand  Mr  Bell,)  that  through- 
out the  whole  of  the  Universities  of 
EUIIOPE,  there  is,  whatever  else  there 


may  be,  no  example  of  a  separate  chair 
for  that  extremely  subordinate  branch 
of  legal  knowledge  which  goes  by  the 
name  of  Conveyancing.  I  say,  there- 
fore, before  I  agree  with  these  people, 
I  must  see  better  grounds. 

And  truly  some  of  the  grounds  sta- 
ted by  the  commissioners  are  odd 
enough.  One  of  the  strongest  depends 
upon  the  success  the  scheme  has  met 
with  as  it  now  exists. — "  The  Society 
have  the  satisfaction  of  stating,  that, 
to  an  increasing  concourse  of  students, 
of  various  descriptions,  that  gentleman 
(Mr  Macvey  Napier)  has  delivered  se- 
veral courses  of  lectures,  in  which  he 
has  shewn  that  his  talents  and  acquire- 
ments have  eminently  qualified  him 
for  the  situation  in  which  they  have 
had  the  good  fortune  to  place  him." — 
It  might  be  a  curious  subject  of  in- 
quiry, whether  this  immense  concourse 
of  students  was  drawn  together  by  the 
talents  of  the  lecturer,  and  the  utility 
of  the  course,  or  by  a  certain  regula- 
tion which  compels  each  candidate  for 
admission  to  the  Society  of  Writers  to 
the  Signet,  to  take  out  one  or  more 
tickets  for  the  course.  Be  this  as  it 
may ;  if  the  course  is  so  eminently  use- 
ful, and  so  well  attended,  it  does  not 
clearly  occur  to  me  where  the  strong 
necessity  exists  for  making  a  profes- 
sorship of  it,  unless  it  be  for  the  ag- 
grandizement of  the  Society  of  Writers 
to  the  Signet,  which  is,  in  truth,  the 
object  of  the  Tory  friends  of  the  mea- 
sure, cr  for  that  of  the  present  incum- 
bent, which  is  the  aim  of  the  Whigs. 

Mr  Cranstoun  told  us  that  none  but 
an  experienced  Writer  to  the  Signet 
could  teach  this  abstruse  science,  and 
that  no  one  could  acquire  it  without 
such  tuition,  unless  he  should  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  new  algebraical  light  to 
which  he  alluded,  I  have  conversed 
with  many  Writers  to  the  Signet  upon 
the  subject,  and  am  inclined  to  agree 
with  Mr  Cranstoun,  that  a  Writer  to 
the  Signet  has  the  best  means  of  teaching 
conveyancing.  But  I  have  met  with 
none  who  ever  derived  benefit  from  at- 
tendance on  public  lectures  on  the  sub- 
ject ;— it  is  at  the  desk  that  it  must  be 
learned,  or  nowhere.  But  if  it  is  to  be 
taught  by  a  professor,  I  confess  I  do 
not  see  any  good  reason  for  excluding 
an  Advocate  from  such  a  chair.  I  shall 
be  told  that  his  particular  branch  of 
business  is  incompatible  with  a  tho- 
rough knowledge  of  deeds.  But  if  con- 
stant practice  in  conveyancing  is  essen- 
18 
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tial  to  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the     view.    And  it  was  a  complete  piece  of 
subject,  I  conceive  a  lawyer  quite  as     humbug  to  pretend  that  politics  were 
:h  it,  as  a  writer  not  in     not  to  interfere  in  the  question. 


.adequate  to  teach 

constant  practice.  In  fact,  the  last  lec- 
turer on  conveyancing  thought  it  add- 
ed to  his  respectability  to  take  the  ad- 
vocate's gown  ;  and  when  he  was  un- 
able to  lecture,  the  Society  of  Writers 
to  the  Signet  allowed  another  advocate 
to  teach  in  his  place  ;  and  it  is  believed 
better  and  more  useful  lectures  never 
were  delivered  than  on  this  occasion. 
But  we  may  safely  maintain,  that  an 
advocate  in  practice  may  teach  convey- 
ancing as  well  as  a  person  who  does 
not  practise  conveyancing  at  all ;  nay, 
the  chief  part  of  whose  time  is  devo- 
ted, and  usefully  devoted,  to  the  study 
of  title  pages  rather  than  title  deeds — 
to  the  distribution  of  books  in  the  li- 
brary of  the  Society  of  Writers  to  the 
Signet — to  the  collection  and  arrange- 
ment of  materials  for  a  supplement  to 
a  superannuated  Encyclopaedia — to  cri- 
ticism— to  the  discovery  of  new  in- 
formation as  to  the  scope  and  tendency 
of  Lord  Bacon's  Writings — a  new  tune 
on  the  Novum  Qrganum — and  other 
such  employment. 

And  this  leads  me  to  my  last  and 
strongest  ground  of  objection  to  this 
proposal,  which,  in  spite  of  Mr  Cran- 
stoun,  I  will  confess  is  political.  I 
have  as  great  a  respect  for  Mr  Cran- 
stoun  as  any  Whig  at  the  bar,  and  a 
much  greater  respect  for  him  than  for 
any  other  Whig  at  the  bar.  But  I  was 
truly  sorry  to  hear  him  making  a  ha- 
rangue about  the  baseness  of  voting 
upon  this  measure  from  political  mo- 
tives. Did  he  not  know  that  almost 
every  one  member  of  the  Faculty  who 
voted  with  him  voted  wholly  and  solely 
from  political  motives  ?  Did  he  not 
know,  that  if  a  Tory  gentleman  had 
been  lecturer  on  conveyancing,  the 
whole  measure  would  have  been  stig- 
matized as  a  dirty  Tory  job  ?  Did  he 
not  know  that  one-half  of  the  persons, 
who,  along  with  him,  appeared  to  be 
so  earnest  and  anxious  for  the  honour 
and  glory  of  the  Society  of  Writers  to 
the  Signet,  have  upon  other  occasions 
declaimed  against  the  pushing  and  stri- 
ding system  of  that  body — have  com- 
plained of  the  privilege  granted  to 
them  by  the  Court  of  having  seats  in 
the  Inner-House  set  apart  for  them, 
&c.  ?  It  is  absurd  to  deny  that  this 
measure  would  have  been  scouted  by 
the  very  men  who  supported  it,  if  it 
had  not  been  for  the  political  object  in 


Had  the  question  been  brought  for- 
ward in  a  fair,  manly,  and  open  way, 
the  case  would  have  been  quite  differ- 
ent. Had  the  proposal  been,  that,  af- 
ter the  present  incumbency,  the  course 
should  be  transferred  to  the  Universi- 
ty ;  or  suppose  Mr  Napier  had  signi- 
fied his  resignation,  in  order  that  the 
question  might  be  discussed  without 
bias,  I  verily  think  it  would  not  have 
been  fair  to  have  allowed  politics  to 
interfere,  although,  in  this  latter  case, 
it  is  evident,  from  the  high  estimation 
in  which  we  are  told  Mr  Napier  stands, 
that  he  would  have  been  re-elected. 
Still,  this  course  would  have  been  so 
manly  and  honourable,  that  however 
much  I  dislike  Mr  Napier's  politics, 
and  however  aware  of  the  danger  which 
I  foresee  from  the  projected  monopoly 
of  education  by  his  party,  I  should 
have  been  much  inclined  to  vote  for 
his  re-election.  But  as  the  matter 
stood,  I  saw  no  occasion,  for  one,  to 
give  the  sanction  of  my  approbation  to 
the  Whig  Mr  Napier  being  made  a 
professor  under  the  cover  of  two  gene- 
ral propositions,  declaring  simply  that 
conveyancing  is  a  useful  study,  and 
ought  to  be  taught  by  a  professor  ra- 
ther than  a  lecturer.  I  confess  I  was 
somewhat  surprised  that  no  one  gave 
this  as  the  best  and  true  reason  for  vo- 
ting against  Mr  Cranstoun's  proposi- 
tion. It  is,  I  think,  a  reason  of  which 
nobody  needs  to  be  ashamed.  But  I 
suppose  they  were  all  cowed  by  the 
thunders  of  declamation  against  poli- 
tics, which  was  as  politic  a  device  as 
can  well  be  conceived.  However,  not- 
withstanding the  absence  of  a  great 
number  of  those  who  expressed  them- 
selves against  the  measure,  and  the 
presence  of  every  retainer  of  whig- 
gery  who  could  be  laid  hold  of,  a  ma- 
jority voted  against  Mr  Cranstoun's 
motion. 

This  was  communicated  to  the  Writers 
by  the  Dean  of  Faculty,  and  a  most  ex- 
traordinary application  followed.  The 
Faculty  were  requested  by  the  Writers 
to  the  Signet  to  send  them  an  extract 
of  the  minutes  of  their  meeting  on  the 
subject,  together  with  any  reasons  of 
DISSENT  which  mightbe  lodged  against 
the  resolution  of  the  Faculty.  The 
Faculty  were  told  it  would  be  rude  and 
impolite  to  refuse  this  most  unheard- 
of  request.  The  majority  of  a  body 
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reject  a  proposition ;  a  few  of  that  body 
differ  with  them,  and  have  the  privi- 
lege of  recording  their  reasons.  The 
reasons  of  the  majority  are  never  en- 
tered upon  their  record.  But  it  is  mo- 
destly expected  that  the  majority  are 
to  furnish  the  persons  whose  proposi- 
tion is  rejected,  with  the  reasons  against 
their  own  resolution,  in  order  to  be 
printed,  published,  and  circulated.  I 
need  not  tell  you  that  such  a  proposal 
was  rejected  by  a  very  large  majority. 
Somebody  remarked,  however,  that  it 
was  competent  to  any  member  of  the 
Faculty  to  get  a  copy  of  these  reasons 
of  dissent ;  and  certainly  some  member 
of  the  Faculty  condescended  to  do  that 
which  was  refused  by  the  body  at 
large  ;  and,  still  more  extraordinary, 
the  Writers  to  the  Signet  did  not  he- 
sitate to  print  and  circulate  that  which 
they  had  thus  clandestinely,  and,  I  ra- 
ther think,  improperly  obtained.  Had 
they  not  taken  this  extraordinary  course, 
I  should  not  have  troubled  you  on  this 
occasion.  But  I  think  I  have  a  right 
to  give  my  reasons  of  adherence  to  the 
opinion  of  the  majority,  if  the  mino- 
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rity  publish  their  reasons  of  dissent. 
This  story  of  the  refusal  of  the  Faculty, 
and  of  the  surreptitious  proceeding  re- 
lative to  the  reasons  of  dissent,  was  of 
course  concealed  in  the  printed  state- 
ment laid  before  the  Magistrates,  and 
circulated  among  the  members  of  the 
Society  of  Writers  to  the  Signet,  where 
these  reasons  of  dissent  first  were  pub- 
lished. But,  notwithstanding,  I  am 
happy  to  say,  the  Town- Council  were 
not  influenced  by  them,  but  gave  its 
due  effect  to  the  opinion  of  the  majo- 
rity of  the  Faculty,  by  unanimously 
rejecting  the  application  altogether ; 
and  I  shall  not  be  much  surprised  to 
learn,  that  some  of  the  worthy  Tories, 
who  lent  the  sanction  of  their  names  to 
the  proposal,  are  not  much  distressed 
by  the  result. 

There  are  some  other  subjects  to 
which  I  shall  from  time  to  time  draw 
your  attention,  and  which  may  be  well 
and  usefully  classified  under  the  head 
which  I  have  adopted  as  the  title  of 
this  letter. — Believe  me,  ever  yours, 
FRANCISCULUS  FUNK.* 

Shakeham,  July  26. 


TAIL-PIECE. 

[[WE  owe  some  apology  to  our  readers  for  taking  up  so  much  room  with  a 
subject  which  many  of  them  will,  of  course,  regard  as  very  local  and  very  tri- 
vial too.  But  the  fact  is,  that  we  were  pleased  with  the  vein  of  this  young  con- 
tributor ;  and  it  also  is  a  fact,  that  this  vile,  pluckless  system,  has  gone  on 
much  too  long  in  Edinburgh.  We  flatter  ourselves  that  we  have  done  some 
good  by  our  papers  about  the  New  High  School ;  and  certain  fine  gentlemen 
may  depend  on  it,  these  papers  are  not  brought  to  a  close  yet.  We  also  flatter 
ourselves  that  we  shall  hear  no  more  of  making  Mr  Macvey  Napier  a  Professor 
in  the  University  of  Edinburgh.  NE  SUTOR  ULTRA  CREPIDAM. 

Conveyancing,  in  England,  is  in  the  hands,  not  of  the  Solicitors,  but  of  the 
Bar.  Yet,  what  would  even  such  men  as  Preston  say,  if  they  heard  people 
talking  of  a  Professorship  (we  believe  they  would  laugh  even  to  hear  of  a  Lec- 
tureship) of  Conveyancing  ? — C.  N.|] 


*  I  was  christened  after  Mr  Jeffrey,  by  ray  father,  who  was  one  of  the  Pluckless. 
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OTR  first  information  of  the  exist- 
ence of  such  a  person  as  "  the  Reve- 
rend Edward  Irving,"  was  derived 
from  certain  columns  devoted  (last 
summer  we  think)  hy  a  morning  pa- 
per to  the  account  of  a  dinner  given 
in  his  honour  in  London — himself' in 
the  chair.  One  of  the  company,  the 
croupier,  if  we  recollect  rightly,  was 
reported  to  have  commenced  a  speech 
proposing  Mr  Irving's  health,  with 
lauding  Mr  Irving  as  a  person  "  equal- 
ly gigantic  in  intellect  as  in  corporeal 
frame."  From  this  we  took  it  for 
granted,  that  Mr  Irving  was  a  tall 
man — and  from  the  speech  which  he 
made  in  reply,  we  could  not  avoid  the 
conclusion,  that  he  himself  was  of  the 
croupier's  opinion  as  to  the  gigantic 
elevation  of  his  own  intellect.  In  other 
words,  we  were  impressed  by  the  whole 
of  this  newspaper  report  (which  we 
of  course  considered  as  an  advertise- 
ment,) with  the  belief,  that  some 
Scotch  Presbyterian  congregation  in 
the  city  of  London  had  got  a  new,  a 
tall,  and  a  conceited  minister — that,  as 
usual,  a  good  dinner  had  been  given  on 
his  inauguration — and  that,  as  usual, 
the  good  dinner  had  been  followed  with 
many  speeches,  which  could  only  ap- 
pear tolerable  to  persons  influenced  by 
those  feelings  which  we  recently  had 
occasion  to  enlarge  a  little  upon,  in 
treating  of  the  Origin  and  Progress 
of  the  Gormandizing  School  of  Elo- 
quence. 

We  had  quite  forgotten  all  this,  un- 
til our  memory  was  refreshed  hy  some 
of  those  notices  wherewith  the  Lon- 
don newspapers  have  recently  abound- 
ed. Mr  Irving,  it  seems,  has  become 
a  highly  popular  preacher  in  London. 
Canning  and  Brougham,  Sidmouth 
and  Mackintosh,  and  Michael  Angelo 
Taylor,  and  Mr  Heber,  have  all  been 
to  hear  him.  The  Old  Times  calls  him 
a  quack  and  an  ass — and  the  New 
Times  says  the  Old  Times  is  just  as 
absurd  in  this  as  in  calling  (as  it  late- 
ly did)  Sir  Walter  Scott  a  ;i  Mounte- 
bank Minstrel," — "  a  dull  romance- 
spinner/'  and  we  know  not  what  be- 


sides. John  Bull,  however,  takes  for 
once  the  Old  Times'  side  of  the  ques- 
tion, and  reiterates  the  cry  of  "  quack- 
ery" and  "  cant,"  adding,  with  much 
urbanity,  the  designation  of  "  the  new 
Dr  Squintum,"  (this  by  the  way  in 
the  very  same  paper  where  John  very 
properly  abuses  Lord  Byron  for  say- 
ing that  the  King  weighs  twenty 
stone,) — while,  to  complete  the  mys- 
tification, the  Morning  Chronicle  steps 
forward  to  abuse  John  Bull,  and  to 
espouse  the  cause  of  Dr  Stoddart,  in 
direct  opposition  to  that  maintained 
in  the  spotless  columns  of  "  the  Lead- 
ing Journal  of  Europe." 

The  only  fact  we  came  to  the  know- 
ledge of  from  all  these  conflicting 
statements  and  authorities,  was,  that 
the  Reverend  Edward  Irving  has  the 
misfortune  to  have  some  defect  in  his 
organs  of  vision — which  really,  in  spite 
of  our  respect  for  Mr  John  Bull,  we 
cannot  consider  as  bearing  very  closely 
upon  the  question  of  this  reverend 
gentleman's  merits  as  a  preacher  of  the 
Gospel.  Even  if  we  knew  that  John 
Bull  was  as  heavy  as  Lambert,  as 
lame  as  Vulcan,  and  as  oblique  in 
glance  as  Thersites  himself — all  in 
one — we  should  not  enjoy  John  Bull's 
wit  a  bit  less  than  we  have  been  used 
to  do.  Such  satire  as  this  does  harm 
to  nobody  but  the  person  who  makes 
use  of  it.  It  is  never  even  excusable, 
except  when  used  in  revenge  of  satire 
of  the  same  species — and  we  certainly 
should  be  much  surprised  if  we  learned 
that  Mr  Irving,  or  any  other  preacher, 
had  given  John  Bull  any  such  provo- 
cation. 

We  say,  that  this  of  the  squint  was 
the  only  fact  we  had  been  able  to  ga- 
ther from  all  this  newspaper  contro- 
versy. The  opinions  of  the  several 
controversialists  we,  of  course,  consi- 
dered as  tantamount  to  nothing  ;  and 
we  thought  not  much  more  highly  of 
the  information  that  such  and  such 
men  of  intellectual  reputation  had 
been  detected  amidst  the  crowd  of  Mr 
Irving's  chapel  upon  such  or  such  a 
Sunday.  There  is  no  kind  of  reputa- 


*  The  Oracles  of  God,  four  Orations.  For  Judgment  to  come,  an  argument,  in 
-nine  parts.  By  the  Rev.  Edward  Irving,  M.A.  Minister  of  the  Caledonian  Church, 
Huttoii- Garden.  London.  T.  Hamilton,  33,  Paternoster- Row.  1823. 
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tion  which  we  are  inclined  to  hold  in 
more  suspicion  (not  to  say  contempt) 
than  that  of  a  much-run-upon,  high- 
flying church-orator.  Be  extravagant 
— be  loud — thunder  boldly,  and  your 
business  is  half  done.  If  to  a  brave, 
bellowing  voice,  and  a  furious  gesture, 
you  add  some  strange  uncouthness  of 
look,  dialect,  or  accent — so  much  the 
better.  But  if  to  these  things  you  add 
the  noble  audacity  of  out-of-the-way 
and  unwonted  allusions,  political,  li- 
terary, personal  and  vituperative, 
mantling  over  the  spite  of  these  with 
the  thin  veil  of  a  sanctimonious  sor- 
rowfulness, why,  who  can  doubt  the 
result  of  such  a  congregation  of  allure- 
ments ? 

Whitfield,  in  the  last  age,  carried 
everything  before  him  by  the  mere 
fearless  bawling  of  enthusiastic  me- 
diocrity,, aided  by  the  concomitants  of 
a  remarkable  exterior,  and  a  melodious 
and  well-managed  trumpet  of  a  voice. 
We  are  entitled  to  speak  in  this  way  of 
Whitfield,  considered  merely  in  an  in- 
tellectual point  of  view — because  his 
Sermons,  &c.  are  in  print,  and  are,  with- 
out exception,  the  poorest  stuff — the 
most  uniform  unredeemed  trash,  that 
ever  disgraced  the  English  press.  As 
for  the  intentions  of  the  man,  that  is 
quite  a  different  matter — we  have  no 
doubt  that  Whitfield  was  a  vain,  frothy, 
loose-tongued  declaimer  ;  and  that,  in 
spite  of  all  this,  he  might  be  a  very  well- 
meaning  man ;  and  that,  in  spite  of  all 
his  weaknesses,  his  ministrations  might 
not  fail  to  produce  a  certain  proportion 
of  good. 

The  great  preacher  of  the  present  age, 
again,  is  (or  rather,  perhaps,  we  should 
say,  was}  Dr  Chalmers. 

Nobody  now  doubts  that  Dr  Chal- 
mers owed  nine-tenths  (to  say  the 
least  of  it)  of  the  great  effect  he  pro- 
duced, to  the  mere  animal  vehemence 
and  exterior  uncouthness  of  his  deli- 
very. The  Doctor  was  for  a  consider- 
able time  over-rated  in  a  most  extra- 
vagant manner — and  yet  nobody  can 
deny  that  he  did  deserve  to  be  rated 
highly.  The  publication  of  his  first 
Sermons  reduced  him  at  once  to  a  com- 
paratively moderate  station — and  he 
has  ever  since  been  declining  ;  yet 
much  remains.  He  is  not — every  one 
who  has  read  his  books,  admits — the 
great  master  of  imagination,  of  reason, 
and  of  language,  which  he  at  first  pass- 
ed for.  He  has  not  much  imagination 
at  all — witness  the  laborious  tinkering 


of  what  are  meant  to  be  his  finest  de- 
scriptive essays.  In  reasoning,  he  is 
coarse,  rather  than  dexterous,  extreme- 
ly narrow,  and  extremely  vague  at  the 
same  time.  In  language  he  is  grossly  in- 
accurate— bom  has  tic  and  bald  by  turns, 
a  barbarous  innovator,  a  most  vulgar 
artizan.  Yet  much  remains — a  cer- 
tain manly  vigour  redeems  more  than 
half  these  faults — a  direct,  honest  ear- 
nestness— a  scorn  of  petty  affectations — 
a  pervading  spirit  of  bold  truth  of 
sentiment — these  are  qualities  which 
no  one  can  deny  to  him.  And  then 
he  made  his  own  style — bad  as  it  is  in 
many  respects,  this  style  of  preaching 
was  his  creation— a  novelty,  and  his 
own. — He  stepped  into  a  new  walk — 
he  wielded  a  new  weapon — his  errors 
were  the  errors  of  a  man  possessed,  if 
not  of  genius,  (in  its  true  sense,)  cer- 
tainly of  very  strong  and  remarkable 
talents.  And  therefore  he  must  not  be 
altogether  forgotten,  at  least  in  his 
own  time. 

What  attraction  the  delivery  of  Mr 
Irving  may  possess,  we  have  no  means 
of  guessing.  From  the  fact  of  his  be- 
ing so  much  followed  in  London,  we 
cannot  doubt  that  it  has  at  least  the 
character  of  extraordinary  earnestness 
and  vehemence,  which  of  itself  is 
enough  to  make  any  preacher,  to  a 
certain  extent,  and  for  a  time,  exces- 
sively popular.  But  one  thing  we  are 
altogether  unable  to  account  for,  and 
this  is,  that,  although  Mr  Irving  seems 
never  to  have  been  out  of  Scotland 
until  last  year,  we  should  never,  by 
any  accident,  have  heard  his  name 
mentioned  in  Scotland  until  after  he 
had  succeeded  in  making  a  noise  in 
London.  He  was,  it  seems,  assistant 
to  Dr  Chalmers  at  Glasgow  for  a  con- 
siderable time,  and  yet,  though  till 
lately  the  name  of  Chalmers  was  never 
out  of  the  mouths  of  the  Glasgow 
people,  we  certainly  never  heard  one 
of  them  even  mention  the  name  of  his 
associate  and  colleague.  Perhaps  he 
is  a  Glasgow  man,  and  failed  there  on 
the  old  principle  of  the  prophet's  being 
without  renown  in  his  own  land.  Per- 
haps his  accent  was  too  close  an  image 
of  their  own  to  be  agreeable.  Per- 
haps the  far-sought  charm  of  Dr 
Chalmers's  High  Fifeish  barbarity  was 
too  powerful  a  rival  for  the  native 
horrors  of  the  Gallowgate.  Of  all 
this  we  know  nothing.  But  Mr  Ir- 
ving has  published  a  volume,  and  so 
put  it  in  the  power  of  us,  and  of  every 
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one  who,  like  us,  never  had  any  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  or  hearing  the  man 
himself,  to  form  some  opinion  as  to 
his  merits,  in  so  far  as  these  do  not 
consist  in  visible  and  audible  pecu- 
liarities. 

We  shall  confess  honestly  at  the 
outset,  that  the  opinion  we  have  formed 
is  by  no  means  just  what  either  the 
chairman  or  the  croupier  of  the  din- 
ner devoured  in  honour  of  Mr  Irving's 
installation  in  Hatton  Garden  Chapel 
would  have  suggested. — But  we  shall 
come  to  it  all  in  due  season. 

In  the  first  place,  however,  we  think 
Mr  Irving  one  of  the  most  absurdly 
self-conceited  persons  of  our  time. 
Look,  on  the  very  threshold,  at  the 
title-page  of  his  volume  itself. 

"  FOR 

THE  ORACLES  OF  GOD, 
FOUR  ORATIONS  : 

FOR 
JUDGEMENT  TO  COME, 

AN  ARGUMENT, 
IN  NINE  PARTS." 

In  reality,  the  volume  consists  of 
thirteen  sermons ;  but  this  new  sort 
of  nomenclature  is  adopted  by  way  of 
rousing  curiosity.  We  have  no  wish 
to  echo  the  newspapers,  which,  as  we 
have  seen,  call  Mr  Irving  a  QUACK  ; 
but  we  certainly  cannot  help  admitting, 
that  this  sort  of  thing  looks  a  great 
deal  too  like  that  prevailing  fashion, 
in  virtue  whereof  the  new  tooth-pow- 
der is  announced  as  dentifrice,  the 
new  pimple-wash  as  Kalyddr,  the  new 
long  coach  as  dodecahedron,  and  the 
new  smutty  chap-book,  as  Liber  Amo- 
ris. 

But  Mr  Irving  confesses  more  than 
once  in  the  course  of  his  book,  that  he 
has  a  great  horror  for  the  word  ser- 
mon— it  has  come,  he  tells  us,  to  ex- 
cite no  ideas  but  those  of  drowsiness, 
insipidity,  and  languid  verbosity.  He 
not  once  nor  twice  in  the  course  of  his 
volume,  but  at  least  fifty  times,  pro- 
claims, in  express  words,  his  ambition 
to  knock  up  sermon-preaching  and 
sermon-printing,  and  introduce  the 
preaching  and  printing  of  Orations 
and  Arguments  in  their  stead.  Now, 
we  freely  concede  to  Mr  Irving  that 
the  majority  of  preachers  in  this  day 
are  dull — but  it  may  still  be  very 
much  doubted  whether  people  will 
hear  them  with  more  attention  be- 
cause they  give  out  that  it  is  not  the 
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Sermon,  but  the  Oration,  or  the  Apo- 
logy, or  the  Argument  that  is  about 
to  commence ;  and  a  more  serious 
doubt  may  also  be  entertained,  whe- 
ther, upon  the  whole,  the  edification 
of  Christian  congregations  is  at  all 
likely  to  be  increased  by  the  dropping 
from  the  pulpit  addresses  of  their  mi- 
nisters, of  that  plain,  and  even  formal 
style  and  announcement  of  arrange- 
ment, which  the  experience  of  so  many 
ages  has,  all  over  Christian  Europe, 
proved  to  be,  at  the  least,  compatible 
\vith  many  advantages^  both  to  the 
reason  and  the  memory  of  the  great 
majority  of  hearers. 

But  Mr  Irving  will  make  little  of 
this  last  doubt.  He  begins  his  book 
with  a  distinct  announcement  that 
he  means  it  not  for  ordinary  readers, 
but  for  the  learned,  imaginative,  and 
accomplished  classes  of  mankind. 
These  classes,  he  modestly  observes, 
are  quite  neglected  by  the  preachers 
of  the  present  time.  Nobody,  it  seems, 
either  preaches  sermons,  or  prints 
books,  likely  to  serve  the  cause  of  re- 
ligion among  the  lovers  of  poetry,  sci- 
ence, sentiment,  or  politics.  All  these 
classes  of  people  have  as  yet  been  left 
entirely  out  of  view — but  at  last  there 
is  some  hope  for  them,  since  behold 
and  listen  !  the  Rev.  Edward  Irving, 
A.M.  has  girt  "  the  loins  of  his 
mind,"  and  has,  to  use  his  own  lan- 
guage, ce  a  thorough  conviction" — 

"That  until  advocates  of  religion  do  arise 
to  make  unhallowed  poets,  and  undevout 
dealers  in  science,  and  intemperate  advo- 
cates of  policy,  and  all  other  pleaders  before 
the  public  mind,  give  place,  and  know  the 
inferiority  of  their  various  provinces  to  this 
of  ours— till  this  most  fatal  error,  that  our 
subject  is  second-rate,  be  dissipated  by  A 

FIRST-RATE    ADVOCATION   OF   IT — till 

we  can  shift  these  others  into  the  back- 
ground of  the  great  theatre  of  thought,  by 
clear  superiority  in  the  treatment  of  OUR 
subject,  we  shall  never  see  THE  MEN  OF 
UNDERSTANDING  in  this  nation  brought 
back  to  the  fountains  of  living  water,  from 
which  their  fathers  drew  the  life  of  all  their 
greatness." 

There  is  a  vast  deal  more  of  this 
sort  of  talk  ;  and  more  than  once,  Mr 
Irving  clearly  and  distinctly  avows, 
that  his  desire  is  to  see  the  days  of 
predominant  puritanism  re-establish- 
ed. For  example  : 

"•  But,  by  the  spirits  of  our  great  fathers 
in  church  and  state  !  *  are  we  never  again  to 


*  This  frigid  imitation  of  the  famous  Demosthenian  oath  is  extremely  well  suited  to 
the  place  and  the  theme  ! 
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see  the  reunion  of  religious  and  free-born 
men  ?  Is  there  to  be  no  city  of  refuge,  no 
home,  no  fellowship  of  kindred  for  one  who 
dares  to  entertain  within  his  breast  these 
two  noblest  sentiments — freedom  and  reli- 
gion ?  Is  he  aye  to  be  thus  an  outcast  from 
the  pious,  who  neglect  all  political  admini- 
strations, except  when  they  touch  sectarian 
pride,  or  invade  churchman's  prerogative  ? 
Is  he  aye  to  be  an  outcast  from  the  getter -ous 
favourers  of  their  country's  weed,  who  have 
foregone,  in  a  great  degree,  the  noble  virtues 
and  Christian  graces  of  the  old  English  pa- 
triarchs of  church  and  state ;  and  taken  in 
their  private  character  more  of  the  manners 
and  libertinism  of  Continental  revolutionists, 
and  have  little  left  of  the  ancient  blood  of  these 
islanders  ? 

"  But  if  England  would  make  another 
step  in  advance,  she  must  look  to  the 
strength  in  which  she  made  her  former 
Rteps  ;  and  if  foreign  nations  would  possess 
the  blessings  of  England,  they  must  look 
to  the  same  era  of  her  history,  when  her 
liberty  struggled  into  light.  It  will  be  found 
that  religion  set  the  work  in  motion,  and 
that  religious  men  bore  the  brunt  of  the  la- 
bour. The  Puritans  and  the  Covenanters 
mere  the  fathers  of  liberty  ;  the  cavaliers 
and  the  politicians  would  have  been  its 
death.  I  find  it  so  also  among  the  Huguenots 
of  France,  whose  massacre  the  star  of  li- 
berty set  to  that  ill-fated  land,  and  cannot 
rise  again  for  want  of  such  men  as  Conde 
and  Coligne.  *  It  was,  so  also  in  the  United 
Provinces  of  Holland,  and  every  country 
in  which  liberty  hath  had  any  seat.  Ne- 
vertheless, every  religious  man  must  wish 
well  to  the  present  shaking  of  the  nations, 
as  likely  to  open  passag3s  for  the  light  of 
truth,  which  heretofore  the  oraft  of  priests 
and  the  power  of  absolute  tyrants  have  di- 
ligently excluded.  I  pray  to  Heaven  con- 
stantly, night  and  morning,  that  he  would 
raise  up  in  this  day  men  of  the  ancient 
mould,  who  could  join  in  their  ancient  wed- 
lock these  two  helps  meet  for  each  other, 
which  are  in  this  day  divorced — religion 
and  liberty.  As  it  goes  at  present,  a  man 
who  cherishes  these  two  affections  within 
his  breast  hardly  knoweth  whither  to  betake 
himself; — not  to  the  pious,  for  they  have 
forsworn  all  interest  or  regard  in  civil  af- 
fairs ;  not  to  the  schools  of  politicians,  who 
with  almost  one  consent  have  cast  off  the 
manly  virtues  and  Christian  graces  of  the 
old  English  reformers.  But,  by  the  spirits 
of  our  fathers  !  I  ask  again,  are  their  child- 
ren never  to  see  THE  REUNION  of  RELI- 
GIOUS AND  FREE-BORN  MEN  ?  Have 
OUT  hearts  waxed  narrow  that  they  cannot 
contain  both  of  these  noble  affections  ?  or, 
hath  God  removed  his  grace  from  us — from 
those  who  consult  for  freedom,  in  order  to 


punish  their  idolatry  of  liberty,  and  demon- 
strate into  what  degradation  of  party -ser- 
ving and  self-seeking  this  boasted  liberty 
will  bring  men,  when  they  loose  it  from  the 
fear  of  God,  who  is  the  only  patron  of  equi- 
ty and  good  government.  But  w7t?/,  O 
Lord  !  dost  thou  remove  thy  light  from  thine 
own  people,  the  pious  of  the  land  ?  Is  it  that 
they  may  know  thou  art  tlie  God  oficisdom 
no  less  than  of  zeal,  who  requirest  the  worship 
of  the  mind  no  less  than  of  the  heart  ?  Then 
do  thou,  after  thine  ancient  loving-kindness, 
send  forth  amongst  them  a  spirit  of  power 
and  of  a  sound  mind,  that  they  may  consult 
for  the  public  welfare  of  this  thine  ancient 
realm,  and  infuse  their  pure  principles  into 
both  its  civil  and  religious  concerns. 

*'  It  seems  to  my  mind,  likewise,  when 
I  compare  the  writings  of  these  patriarchs 
of  church  and  state  with  the  irreverent  and 
fiery  speculations  of  modern  politicians, 
and  the  monotonous,  unimaginative  dog- 
matizings  of  modern  saints,  that  the  soul  of 
this  country  hath  suffered  loss,  and  become 
sterile,  from  the  disunion  of  these  two 
spouses,  religion  and  liberty  ;  and  that  the 
vigour  of  political  and  religious  thoughts 
hath  declined  away.  There  is  no  nourish- 
ment to  a  righteous  breast  in  the  one  class, 
and  in  the  other  there  is  no  nourishment  to 
a  manly  breast ;  and  until  harmony  between 
these  two  be  joined,  we  never  shall  enjoy 
such  an  offspring  of  mind  as  formerly  was 
produced  in  this  land  to  beget  its  likeness 
in  every  heart.  When  I  read  the  '  Speech 
for  the  Liberty  of  Unlicensed  Printing,' 
the  most  powerful,  it  seems  to  me,  of  all 
compositions,  ancient  or  modern,  and  over 
against  it  set  the  '  Descent  pf  Liberty,  a 
Mask,'  and  such  like  works  of  modern  re- 
formers—when I  read  the  *  Letters  for  To- 
leration,' or  the  Treatises  on  Government 
of  Locke  and  Sydney,  and  over  against 
them  set  the  Defences  and  Apologies  of 
moderns  persecuted  for  conscience'  sake, 
(or,  as  they  phrase  it,  for  blasphemy's  sake,) 
I  seem  to  be  conversing  with  creatures  in  a 
different  sphere  in  creation.  Nor  do  I  feel 
the  element  less  altered  upon  me  when  I 
pass  from  the  '  Ecclesiastical  Polity'  to  any 
modern  treatises  or  eulogies  upon  the 
church,  or  from  the  '  Saint's  Rest,'  to  any 
modern  work  of  practical  piety.  The  gran- 
deur of  religious  subjects  is  fallen  ;  the 
piety  of  political  subjects  is  altogether  de- 
ceased. "We  are  mere  pigmies  in  the  moral 
applications  of  intellect.  The  discrimina- 
tion oftte  age  is  led  astray  or  fallen  asleej), 
and  maJceth  more  account  of  the  most  petty 
novice  or  student  in  art  or  science,  of  the  in- 
terpreter  of  an  Egyptian  hieroglyphic,  or  the 
discoverer  of  a  new  Oasis  in  the  great  desert 
of  Zaara,  than  it  would,  I  verily  believe,  of 
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the  GREATEST  SAQE  OR  MORALIST,  if  t here ivas 
ANY  CHAWCE  of  such  A  PHEWOMEXOX  arising, 
in  this  physical  age." 

And  again,  in  the  following  passage, 
which  we  are  not  sorry,  on  many  dif- 
ferent accounts,  to  have  an  opportu- 
nity of  quoting  here. 

"  I  would  try  these  flush  and  flashy  spi- 
rits with  their  own  weapons,  and  play  a  lit- 
tle with  them  at  their  own  game.  They  do 
but  prate  about  their  exploits  at  fighting, 
drinking,  and  death-despising.     I  can  tell 
them   of  those  who   fought  with   savage 
beasts  ;  yea  of  maidens,  who  durst  enter  as 
coolly  as  a  modern  bully  into  the  ring,  to 
take  their  chance  with  infuriated  beasts  of 
prey ;  and  I  can  tell  them  of  those  who 
drank  the  molten  lead  as  cheerfully  as  they 
do  the  juice  of  the  grape,  and  handled  the  red 
fire,  andplayed  with  the  bickering  flames,  as 
gaily  as  they  do  with  love's  dimples  or  wo- 
man's amorous  tresses.    And  what  do  they 
talk  of  war  ?  Have  they  forgot  Cromwell's 
iron-band,  who  made  their  chivalry  to  skip  ? 
or  the  Scots  Cameronians,  who  seven  times, 
with  their  Christian  chief,  received  the  thanks 
of  Marlborough,  that  first  of  English  cap- 
tains ?  or  Gustavus  of  the  North,  whose  camp 
sung  Psalms  in  every  tent  ?  It  is  not  so  long, 
that  they  should  forget  Nelson's  Methodists, 
who  were  the  most  trusted  of  that  hero's  crew.  * 
Poor  men,  they  know  nothing  who  do  not 
know  out  of  their  country's  history,  who  it 
was  that  set  at  nought  the  wilfulness  of 
Henry  VIII.,  and  the  sharp  rage  of  the 
virgin  Queen  against  liberty,  and  bore  the 
black  cruelty  of  her  popish  sister  ;  and  pre- 
sented the  petition  of  rights,  and  the  bill  of 
rights,  and  the  claim  of  rights.     Was  it 
chivalry  ?  was  it  blind  bravery  ?  No  ;  these 
second-rate  qualities  may  do  for  a  pitched 
field,  or  a  fenced  ring  ;  but  when  it  comes 
to  death  or  liberty,  death  or  virtue,  death 
or  religion,  they  wax  dubious,  generally 
bow  their  necks  under  hardship,  or  turn  their 
backs  for  a  bait  of  honour,  or  a  mess  of 
solid  and  substantial  meat.     This  chivalry 
and  brutal  bravery  can  fight  if  you  feed 
them  well  and  bribe  them  well,  or  set  them 
well  on  edge  ;  but  in  the  midst  of  hunger 
and  nakedness,  and  want  and  persecution, 
in  the  day  of  a  country's  direst  need,  they 
are  cowardly,  treacherous,  and  of  no  avail." 
We  were  going  to  stop  here,  but  the 
next  paragraph,  consisting  of  an  eja- 
culation against  the  British  Soldiery 
of  the  present  time,  is  too  rich  to  be 
omitted. 

"  Oh  these  topers,  these  gamesters,  these 
idle  revellers,  these  hardened  death-despi- 
sers !  they  are  a  nation's  disgrace,  a  na- 
tion's downfall.  They  devour  the  seed  of 
virtue  in  the  land ;  they  feed  on  virgin- 
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ity  I  !  !  and  modesty,  and  truth.  They 
grow  great  in  crime,  and  hold  a  hot  war 
with  the  men  of  peace.  They  sink  them- 
selves in  debt ;  they  cover  their  families 
with  disgrace ;  they  arc  their  country's 
shame.  And  will  they  talk  about  being 
their  country's  crown,  and  her  rock  of  de- 
fence ?  They  have  in  them  a  courage  of  a 
kind  such  as  Catiline  and  his  conspirators 
had.  They  will  plunge  in  blood  for  crowns 
and  gaudy  honours ;  or,  like  the  bolder 
animals,  they  will  set  on  with  brutal  cou- 
rage, and,  like  all  animals,  they  will  lift 
up  an  arm  of  defence  against  those  who  do 
them  harm.  But  their  soul  is  consumed 
with  wantonness,  and  their  steadfast  prin- 
ciples are  dethroned  by  error ;  their  very 
frames,  their  bones  and  sinctvs,  are  effemi- 
nated and  degraded  by  vice  and  dissolute 
indulgences.'" 

In  short,  it  is  clear,  that  "  what- 
ever is,  is  wrong,"  and  that  England 
is  ruined  till  we  get  back  the  soldiery 
of  Cromwell,  the  statesmanship  of  the 
Rump,  and  in  one  word,  the  political 
as  well  as  the  spiritual  predominance 
of  such  Orators  and  Arguers  as  Mr 
Edward  Irving. — There  is  all  the  sul- 
ky, savage,  sneering  malice  of  another- 
crop-eared  Prynne,  in  that  one  phrase 
about  Cromwell's  iron  band  making 
the  chivalry  of  England  to  skip!  It 
well  becomes  such  a  spirit,  indeed,  to 
talk  about   "  former   times,"  when 
"  CHRISTIANS  were  in  this  island  the 
Princes  of  human  Intellect,  the  Lights 
of  the  world,  the  Salt  of  the  political 
arid   social   state,"  (p.  25.)  Princes  ! 
Lights !  and  Salt  indeed !  This  truly  is 
the  sort  of  oracle  who  is  entitled  to 
bellow  into  the  ears  of  the  "  accom- 
plished," and  ' '  imaginative"  classes  of 
mankind,  that  "  Christians  never  will 
be  the  MASTERS  AND  COMMANDING 
SPIRITS  OF  THE  TIME,  until  they  cast 
off  the  withered  and  wrinkled  skin  of 
an  obsolete  age!  and  clothe  themselves 
with  Intelligence,  as  with  a  garment, 
and  bring  forth  the  fruits  of  power 
and  of  a  sound  mind  !" — (ibid.}  Such 
assurance  would  have  done  no  discre- 
dit to  the  most  acid  roundhead  that 
grinned  in  front  of  Charles's  scaffold, 
at  Whitehall.     We  beg  the  reader  to 
compare  some  of  these  last  sentences 
of  Mr  Irving's  with  that  passage  quo- 
ted a  little  way  back,  where  he  la- 
ments over  the  impossibility  of  .the 
"  Christians"  of  this  time  coalescing 
thoroughly  with  those  "  GENEROUS 
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WEAL,  who  have  foregone  in  a  great 
degree  the  noble  virtues  and  Christian 
graces  of  the  old  English  patriarchs, 
and  taken  in  their  private  characters, 
more  of  the  manners  and  Libertinism 
of  Continental  Revolutionists."  Who, 
pray,  are  these  Generous  Libertines, 
from  whom  Mr  Edward  Irving  is  so 
sorry  in  being  separated  ?  Are  these 
the  "  accomplished"  and  "  imagina- 
tive" ones  whom  he  would  fain  draw 
to  his  side  ? — We  believe,  indeed,  it 
could  be  no  difficult  matter  for  a  child 
to  answer  such  questions.  The  truth 
of  the  case  lies  in  a  nut-shell.  The 
established  order  of  things  in  Eng- 
land, above  all,  in  the  Church,  is  at 
present,  attacked  by  two  numerous, 
but,  thank  God  !  by  two  separate  bo- 
dies of  enemies. — The  Generous  Li- 
bertines on  the  one  side,  and  on  the 
other  side,  those  who  have  the  blas- 
phemous audacity  of  arrogating  to 
themselves  exclusively,  the  name  of 
"  "Christians."  No  wonder  that  they 
who  hanker  after  the  memory  of 
"  Cromwell  and  his  iron  band,"  should 
hate  this  division.  No  wonder  that 
they  should  thirst  for  a  coalition  that 
might  perhaps  make  once  more  the 
chivalry  of  England  to  skip!  No  won- 
der that  these  "  Christians"  should 
call  the  Libertines  they  want  to  gain 
by  such  pretty  names  as  "  Generous 
favourers  of  their  country's  weal," — 
&c.  &c.  &c. 

Mr  Irving  complains  bitterly  in  ano- 
ther passage,  thus:  "We, we  Christians, 
have  lost  the  manly  regard  of  our  fa- 
thers for  liberty  and  good  govern- 
ment, and  crouched  into  slavish  senti- 
ments of  passive  obedience."  (p.  244.) 
Does  not  this  furnish  a  sufficient  clew 
to  Mr  Irving's  drift  ? — Yes,  we  do  not 
fear  to  say  it,  go  who  will  to  hear  this 
man  thunder  out  his  orations  and  his 
arguments,  that  the  book  this  man 
has  published  is  embued  throughout 
with  a  strain  of  most  dangerous  senti- 
ment. He  wants  to  make  the  "  Ge- 
nerous favourers  of  their  country's 
weal"  Christians,  and  he  wants  to  make 
the  Christians  ashamed  of  having  "  lost 
the  old  manly  regard  for  liberty,"  and 
"  crouched  into  obedience !"  Lay  these 
two  strings  that  he  has  to  his  bow 
together,  and  let  any  man,  whether 
"  accomplished  and  imaginative,"  or 
not,  doubt  if  he  can,  what  is  the  arrow 
that  the  reverend  man  would  fain  see 
his  bow  loaded  with. — Such  a  way  of 
judging  may  appear  harsh  and  hasty — 
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we  assure  our  readers  it  is  not  hasty  ; 
and  if  it  be  harsh,  let  Mr  Irving  speak 
English,  and  we  shall  endeavour  not 
to  misunderstand  him  another  time. 

In  spite  of  a  few  pretty  complimen- 
tary phrases  used  now  and  then  in  the 
course  of  his  production,  we  cannot 
doubt  that  Mr  Irving's  main  intention 
it  to  attack  the  Church  of  England. 
It  is  certainly  of  no  great  consequence 
what,  as  an  individual,  he  does,  or  does 
not  attack ;  but  we  are  extremely  sor- 
ry indeed  to  observe,  that  this  tone  is 
by  no  means  an  uncommon  one  at  pre- 
sent among  the  ultras  of  the  Presby- 
terian Kirk  of  Scotland.  We  can  easi- 
ly understand  that  these  people  should 
prefer  having  a  church  like  their  own 
established  in  the  sister  kingdoms,  if 
they  could  manage  that  point — but  it 
is  clear  enough,  that  of  this  they  can 
have  no  serious  hope  whatever.  They 
well  know,  that  if  the  Episcopal 
Church  of  England  perish,  no  esta- 
blished Church  whatever  can  come  in 
its  place.  They  well  know,  that  the 
Sectaries  are  too  much  divided,  and 
too  fierce  in  their  spleen  against  each 
other.  They  are  willing,  therefore,  to 
lend  a  hand  in  pulling  down  the  pre- 
sent Church  of  England,  although  in 
the  knowledge  that  there  never  could 
be  any  other  Church  of  England. 
They  flatter  themselves  that  although 
the  Church  of  England  were  pulled 
down  to-morrow,  the  Kirk  of  Scotland 
would  stand  fast  and  be  in  no  sort  of 
danger.  They  therefore  go  on  con- 
tinually decrying  the  sister  church 
and  extolling  their  own  in  the  same 
breath,  and  Mr  Irving,  among  the 
rest,  loses  no  opportunity  of  raving 
about  Baxter,  and  the  old  non-confor- 
mists, as  if  these  were  the  only  clerical 
names  really  worthy  of  the  gratitude 
and  veneration  of  the  people  of  Eng- 
land— really  worthy  of  being  reve- 
renced on  a  par,  to  say  no  more,  with 
those  of  the  Knoxes  and  Melvilles,  &c. 
of  the  Presbyterian  Establishment  in 
Scotland. 

Not  the  least  extraordinary  part  of 
this  humbug  is,  that  these  people 
are  eternally  abusing  the  Church  of 
England,  as  a  Church  too  closely  uni- 
ted with  the  state  and  the  affairs  of 
state — and  lauding  their  own  Church 
for  its  freedom  from  all  such  connec- 
tion— and  this  at  the  very  same  time 
that  they  are  hankering  most  eagerly 
after  the  restoration  of  that  state  of 
matters  which  prevailed  in  the  days 
11 
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of  the  Knoxes  and  the  Prynnes !  There 
never  were  any  churchmen  in  the 
world  who  interfered  in  politics  more 
fiercely  and  proudly  and  sternly  than 
John  Knox  and  the  men  of  his  school, 
both  in  England  and  in  Scotland. 
They  were  the  most  ambitious  of 
priests — Bating  the  difference  of  their 
doctrines,  they  were  just  so  many 
proud  sulky  popish  monks — they  had 
all  the  rancour  of  a  Caste,  all  the  tho- 
roughgoing ambition  of  a  plebeian 
faction.  We  do  not  mean  to  deny  that, 
with  all  these  faults,  they  had  many 
excellencies,  and  that  they  produced 
much  good  in  more  ways  than  one  to 
the  country — quite  the  reverse.  But 
we  do  think,  and,  thinking,  we  do  not 
hesitate  to  say,  that  the  idea  of  wish- 
ing for  the  resurrection  of  the  politi- 
cal as  well  as  ecclesiastical  predomi- 
nancy of  men  of  that  spirit,  is  absurd- 
ly at  variance  with  the  mind  of  the 
nation  and  of  the  age — and  certainly 
most  woefully  at  variance  with  the 
feelings  of  those  more  cultivated  class- 
es to  which  this  Mr  Irving  seems  so 
ambitious  of  exclusively  addressing  his 
orations. 

But  the  truth  is,  nothing  can  be 
more  ridiculous  than  the  notion  pre- 
valent among  a  particular  class  of  our 
Scottish  churchmen,  that  their  esta- 
blishment would  not  be  shaken  by 
the  downfall  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land. It  is  very  true,  that  then:  sti- 
pends are  moderate,  and  that  their 
establishment  is,  on  the  whole,  as  lit- 
tle burthensome  as  any  establishment 
could  well  be.  But  this  is  not  the 
question.  There  is  a  very  great  body 
of  Dissenters  in  Scotland  too — a  great 
and  an  increasing  body  of  Presbyte- 
rian Dissenters.  The  clergymen  of 
these  sects  in  Scotland  are,  it  is  noto- 
rious, just  as  well  educated,  as  learn- 
ed, as  eloquent,  and  every  way  as  re- 
spectable, as  those  of  the  Established 
Kirk.  Nay,  it  is  a  singular  enough 
fact,  that  in  our  own  day,  the  two 
men  who  have  done  most  for  the  li- 
terary reputation  of  the  Presbyterian 
clerical  order  in  Scotland,  are  not 
members  of  the  Established  Presby- 
terian Church  at  all.  What  has  the 
Kirk  of  Scotland  produced  in  these 
days  that  can  sustain  a  moment's  com- 
parison with  the  Dictionary  of  Dr  Ja- 
mieson,  and  the  Historical  Works  of 
Dr  M'Crie  ?  These  are  books  which 
will  keep  their  place  hundreds  of 
years  after  fifty  Chalmerses,  (yes, 


even  Chalmerses,)  are  quite  forgot- 
ten. And  will  these  people  and  the 
leaders  they  may  so  well  be  proud  of 
having — will  all  these  sit  silently  and 
submit  to  be  held  in  an  inferior  place 
by  the  clergy  of  the  Kirk,  when  they 
see  England  set  free  from  a  Church- 
establishment  altogether  ?  The  suppo^- 
sition  is  ridiculous.  The  thing  will  not 
stand  for  four-and-twenty  hours. 

But  the  Presbyterian  Dissenters  are 
not  all.  There  is  a  prodigious  body  of 
Episcopalians  in  Scotland.  At  this  mo- 
ment, there  is  scarcely  a  single  noble 
family  in  Scotland  that  is  not  Episco- 
palian. Almost  all  the  higher  gentry 
are  in  the  same  way.  Perhaps  it  would 
not  be  saying  too  much  to  say,  that 
fully  TWO-THIRDS  of  the  landed  pro- 
perty in  Scotland  are  at  this  hour  in  the 
hands  of  Episcopalian  proprietors.  Now 
the  land,  and  the  land  alone,  is  bur- 
thened  with  the  maintenance  of  the 
kirk  establishment.  It  is  very  true, 
that  tlieburden  is,  comparatively  speak- 
ing, light,  and  easy  to  be  borne;  yet, 
if  the  gentry  of  England  were  set  en- 
tirely free  of  tithes,  does  any  one  be- 
lieve that  the  gentry  of  Scotland  would 
submit  willingly  to  any  payment,  how- 
ever moderate,  of  tiends  ?  No;  back- 
ed by  the  great  Presbyterian  dissent- 
ing bodies,  the  landed  men  of  Scot- 
land would  certainly  rise  in  an  instant 
against  the  continuance  of  such  a  sys- 
tem. It  is  a  great  pity  that  it  should 
be  so ;  but,  in  point  of  fact,  the  nobles 
and  the  higher  gentry  of  SCOTLAND, 
are,  with  very  few  exceptions,  in  these 
days,  ENGLISHMEN.  There  is  not  one 
of  the  higher  nobility  of  Scotland  that 
spends,  on  an  average,  more  than  two 
nights  in  the  year  in  the  metropolis  of 
Scotland.  There  is  not  one  of  them 
that  has  a  house  there;  when  they 
come  thither,  they  are  strangers,  and 
put  up  at  a  hotel,  just  as  they  would 
do  in  Amsterdam  or  Paris.  Every, 
Scotch  gentleman  who  can  afford  it, 
carries  his  family  not  to  Edinburgh, 
but  to  London.  With  few  exceptions, 
the  young  men  of  fashion  and  fortune 
are  all  chiefly  educated  in  England. 
England  isevery thing;  Scotland  is  no- 
thi^  but  a  place  to  get  rents  from, 
and  to  shoot  grouse  in  for  a  few  weeks 
after  the  rising  of  Parliament.  These 
people  are  all  English — their  speech  is 
English — their  prejudices  are  English  ; 
more  than  half  of  their  blood  is  in 
most  instances  English  blood.  These 
people  will  certainly  oppose  as  much' 
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as  in  them  lies  the  downfall  of  the  ve- 
nerable Church  of  England  ;  but,  tiiat 
once  down,  is  it  anything  less  than 
craziness  and  mere  imbecility  to  dream 
that  they  will  make  a  second,  and  a 
more  successful  battle,  for  the  purpose 
of  upholding  the  Kirk  establishment  of 
Scotland? — a  Church  of  which  they  are 
not,,  and  have  not  for  a  long  while  been, 
accustomed  to  consider  themselves  as, 
in  any  true  sense  of  the  word,  mem- 
bers— an  establishment  with  which 
they  have  long  ceased  to  have  any  con- 
nexion, except  that  of  paying  for  it, 
and  of  appointing  theministers,  (which 
last  benefit,  by  the  way,  cannot  be  sup- 
posed to  be  held  at  any  very  high  va- 
lue, seeing  that  the  Kirks  of  Scotland 
have  long  ago  ceased  to  be  looked  upon 
as  convenient  shelves  for  the  younger 
sons  even  of  the  poorer  orders  of  the 
Scottish  gentry.). 

When  Mr  Irving  laments  over  the 
want  of  sympathy  and  close  union  be- 
tween what  he  is  pleased  to  call,  "  WE, 
WE  CHRISTIANS,"  and  "  THE  GENE- 
ROUS FAVOUIIEKS  OF  THEIR  COUNTRY'S 
WEAL,  WHO  HAVE  IN  THEIR  PRIVATE 
MANNERS  ADOPTED  THE  LIBERTI- 
NISM OF  FRANCE,"  we  are  well  aware 
that  what  he  really  weeps  over  is 
the  Toryism,  generally  speaking,  and 
certainly  the  steady  loyalty,  of  that 
great  party  within  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land, which  is  commonly  distinguish- 
ed, we  shall  not  ask  how  improperly, 
by  the  name  of  the  Evangelical  party. 
He  preaches  and  publishes  in  London, 
therefore  it  cannot  be  doubted  that 
this  is  what  the  orator1  means.  It  is, 
however,  not  a  bit  the  less  true,  that 
there  is  a  great  deal  too  much  sympa- 
thy and  union  just  at  present  between 
certain  infidel  enemies  of  the  Church 
of  England  and  certain  other  enemies 
of  hers.  It  is  the  great  reproach  of  a 
very  considerable  party  in  the  Kirk  of 
Scotland,  for  example,  that  they  have 
suffered  themselves,  on  many  very  im- 
portant occasions,  to  be  led  into  a 
shameful  copartnership  and  co-opera- 
tion with  men  who  abstain  from  at- 
tacking their  church  now,  only  because 
they  see  (what  the  others  would  have 
seen  long  ago,  had  not  the  bile  of -con- 
ceit and  prejudice  blinded  them,)  that 
the  most  effectual  way  of  ruining  that 
minor  and  poorer,  but  equally  hated  es- 
tablishment, is  to  begin  with  sapping 
the  foundations  of  the  more  extensive 
and  imposing  structure  in  the  sister 
countrv.  We  need  net  iro  into  close 


particulars.  What  we  say  will  be  in- 
telligible enough  to  everybody  that 
lives  in  Scotland,  and  to  the  great  ma- 
jority of  those  who  do  not  live  in  Scot- 
land also.  We  may  just  hint,  however, 
in  a  single  sentence,  that  the  subscrip- 
tion for  HONE,  to  take  one  example, 
was  aided  and  abetted  here  in  Scot- 
land, not  only  by  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
viewers, but  by  many  ruling  elders, 
who  figure  among  the  loudest  and 
most  strenuous  orators  in  our  General 
Assemblies  upon  the  ultra- Whig  and 
ultra-Presbyterian  side  of  the  Kirk. 
This  is  true  ;  let  who  will  say  that  this 
is  right.  It  is  really  enough  to  make 
one  laugh  to  see  how  good,  worthy, 
shortsighted  men  are  taken  in  by  a  few 
flummery  paragraphs  about  them  and 
their  immaculate  Kirk,  and  their  li- 
berality !  by  people  whose  real  inten- 
tions are  scarcely  covered  by  any  veil 
at  all,  except  when,  for  particular  pur- 
poses, they  are  endeavouring  to  conci- 
liate those,  who,  if  they  had  as  much 
wit  as'we  cannot  doubt  they  have  ho- 
nesty, would  be  the  foremost  and  most 
unrelenting  enemies  of  such  a  crew. 

There  is  much  that  the  truly  re- 
spectable clergy  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land might  do  well  to  notice,  and  to 
imitate  in  the  clergy  of  the  sister  Church 
here  in  Scotland — their  strict  resi- 
dence ;  their  humble,  zealous  visita- 
tions of  their  people ;  their  uniform 
and  undivided  attention  to  the  duties  of 
their  calling  and  their  cures.  There  is, 
on  the  other  hand,  much  that  the  cler- 
gy of  Scotland  ought  to  imitate  and 
rival  in  the  character  of  their  English 
brethren  ;  above  all,  in  that  thorough 
scholarship,  both  professional  and  ex- 
tra-professional, which,  in  spite  of  all 
the  sneers  of  the  Irvings  ct  hoc  genus, 
has  rendered,  and  now  keeps  the  at- 
tacks of  infidel  writers  and  infidel  ora- 
tors ineffectual  in  Britain.  The  clergy 
of  Scotland  do  their  duty  admirably, 
in  their  parishes  most  admirably ;  and 
they  deserve,  and  they  possess,  the 
warmest  good  wishes  of  every  lover  of 
the  Truth  within  the  country  where 
there  ministry  is  exercised.  But  what 
would  have  become  of  the  cause  of 
Christianity  over  all  Britain,  long  ere 
now,  had  there  been  no  better  fighters 
for  that  cause  against  the  great  army 
of  infidel  wits,  than  Scotland,  and  tile 
Church  of  Scotland,  has  of  lute  years 
reared  ?  Had  there  been  no  Watsons, 
no  Horsleys,  no  Paleys,  in  the  last  age, 
what  would  have  been  the  condition 
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of  the  British  people,  and  of  that  faith 
which  was  then  assailed  by  enemies 
indeed  worthy  of  the  name  of  enemies? 
What  was  Beattie  to  such  men  as 
these  ?  Such  a  man  as  Beattie  did  very 
well  to  be  paraded  and  puffed — he  was 
a  worthy  good  man,  but  weak  as  wa- 
ter. He  had  the  vanity  to  have  him- 
self painted  by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds, 
sitting  in  an  elbow-chair  in  the  clouds, 
with  his  Essay  on  Truth  in  his  hands, 
and  Hume,  and  Voltaire,  and  Rousseau, 
and  Gibbon,  lying  under  his  feet,  wri- 
thing, in  the  character  of  devils.  The 
print  from  this  picture  figures  at  the  be- 
ginning of  his  life.  Any  one  who  just 
looks  at  it  for  a  minute,  and  consi- 
ders what  the  man,  with  that  happy, 
contented,  imbecile,  sleepy  face  did — 
what  he  was,  and  what  these  trampled 
devils  did  and  were,  must  blush,  if  the 
blood  has  any  way  to  his  cheeks,  for 
the  literary  triumphs  of  the  Kirk  of 
Scotland.*  The  clergy  of  England 
should  imitate  the  clergy  of  Scotland  ; 
the  clergy  of  Scotland  should  imitate 
the  clergy  of  England.  But  as  for  such 
people  as  Mr  Irving,  it  will  be  much 
if  they  look  round  them  for  a  little,  in 
either  church,  and  strive  to  imitate,  in 
the  first  place,  that  Christian  humility 
which  distinguishes  the  brightest  or- 
naments of  both  the  one  and  the  other 
of  them. 

But  it  is  high  time  we  should  speak 
a  few  words  about  his  book — more 
strictly  considered  as  a  book.  We  have 
already  seen  how  openly  Mr  Irving 
avows  the  highly  ambitious  views  un- 
der the  influence  of  which  he  has  com- 
menced his  career  of  authorship.  We 
have  seen  that  he  despises  the  name  of 
Sermons ;  that  he  will  write  nothing 
but  Orations  after  the  manner  of  Ci- 
cero and  Demosthenes,  and  Argu- 
ments or  Apologies  after  the  manner 
of  the  Fathers.  We  have  seen,  too, 
that  he  expressly  says,  he  means  him- 
self for  the  "  more  learned,  imagina- 
tive, and  accomplished  classes;"  in 
other  words,  that  his  object  is  to  in- 
fuse the  spirit  of  religion  into  the  po- 
pular literature,  and  thence  into  the 
popular  mind  of  the  age — that  he  means 
to  work  a  revolution  in  religion  and  in 
letters. 

And  what  has  been  hitherto  his  suc- 
cess ?  We  admit,  at  once,  freely  and 
fully,  that  he  has  shewn  himself  to  be 
a  man  of  considerable  talents ;  if  it  had 


not  been  so,  indeed,  we  should  not  of 
course  have  devoted  so  much  space  to 
him  and  his  book.  But  has  he  shewn 
himself  to  be  a  great  man  ? — a  great 
orator  ? — a  great  reasorier  ? — a  master- 
ly and  original  mind  ? — a  master  of 
English  eloquence  ? — No  such  things. 
He  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  cle- 
ver copier  of  Dr  Chalmers  of  Glas- 
gow. 

It  is  very  true,  that  he  has  been 
reading  Taylor,  Barrow,  Baxter,  and 
Hooker,  and  that  he  has  endeavoured 
to  infuse  into  his  language  a  spice  of 
their  olden  rhetoric.  The  attempt  was 
praiseworthy,  but  the  result  has  cer- 
tainly been  anything  but  satisfactory 
to  those  who  read  (for  we  can  say  no- 
thing as  to  those  who  hear,)  Mr  Irving. 
Those  old  writers  were  admirably  ac- 
complished masters  of  the  English 
tongue ;  there  is  a  rich  mellow  luxury 
about  their  periods,  which,  to  imitate, 
is  hopeless,  unless  in  very  superior 
hands  indeed  to  the  like  of  Mr  Irving. 
And,  besides,  he  could  not — no  man 
could — imitate  both  them  and  Dr  Chal- 
mers at  once.  Chalmers  has  his  own 
merits,  but  they  lie  toto  ccelo  away 
from  those  of  our  old  prose  classics  of 
the  l?th  century ;  and  the  attempt  to 
blend  the  two  styles  has  been  produc- 
tive of  an  extremely  unpleasing  effect. 
It  has  covered  the  whole  strain  with  an 
insufferable  appearance  of  affectation 
— double  affectation  too — of  laboured 
frigidity — of  ambitious  feebleness — of 
uninspired  extravagance. 

The  whole  style  of  the  orator's  think- 
ing, the  whole  conception  of  his  strain, 
are  servilely  after  Chalmers.  We  are 
pretty  sure  there  is  not  one  train  of 
thought  at  all  striking  in  the  book, 
the  germ  of  which  may  not  be  found 
even  in  Chalmers's  printed  works.  But 
to  us,  who  have  very  frequently  heard 
Dr  Chalmers  preach,  the  identity  of 
the  two  things  is  throughout  quite  pal- 
pable— painfully  so,  indeed.  The  imi- 
tation is  as  close,  now,  as  the  imitation 
of  Jeffrey's  way  of  reviewing  by  the 
underling  imbeciles  of  his  Journal, — 
as  the  imitation  of  the  author  of  Wa- 
verley's  style  by  the  authors  of  The 
Cavalier,  The  King  of  the  Peak,  Pon- 
tefract  Castle,  The  Rise  and  Fall  of 
Somerset,  and  such  books.  Now,  there 
is  no  doubt,  that  considerable  talent 
may  be  shewn  in  the  midst  of  even 
this  kind  of  imitation  ;  but  high  talent 
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•espondent  has  forgotten  two  really  respectable  divines  of  the  last  age  in 
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—anything  like  commanding  talent — 
anything  like  the  talent  that  is  capa- 
ble of  working  a  revolution,  or  any- 
thing like  a  revolution,  either  in  preach- 
ing, or  in  any  other  department  of  in- 
tellectual exertion.,  is  quite  out  of  the 
question  in  such  a  case.  Facile  est  in- 
ventis  addere,  is  an  old  and  a  true  say- 
ing ;  and  even  if  Mr  Irving  had  gone 
considerably  beyond  Dr  Chalmers  in 
Dr  Chalmers's  walk,  we  should  ne- 
ver have  dreamed  of  putting  him  by 
the  side  of  his  master.  Even  if  he  had 
kept  all  the  startling  boldness  of  Dr 
Chalmers's  way  of  preaching,  and  yet 
made  his  language  pure  and  correct 
English,  instead  of  the  pyebald  offen- 
siveness  of  the  Chalmerian  style,  we 
^should  not  have  said,  here  is  a  man 
worthy  of  taking  his  place  by  the  side 
of  Chalmers.  But  he  has  done  nothing 
of  this  sort.  He  has  the  audacity  with- 
out the  vigour ;  the  os  magna  sonitu- 
rum  without  the  original  verve  and 

pith ;    the   vr%o<ra>mw   TnXauysj,   without 

the  capacity  of  the  temple  behind.  He 
has  not  equalled  the  excellencies — no- 
thing like  it;  and  he  has  kept,  ay, 
and  added  to  the  defects. 

All  this  might,  no  doubt,  have  pass- 
ed off  extremely  well,  if  Mr  Irving 
had  been  contented  to  speak  his  ora- 
tions and  arguments,  and  not  to  print 
them.  He  has  probably  a  vigorous  and 
impressive  style  of  declaiming,  and  if 
he  had  been  wise  enough  to  avoid 
publication,  he  might,  in  a  place 
where  Dr  Chalmers  could  be  little 
known,  have  continued  to  maintain 
the  reputation  of  a  powerful  and  even 
of  an  original  preacher.  But  this  print- 
ing in  a  great  measure  undid  Chalmers 
himself — and  what  wonder  that  it 
should  have  gone  near  to  undo  his 
pupil  and  imitator  altogether  ?  In  our 
opinion,  such  must  fiave  been  the  ef- 
fect of  Mr  Irving's  very  ambitious 
debut  as  an  author. 

We  shall  now  proceed  to  justify 
what  we  have  felt  ourselves  constrained 
to  say,  by  a  few  extracts  from  the  book. 
The  following  passage  it  may  be  pro- 
per to  introduce  with  the  remark,  that 
it  occurs  within  three  pages  of  the  be- 
ginning of  the  first  Oration — that 
"  On  preparation  for  consulting  the 
Oracles  of  God." 

"  Who  feels  the  thrilling  fear  or  trem- 
bling hope  there  is  in  words  whereon  the 
eternal  destinies  of  himself  do  hang  ?  Who 
feels  the  swelling  tide  of  gratitude  within 
his  breast,  for  redemption  and  salvation 
coming,  instead  of  flat  despair  and  ever, 
lasting  retribution  ?  Finally,  who,  in  per- 
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all  his  faculties,  and  transported  through 
all  his  emotions,  and  through  all  his  ener- 
gies of  action  wound  up  ?  Why,  to  say 
the  best,  it  is  done  as  other  duties  are  wont 
to  be  done  ;  and,  having  reached  the  rank 
of  a  daily,  formal  duty,  the  perusal  of  the 
Word  hath  reached  its  noblest  place.  Yea, 
that  which  is  the  guide  and  spur  of  all  du- 
ty, the  necessary  aliment  of  Christian  life, 
the  first  and  the  last  of  Christian  know- 
ledge and  Christian  feeling,  hath,  to  speak 
the  best,  degenerated  in  these  days  to  stand 
rank  and  file  among  those  duties  whereof  it 
is  parent,  preserver,  and  commander.  And 
to  speak  not  the  best,  but  the  fair  and  com- 
mon truth,  this  book,  the  offspring  of  the 
divine  mind,  and  the  perfection  of  heaven- 
ly wisdom,  is  permitted  to  lie  from  day  to 
day,  perhaps  from  week  to  week,  unheeded 
and  unperused  ;  never  welcome  to  our  hap- 
py, healthy,  and  energetic  moods  ;  admit- 
ted, if  admitted  at  all,  in  seasons  of  sick- 
ness, feeble-mindedness,  and  disabling  sor- 
row. Yea,  that  which  was  sent  to  be  a  spi- 
rit of  ceaseless  joy  and  hope,  within  the 
heart  of  man,  is  treated  as  the  enemy  of 
happiness,  and  the  murderer  of  enjoyment ; 
and  eyed  askance,  as  the  remembrancer  of 
death  and  the  very  messenger  of  hell ! 

"  Oh  !  if  books  had  but  tongues  to  speak 
their  wrongs,  then  might  this  book  well  ex- 
claim— Hear,  O  heavens  !  and  give  ear,  O 
earth  !  I  came  from  the  love  and  embrace 
of  God,  and  mute  Nature,  to  whom  I 
brought  no  boon,  did  me  rightful  homage. 
To  man  I  came,  and  my  words  were  to  the 
children  of  men.  I  disclosed  to  you  the 
mysteries  of  hereafter,  and  the  secrets  of 
the  throne  of  God.  I  set  open  to  you  the 
gates  of  salvation,  and  the  way  of  eternal 
life,  hitherto  unknown.  Nothing  in  hea- 
ven did  I  withhold  from  your  hope  and 
ambition  ;  and  upon  your  earthly  lot  I 
poured  the  full  horn  of  Divine  Providence 
and  consolation.  But  ye  requited  me  with 
no  welcome,  ye  held  no  festivity  on  my  ar- 
rival :  Ye  sequester  me  from  happiness 
and  heroism,  closeting  me  with  sickness 
and  infirmity ;  ye  make  not  of  me,  nor 
use  me  for  your  guide  to  wisdom  and  pru- 
dence, but  press  me  into  a  place  in  your 
last  of  duties,  and  withdraw  me  to  a  mere 
corner  of  your  time  ;  and  most  of  yc  set 
me  at  nought  and  utterly  disregarded  me. 
I  came,  the  fullness  of  the  knowledge  of 
God  ;  angels  delighted  in  my  company, 
and  desired  to  dive  into  my  secrets.  But 
ye,  mortals,  place  masters  over  me,  sub- 
jecting me  to  the  discipline  and  dogmatism 
of  men,  and  tutoring  me  in  your  schools  of 
learning.  I  came,  not  to  be  silent  in  your 
dwellings,  but  to  speak  welfare  to  you  and 
to  your  children.  I  came  to  rule,  and  my 
throne  to  set  up  in  the  hearts  of  men.  Mine 
ancient  residence  was  the  bosom  of  God  ; 
no  residence  will  I  have  but  the  soul  of  an 
immortal." 

It  must  be  quite  needless  for  us  to 
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qualities  of  the  Chalmerian  school — its 
vulgarity  and  its  fustian.  But  the  in- 
troduction of  such  a  bold  figure,  as 
the  Bible  speaking-  from  the  desk  with 
a  human  tongue,  at  the  very  thresh- 
old of  a  sermon,  shews  such  a  pro- 
found ignorance  of  all  the  principles 
of  oratorical  composition,  that  we  may 
well  smile  to  hear  this  sermon  styled,  as 
if  par  excellence,  an  Oration.  This  is  an 
absurdity  far,  very  far,  beyond  Chal- 
mers's wildest  flight.  And  then  to  com- 
plete the  thing,  Mr  Irving  enforces,  a 
page  or  two  after,  the  propriety  of 
giving  prompt  and  undivided  atten- 
tion to  the  calls  of  religious  duty — by 
what  argument,  think  you  ? — Why, 
by  this,  that,  when  the  King  asks  a 
man  to  dine  with  him,  he  is  "  held 
disengaged,  though  preoccupied  with 
a  thousand  appointments !"  This  is 
for  the  imaginative  classes  of  the  pub- 
lic. What  was  "  Lieutenant-Colonel 
to  the  Earl  of  Mar,"  to  the  like  of 
this  ? 

As  another  specimen  of  that  extra- 
vagance, which  totally  destroys  the 
best  intentions  in  a  person  addressing 
rational  men,  we  must  give  the  fol- 
lowing short  paragraph  from  the  same 
sermon : — 

"  Go,  visit  a  desolate  widow  with  con- 
solation, and  help,  and  fatherhood  of  her 
orphan  children — do  it  again  and  again — 
and  your  presence,  the  sound  of  your  ap- 
proaching footstep,  the  soft  utterance  of 
your  voice,  the  very  mention  of  your  name 
— shall  come  to  dilate  her  heart  with  a  ful- 
ness which  defies  her  tongue  to  utter,  but 
speaks  by  the  tokens  of  a  swimming  eye, 
and  clasped  hands,  and  fervent  ejaculations 
to  Heaven  upon  your  head  !  No  less  co- 
pious acknowledgment  to  God,  the  author 
of  our  well-being  and  the  father  of  our  bet- 
ter hopes,  ought  we  to  feel  when  his  Word 
discloseth  to  us  the  excesses  of  his  love. 
Though  a  veil  be  now  cast  over  the  Majes- 
ty which  speaks,  it  is  the  voice  of  the  Eter- 
nal which  we  hear,  coming  in  soft  cadences 
to  win  our  favour,  yet  omnipotent  as  the 
voice  of  the  thunder,  and  overpowering  as 
the  rushing  of  many  waters.  And  though 
the  veil  of  the  future  intervene  between  our 
hand  and  the  promised  goods,  still  are  they 
from  His  lips,  who  speaks  and  it  is  done, 
who  commands  and  all  things  stand  fast. 
With  no  leas  emotion,  therefore,  should  this 
look  be  opened,  than  if,  like  him  in  the 
Apocalypse,yousaiv  the  -voice  which  spake  ,•* 
or  like  him  in  the  trance,  you  were  into  the 
third  trance  translated,  companying  and 
communing  with  the  realities  of  glory, 
which  eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard, 
nor  the  heart  of  man  conceived. 


US 

"  Far  and  foreign  from  such  an  opened 
and  awakened  bosom  is  that  cold  and  for- 
mal hand  which  is  generally  laid  upon  the 
Sacred  Volume ;  that  unfeeling  and  unim- 
pressive tone  with  which  its  accents  are 
pronounced  ;  and  that  listless  and  incurious 
ear  into  which  its  blessed  sounds  are  recei- 
ved. How  can  you,  thus  unimpassioned, 
hold  communion  with  themes  in  which 
everything  awful,  vital,  and  endearing,  do 
meet  together  !  Why  is  not  curiosity,  cu- 
riosity ever  hungry,  on  edge  to  know  the 
doings  and  intentions  of  Jehovah,  King  of 
Kings  ?" 

Now  what  good  is  there  in  thus 
pushing  the  best  ideas  to  the  verge  of 
absurdity  ?  Will  anybody  of  sound 
mind  listen  to  a  man  who  says,  that 
every  time  he  opens  the  book  of  Re- 
velations, it  is  his  duty  to  feel  the  same 
degree  of  emotion  with  which  the  apos- 
tle, in  Patmos,  saw  the  heavens  opened, 
and  heard  the  angel  of  God  speak  to 
him  the  mysteries  of  futurity  ?  St 
John  himself  could  not  feel  the  same 
degree  of  emotion  as  this  in  opening 
the  book  which  he  himself  had  writ- 
ten even  a  month  afterwards.  As  well 
might  Mr  Irving  tell  the  Duke  of 
Wellington,  that  he  ought  to  feel  the 
same  way  when  he  turns  over  the  his- 
tory of  the  battle  of  Waterloo,  as  he 
did  when  he  had  the  first  glimpse  of 
Buonaparte's  columns  on  that  great 
day.  As  well  might  he  say,  that  we 
ought  all  to  feel  the  same  way  in 
reading  of,  that  we  should  in  witness- 
ing with  our  own  eyes,  a  horrible  mur- 
der. Such  rant  as  this  can  have  no 
tendency  but  to  create  suspicion  in 
those,  who  hear  a  man  of  t(  gigantic 
stature,"  and  with  a  beard  on  his  chin, 
we  suppose,  uttering  it.  Does  Mr  Ir- 
ving mean  to  say,  that  he  himself  sees 
THE  SUN  and  the  green  fields  every 
day  with  the  same  emotion,  where- 
with a  man,  suddenly  delivered  from 
blindness,  opens  his  eyes  upon  the 
beauty  and  the  grandeur  of  nature  ? — 
These  are  just  the  sort  of  things  that 
Whitfield  dealt  in — they  are  by  no 
means  adapted  for  being  printed.  But, 
to  be  sure,  the  book  is  meant  for  "  the 
imaginative  classes." 

Nothing  can  be  more  painful  than 
quoting,  for  the  absurdity  of  language 
and  style,  passages  which,  of  course, 
contain  much  serious  matter  for 
thought ;  but  it  must  be  done.  We 
want  to  prove  the  servile  Chalmerian- 
ism  of  Irving ;  and  we  think  if  we 
quoted  no  more,  the  following  would 
be  enough  for  our  purpose. 


*  "  See  a  voice  !"  We  have  heard  of  pigs  seeing  the  wind  before,  but  this  is  new. 
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"  Methihks  the  affections  of  men  are 
fallen  into  the  yellow  leaf.  Of  your  poets 
which  charm  the  world's  ear,  who  is  he 
that  inditeth.a  song  unto  his  God  ?  Some 
will  tune  their  harps  to  sensual  pleasures, 
and  by  the  enchantment  of  their  genius, 
well  nigh  commend  their  unholy  themes  to 
the  imagination  of  saints.*  Others,  to  the 
high  and  noble  sentiments  of  the  heart, 
will  sing  of  domestic  joys  and  happy  unions, 
casting  around  sorrow  the  radiancy  of  vir- 
tue, and  bodying  forth,  in  undying  forms, 
the  short-lived  visions  of  joy.  Others  have 
enrolled  themselves  \\iQhigh-priests  of  mute 
Nature's  cliarms,  enchanting  her' echoes 
•with  their  minstrelsy,  and  peopling  her  so- 
litudes with  the  bright  creatures  of  their 
fancy.  But  when,  since  the  days  of  the 
blind  master  of  English  song,  hath  any 
poured  forth  a  lay  worthy  of  the  Christian 
theme  ?+  Nor  in  philosophy,  «  the  palace 
of  the  soul,'  have  been  more  mindful  of 
their  Maker.  The  flowers  of  the  garden 
and  the  herbs  of  the  field  have  their  un- 
wearied devotees,  crossing  the  ocean,  way- 
faring in  the  desert,  and  making  devout 
pilgrimages  to  every  region  of  nature,  for 
offerings  to  their  patron  muse.  The  rocks, 
from  their  residences  among  the  clouds  to 
their  deep  rests  in  the  dark  bowels  of  the 
earth,  have  a  most  "bold  and  venturous 
priesthood;  who  see  in  their  rough  and 
flinty  faces  a  more  delectable  image  to  adore 
than  in  the  revealed  countenance  of  God. 
And  the  political  welfare  of  the  world  is  a 
very  Moloch,  who  can  at  any  time  com- 
mand his  hecatomb  of  human  victims. 
But  the  revealed  sapience  of  God,  to  which 
the  harp  of  David  and  the  prophetic  lyre 
of  Isaiah  were  strung,  the  prudence  of 
God  which  the  wisest  of  men  coveted  after, 
preferring  it  to  every  gift  which  Heaven 
could  confer — and  the  eternal  Intelligence 
himself  in  human  form,  and  the  unction 
of  the  Holy  One  which  abideth, — these  the 
common  heart  of  man  hath  forsaken,  and 
refused  to  be  charmed  withal. 

"  I  testify,  that  there  ascendeth  not  from 
earth  a  Hosannah  of  her  children  to  bear 
witness  in  the  ear  of  the  upper  regions,  to 
the  wonderful  manifestations  of  her  .God  ! 
From  a  few  scattered  hamlets,  in  a  small 
portion  of  her  wide  territory,  a  small  voice 
ascendeth  like  the  voice  of  one  crying  in 
the  wilderness.  But  to  the  service  of  our 
general  Preserver  there  is  no  concourse, 
from  Dan  unto  Beersheba,  of  our  people  ; 
the  greater  part  of  whom,  after  two  thou- 
sand years  of  apostolic  commission,  know 
not  the  testimonies  of  our  God ;  and  the 


multitude  of  those  who  do,  reject  or  de- 
spise them  ! 

"  But  to  return  from  this  lamentation, 
which  may  God  hear,  who  doth  not  disre- 
gard the  cries  of  his  afflicted  people  !"  Sec. 
More  consummate  affectation — more 
babyish  tinsel,  were  neverj  we  venture 
to  say,  invented  for  the  benefit  of  the 
ff  imaginative  classes."  We  confess, 
that,  regarding  the  last  sentence  as 
part  of  a  printed  book,  and  of  a  book 
written  solely  and  expressly  to  be 
printed,  there  is  something  to  us  real- 
ly all  but  blasphemous  in  the  combi- 
nation of  its  phrases.  The  sermon 
concludes  thus : — 

"  Mistake  us  not,  for  we  steer  in  a  nar- 
row, very  narrow  channel,  with  rocks  of 
popular  prejudice  on  every  side.  While 
we  thus  invocate  to  the  reading  of  the 
Word,  the  highest  strains  of  the  human 
soul,  mistake  us  not  as  derogating  from 
the  office  of  the  Spirit  of  God.  Far  be  it 
from  any  Christian,  much  farther  from  any 
Christian  pastor,  to  withdraw  from  God 
the  honour  which  is  everywhere  his  due, 
but  there,  most  of  all  his  due,  where  the 
human  mind  laboured  alone  for  thousands 
of  years,  and  laboured  with  no  success — 
viz.  the  regeneration  of  itself,  and  its  re- 
storation to  the  lost  semblance  of  the  Di- 
vinity— Oh  !  let  him  be  reverently  inqui- 
red after,  devoutly  waited  on,  and  most 
thankfully  acknowledged  in  every  step  of 
progress  from  the  soul's  fresh  awakening 
out  of  her  dark  oblivious  sleep — even  to 
her  ultimate  attainment  upon  earth,  and 
full  accomplishment  for  heaven.  And  that 
there  may  be  a  fuller  choir  of  awakened 
men  to  advance  his  honour  and  glory  here 
on  earth — and  hereafter  in  heaven  above — 
let  the  saints  bestir  themselves  like  angels, 
and  the  ministers  of  religion  like  archan- 
gels strong  ! — And  now  at  length  let  us 
have  a  demonstration  made  of  all  that  is 
noble  in  thought,  and  generous  in  action, 
and  devoted  in  piety,  for  bestirring  this  le- 
thargic age,  and  breaking  the  bands  of  hell, 
and  redeeming  the  whole  world  to  the  ser- 
vice of  its  God  and  King  ! 

"  As  He  doth  know  this  to  be  the  desire 
and  aim  of  the  preceding  discourse,  so  may 
he  prosper  it  to  the  salvation  of  many  souls, 
that  to  his  poor  servant,  covered  over  with 
iniquities,  -may  derive  the  forgiveness  and 
honour  of  those  who  turn  many  from  dark- 
ness to  light,  and  from  the  power  of  Sa- 
tan to  the  service  of  the  living  God."$ 


*  Does  he  mean  Don  Juan  ?  f  Have  you  forgot  Cowper  ? 

J  The  verb  derive  is  constantly  used  by  Mr  Irving  in  this  totally  obsolete  sense-— we 
presume  it  lingers  as  a  Gallowgatism.  In  like  taste,  he  always  talks  about  "  souls"  be- 
ing "  wrapt,"  when  the  meaning  is  rapt.  Why  not  wrapture  too?  And  this  is  the  man 
who  will  preach  like  nobody  but  Cicero— -wh^o  will  write  for  nobody  but  the  "  learned 
and  imaginative." 
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«  Now  at  length !"  as  if,  forsooth,  the 
conclusion  of  Mr  Irving's  first  printed 
sermon  were  to  be  a  new  era  in  the 
history  of  Christian  England ! 

The  following  passage  is  another  at- 
tempt at  the  soaring  style  of  Chalmers. 
We  confess,  we  havg,  heard  the  Doctor 
speak  things  not  much  less  wildly 
worded;  but  most  certainly  he  has 
never  printed  anything  quite  so  bad  in 
that  way. 

"  Obey  the  Scriptures  or  you  perish — 
You  may  despise  the  honour  done  you  by 
the  Majesty  above,  you  may  spurn  the  so- 
vereignty of  Almighty  God,  you  may  re- 
volt from  creation's  universal  rule,  to  bow 
before  its  Creator,  and  stand  in  momentary 
rebellion  against  his  ordinances  ;  his  over- 
tures of  mercy  you  may  cast  contempt  on, 
and  crucify  afresh  the  royal  personage -who 
bears  them  ;  and  you  may  riot  in  your  li- 
centious liberty  for  a  while,  and  make  game 
of  his  indulgence  and  long-suffering.  But 
come  at  length  it  witt,  when.  Revenge  shall 
array  herself  to  go  forth,  and  Anguish  shall 
attend  her,  and  from  the  wheels  of  their  cha- 
riot ruin  and  dismay  shall  shoot  far  and  wide 
among  the  enemies  of  the  King,  whose  deso- 
lation shall  not  tarry,  and  whose  destruction, 
as  the  wing  of  the  whirlwind,  shall  be  swift- 
hopeless  as  the  conclusion  of  eternity  and  the 
reversion  of  doom.  Then  around  the  fiery 
concave  of  the  wasteful  pit,  the  clang  of 
grief  shall  ring,  and  the  flinty  heart  which 
repelled  tender  mercy  shall  strike  its  fangs 
into  its  proper  bosom ;  and  the  soft  and 
gentle  spirit  which  dissolved  in  voluptuous 
pleasures,  shall  dissolve  in  weeping  sorrows 
and  outbursting  lamentations  ;  and  the  gay 
glory  of  time  SHALL  DEPART  ;  and  sportful 
liberty  shall  be  bound  for  ever  in  the  chain 
of  obdurate  necessity.  The  green  earth, 
with  all  her  blooming  beauty,  and  bowers 
of  peace,  SHALL  DEPART.  The  morning 
and  evening  salutations  of  kinsmen  SHALL 
DEPABT,  and  the  ever-welcome  voice  of 
friendship,  and  the  tender  whispering  of 
full-hearted  affection,  SHALL  DEPART, 
for  the  sad  discord  of  weeping  and  wailing, 
and  gnashing  of  teeth.  And  the  tender 
names  of  children,  and  father  and  mother, 
and  wife  and  husband,  with  the  communion 
of  domestic  love,  and  mutual  affection,  and 
the  inward  touches  of  natural  instinct, 
which  fam  ily  compact,  when  uninvaded  by 
discord,  WRAPS  the  live-long  day  into  one 
swell  of  tender  emotion,  making  earth's 
lowly  scenes  worthy  of  heaven  itself — All, 
all  shall  pass  away;  and,  instead,  shall 
come  the  level  lake  that  burneth,  and  the 
solitary  dungeon,  and  the  desolate  bosom, 
and  the  throes  and  tossings  of  horror  and 
hopelessness,  and  the  worm  that  dieth  not, 
and  the  fire  that  is  not  quenched. 

"  'Tis  written,  'tis  written,  'tis  sealed  of 
heaven,  and  a  few  years  shall  reveal  it  all. 


Be  assured  it  is  even  so  to  happen  to  the 
despisers  of  holy  writ." 

What  hammering  of  epithets!  what 
conglomeration  of  figures !— what  help-       ^ 
less  poluphloisboioism ! 

The  greater  part  of  the  volume  is 
occupied  with  "  For  Judgment  to 
come,  an  Argument  in  Nine  Parts." 
It  is  plentifully  garnished  with  dulcia 
vitia  of  the  same  kind  with  these— but 
really  we  can  see  nothing  that  deserves 
the  name  of  novelty,  either  in  the  ge- 
neral strain,  or  in  the  particular  illus- 
trations of  the  argument ;  and  there- 
fore we  shall  not  at  present  occupy  our 
readers  with  it.  We  have  no  sort  of 
doubt,  that  many  of  the  sections  might 
produce  a  very  considerable  effect,  if 
powerfully  delivered  from  the  pulpit 
— and  we  have  no  doubt,  that  many 
of  the  people,  who  are  accustomed  to 
sermon-reading,  may  be  pleased  with 
them  also  as  a  variety — but  as  for  this 
being  the  sort  of  thing  to  introduce 
religious  reading  into  favour  among 
new,  and,  forsooth,  higher  classes  of 
readers — (we  deny  that  the  higher 
classes  are  less  religiously  disposed,  or 
less  acquainted  with  the  literature  of 
religion,  than  any  others — we  say  this 
once  for  all)— the  Rev.  Edward  Ir- 
ving must  excuse  us,  if  we  totally  dif- 
fer from  him. 

We  must  not,  however,  omit  to 
state  very  seriously,  that  although  we 
make  no  objections  to  the  general 
strain  of  Mr  Irving's  theology— we 
think  it  is  extravagant,  but  we  let  that 
pass  for  the  present — we  do  think 
there  is  a  tone  of  bold  levity,  perhaps 
not  meant  to  be  such,  in  very  many  of 
what  he  probably  conceives  to  be 
among  his  most  felicitous  and  original 
passages  throughout  this  Argument, 
which  we  are  sure  can  have  no  ten- 
dency, except  to  excite  great  and  un- 
necessary disgust;  more  especially 
among  those  classes  of  persons,  for 
whom  his  work  has  been,  according 
to  his  own  story,  got  up.  Chalmers, 
his  master,  has  been  lauded  till  all  the 
world  is  well  nigh  nauseated,  for  his 
courage  in  illustrating  the  mysteries 
of  religion,  by  examples  and  allusions 
of  a  sublunar  and  familiar  character. 
Be  it  so,  that  Dr  Chalmers  has  often 
done  something  of  this  kind  with 
great  and  praise-worthy  success.  But 
if  so,  the  reading  of  Mr  Irving's  book 
has  certainly  impressed  us  very  deep- 
ly with  a  sense  of  the  extreme  delicacy 
requisite  in  the  use  of  this  style,  and 
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of  his  (Mr  Irving's)  profound  incapa- 
city to  appreciate  the  essential  diffi- 
culties of  that  which  he  has  so  rashly 
imitated,  and  so  unhappily  overstep- 
ped. It  is  in  contemplating  his  me- 
thod of  handling  some  of  those  dark- 
est and  most  impenetrable  mysteries, 
from  which  the  greatest  and  the  wisest 
of  men  and  of  divines  have  ever  turn- 
ed their  modest  eyes,  that  we  have 
been  continually  and  painfully  remind- 
ed of  the  truth  of  the  saying — "  That 
fools  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to 
tread."  His  speculations  upon  the  in- 
termediate state  of  the  soul! — upon  the 
actual,  visible,  and  tangible  occurrences 
of  the  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT  ! — and, 
perhaps,  most  of  all,  his  minute  and 
laboured  disquisitions  upon  the  pre- 
cise nature  of  the  torments  of  hell, 
have  not  merely  disgusted  us  as  spe- 
cimens of  the  most  outrageous  bad 
taste,  ignorance  of  the  duties  of  his 
place  and  calling,  and  extravagant 
self-conceit  —  but  they  have  really 
shocked  us  as  so  many  pieces  of  blas- 
phemy. When  we  think  of  the  deli- 
cacy and  modesty  of  the  great  found- 
ers of  the  English  church,  in  approach- 
ing the  very  outskirts  of  these  forbid- 
den regions,  and  then  turn  to  this 
young  and  very  imperfectly  educated 
man,  and  observe  with  what  vulgar 
and  rejoicing  audacity  he  treads  the 
ground  that  a  Hooker,  a  Taylor,  a 
Barrow  would  have  trembled  to  conta- 
minate, by  the  footstep  of  even  the 
most  enlightened  genius — we  do  con- 
fess, that  we  want  words  to  express  all 
our  feelings.  The  boyish  greenness — 
the  satisfied  short-sightedness — the  ir- 
reverent free-and-easy  words,  phrases, 
and  images,  which  this  person  exhi- 
bits in  many  passages  of  the  sort  we 
have  indicated,  would  probably  do 
more  harm  to  an  elegant  and  imagina- 
tive mind,  labouring  under  the  weight 
of  doubt,  than  all  the  open  and  avow- 
ed profanities  of  a  thousand  atheists. 
Let  any  man  read  dispassionately  the 
following  single  specimen,  and  we 
shall  be  heartily  content  to  stand  by 
his  judgment. 

"  The  mercy  and  goodness  of  God  need 
not  be  lauded  here,  after  what -hath  been 
written  in  the  third  part  of  this  discourse. 
But  though  exceeding  great,  and  greatly 
to  be  adored,  and  sufficient  for  the  salva- 
tion of  all  the  earth,  these  attributes  do  con- 
sist with  others  of  a  firmer  texture  and  a 
sterner  mood.  Here  are  we,  the  sons  of 
men,  suffering  daily  pain,  misery,  and 
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death,  although  we  were  not  instrumental 
to  the  fall.  God  looks  upon  our  case,  and 
doth  not  hinder  it.  He  hath  sent  a  reme- 
dy, but  by  far  the  greater  portion  of  men 
have  never  heard  of  it.  Contemplate  the 
condition  of  whole  continents  of  the  earth 
sweltering  in  sultry  toil,  or  raging  in  fierce 
contests  of  mutual  n»£sery  and  destruction, 
oppressed  by  the  wilfulness  of  single  men, 
at  whose  pleasure  they  are  bought  and  sold, 
imprisoned,  and  put  to  death,  without 
knowledge  of  better  things  to  come,  or 
cheerful  hope  of  any  redress  of  wrong.  All 
for  what  ?  for  the  sin  of  our  first  great  pa- 
rents,  over  whom  we  had  no  control ;  let 
them  contemplate  this,  and  see  what  stern 
attributes  dwell  by  the  side  of  divine  mer- 
cy and  goodness.  I  confess,  when  I  con- 
template the  administration  of  this  woe- 
ful world  since  the  fall,  so  far  as  it  is 
recorded  in  the  annals  of  nations,  I  feel 
a  shrinking  terror  of  the  sternness  of 
Him  in  whose  hands  the  government 
rests.  The  world  hath  been  a  very  fur- 
nace of  het  and  murderous  passions,  a 
seething  vessel  of  blood,  which  hath  never 
rested,  but  smoked  to  heaven  in  vain.  Even 
still,  after  the  great  propitiation  and  atone-, 
ment  for  the  world's  sins,  it  never  resteth. 
Every  day  men  are  immolated  upon  a 
bloody  altar,  and  their  unshrived  spirits 
pass  in  most  desperate  moods  into  eternity. 
Wickedness  rageth,  princes  combine  against 
the  Lord  and  his  Anointed,  they  filch  the 
sacred  authority  of  God,  they  plant  their 
scornful  foot  upon  the  neck  of  noble  na- 
tions, and  they  defy  the  tears  and  groans 
of  millions  to  melt  their  stony  hearts.  Oh, 
my  God !  when  will  this  have  an  end  ? 
when  wilt  thou  da>h  them  in  pieces  like 
the  potsherd,  and  vie  them  in  thy  hot  dis- 
pleasure ?  This,  when  I  look  upon,  and 
remember  from  what  small  leginnings  it 
arose,  I,  for  one,  CANNOT  DOUBT  of  the 
Almighty's  force  of  character  to  carry  any- 
thing into  effect!  !  If  God  can  exist  with 
such  a  blighted  region  and  tormented 
people  under  his  government,  why  may  he 
not  also  exist  in  the  knowledge  and  per- 
mission of  hell?  Tragedies  as  deep  as 
hell  are  consummating  every  day  under 
his  tender  eye,  and  deeds  of  darkness,  foul 
as  the  pit,  transacted  in  highest  places  with 
the  insignia  of  his  holy  authority.  They 
make  his  name  a  sounding  horn  through 
which  to  blow  blasphemy  and  cruelty  over 
the  world.  They  make  his  religion  a  veil 
of  midnight,  to  darken  the  eye  of  reason, 
and  deaden  the  free-born  energies  of  man. 
Why,  if  his  nature  be  so  soft,  doth  he  al- 
low these  most  shocking  sights  for  one  in- 
stant ?  and,  allowing  them  now,  may  he 
not  allow  them  hereafter  ? 

u  Do  these  amiable  enthusiasts  now  ima- 
gine that  the  Divine  nature  is  grieved,  and 
its  enjoyment  overshadowed,  by  the  enor- 
mities into  which  this  earth  has  broken 
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loose  ?  No  !  The  Divine  nature  is  a  strong 
texture  of  being,  which  is  not  troubled  by 
any  such  provocations.  It  is  bound  in 
bands  of  eternity  and  unchangeableness. 
It  giveth  law,  and  rejoiceth  in  the  execu- 
tion of  law.  It  giveth  one  law  of  blessed- 
ness  to  righteousness,  another  law  of  mi- 
sery to  sin  ;  and  it  is  pleased  and  satisfied 
with  both.  For,  each  is  equally  needful 
to  the  welfare  of  the  universe;  which 
standeth  happy,  because  with  obedience 
cometh  all  enjoyment  and  delight,  with 
disobedience  all  misery  and  tribulation  to 
its  people.  They  step  across  the  dividing 
line,  and  a  thousand  perplexities  from  with- 
in, a  thousand  troubles  from  without,  in- 
vade their  heretofore  untroubled  being. 
And  they  are  shipped  off  by  no  active  in- 
fliction of  God,  but  as  it  were  by  the  neces- 
sity of  tlieir  nature,  to  herd  and  congregate 
with  spirits  accursed.  This  may  seem,  to 
soft  and  tender-hefted  nature,  a  blemish  in 
the  character  of  God,  and  the  construction 
of  his  creatures.  But  seem  how  it  may  to 
human  nature,  it  is  no  less  certain,  and 
hath  been  evinced  in  the  bevy  of  angels 
who  were  detruded  from  their  seats  in  hea- 
ven to  the  bottomless  pit,  and  too  fatally 
evinced  in  all  Adam's  posterity  denounced 
for  one  offence.  I  wonder  that  we  should 
speculate,  who  are  labouring  under  the  fa- 
tal reali ty !  The  beings  of  another  sphere, 
who  retain  their  constancy  and  enjoyment, 
may  speculate  about  the  limitations  of  di- 
vine infliction,  and  wonder  to  what  length 
God's  hatred  of  sin  may  carry  him  against 
the  soft  intercession  of  his  mercy  and  good- 
ness, and  when  these  two  principles  of  his 
nature  will  come  into  equilibrium  and  find 
a  resting  place.  But  for  us,  who  taste  and 
know,  who  feel  and  suffer,  it  is  vain  to 
urge  such  speculations  against  assurance, 
and  to  raise  up  tranquillizing  delusions  of 
God's  nature  against  positive  revelations  of 
his  nature. 

"  Next  to  meet  their  philosophical  no- 
tion, that  all  punishment  is  for  the  refor- 
mation of  the  offender ;  however  good  it 
may  be  in  human  jurisprudence,  it  certain- 
ly is  not  the  principle  of  the  divine  pro- 
cedure, as  that  is  to  be  gathered  from  what 
we  know ;  in  evidence  of  which,  I  instance 
the  condition  of  the  apostate  angels,  who 
since  their  fall  have  not  been  visited  by 
hope  nor  relaxation  of  woe,  but  are  ever 
urged,  and  ever  to  be  urged,  if  Scripture  is 
to  be  believed,  with  excessive  woe.  They 
were  as  good  spirits  as  any  other,  as  well 
ingratiated  in  their  Creator's  favour  and 
advanced  in  his  confidence,  and  had  as 
good  and  rightful  a  hold  of  his  tender  mer- 
cy. But  there  they  lie  in  chains  of  dark- 
ness, dreeing  the  everlasting  penance  of  sin, 
which,  when  once  it  enters,  deranges  the 
fine  tissue  of  happy  natures  for  ever  ;— 
even  as  we  often  see  a  stroke  of  terrible  ca- 
lamity derange  for  ever  the  organization  of 


reason  and  intellect,  which  no  placements 
of  friends  or  softening  influence  of  time 
shall  afterwards  restore.  Sin  is  rightly  con- 
ceived of,  not  by  comparison  with  crimes 
against  human  law,  that  may  be  wiped 
away  by  a  suitable  forfeit,  but  when  it  is 
imagined  to  bring  along  with  it  an  irreme- 
diable fall ;  God's  provinces  would  not 
otherwise  be  secure,  but  always  under 
cairns  and  storms,  like  our  habitation. 
Therefore,  to  insure  the  felicity  of  the 
whole,  the  part  is  sacrificed.  Where  sin 
comes,  it  weeds  the  creature  out  from  his 
place,  and  transplants  him  into  .sinful  re- 
gions, where  he  can  have  his  humour  gra- 
tified at  its  proper  expense. 

"  Man  is  an  exception  certainly  to  this 
rule  of  steadfast  and  immovable  conditions 
proceeding  from  sin.  But,  that  it  is  the 
exception  which  confirms  the  rule  is  most 
manifest,  from  the  terrible  power  of  an 
Almighty  Being,  which  was  necessary  to 
wrench  us  from  the  grasp  of  our  enemy 
back  again  into  hope  ;  from  the  steps  that 
had  to  be  taken  in  the  courts  above,  and 
the  exhibition  that  had  to  be  made  in  the 
world  beneath,  before  recovery  was  even 
possible.  And  see,  with  all  the  sacrifice 
and  suffering,  by  how  slow  degrees  reco- 
very comes  about,  how  few  have  partaken 
of  it,  and  with  how  much  chance  of  failure 
it  is  surrounded  ;  what  a  struggle,  what  a 
trial  is  involved  in  the  salvation  of  any 
single  man  !  Which  all  serves  to  shew  how 
hard  it  was  to  win  man  back  from  under 
the  curse  that  is  engraven  on  all  creation 
against  sin  ;  and  how,  with  all  the  inter- 
vention of  Christ  Jesus,  there  has  only,  as  it 
were,  dawned  on  us  the  morning  streaks  of  a 
day,  which  a  thousand  vicissitudes  may  over- 
cast and  utterly  deface  ;  it  is  but  a  star  of 
hope  that  hath  peered  through  the  sorrow- 
ful gloom,  unto  which,  if  we  take  stead- 
fast heed,  the  day  will  dawn,  and  the  day- 
star  arise  upon  our  hearts — but  if  not,  then 
double  darkness  and  tenfold  dismay  will 
cover  us  for  evermore. 

"  The  true  character  of  Sin,  therefore,  I 
hold,  both  by  the  example  of  the  repro- 
bate angels  and  the  history  of  man's  re- 
demption, is,  that  it  brings  with  it  irreme- 
diable conclusions.  The  Saviour's  power- 
ful arm  hath,  as  it  were,  made  a  little  clear 
space  around  us  for  holy  action,  and 
opened  a  bore  in  the  cloudy  heavens 
through  which  the  light  of  restoration 
may  come  in  upon  the  hopeless  earth. 
And  this  illuminated  spot  shifts  about  and 
about  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  a 
thousand  angels  of  darkness  are  aye  en- 
deavouring to  scarf  up  the  bright  sign  of 
mercy  in  the  heavens.  Oh  !  they  grudge, 
us  so  much  won  from  tlieir  rightful  domi- 
nion over  a  si?tful  place,  and  it  is  A  FEAR- 
FUL STRUGGLE  which  the  power  of  the  Spi- 
rit of  God  hath  to  maintain  against  them. 
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They  come  on,  howling  for  their  own,  like 
•wolves  that  have  been  scared  from  their  prey. 
When  the  dawn  visits  another  region,  they 
raise  commotions  to  shut  it  out.  Thrones 
they  ratty  under  Ihelr  black  banners,  and 
principalities  under  their  ensign  of  dark- 
ness ;  false  religion  makes  them  drunk  with 
the  cup  of  her  abominations,  and  they  rush 
full  upon  the  servants  of  the  Lord  like  in- 
carnate demons  from  ttie  pit.  Sin  is  the 
lord  of  this  earth,  and  grudgeth  hard  to  give 
up  what  he  won  in  the  fatal  garden." 
*  *  *  #  * 

"  What  may  be  in  the  womb  of  eterni- 
ty, I  know  not  Whether  there  may  be  a 
visit  paid  to  hell's  habitations  by  another 
'  mighty  to  save,'  I  know  not.  Whether 
there  may  be  some  other  dispensations  of 
mercy  to  the  abject  creatures  when  this 
dispensation  is  fulfilled,  another  trial  of 
the  forlorn  creatures,  and  another  levy  of 
righteous  men  carried  after  probation  and 
sanctification  to  heaven,  and  so,  dispensa- 
tion after  dispensation,  the  numbers  of  the 
damned  thinned  and  thinned,  until  at 
length  they  shall  be  all  recovered — these 
things,  there  is  not  one  shadow  of  revela- 
tion to  induce  the  hope  of,  and  therefore  I 
declare  it  to  be  the  most  daring  invasion 
upon  the  prerogative  of  God,  the  most 
monstrous  abuse  of  his  gracious  revelation, 
the  most  dangerous  unloosing  of  its  power 
over  men,  to  set  forth  as  certain,  as  pro- 
bable, or  even  as  possible,  such  doctrines 
as  are  wont  to  be  set  forth  amongst  us." 
Mr  Irving  cannot,  "  FOE  ONE, 

DOUBT    THE    ALMIGHTY'S    FORCE    OF 

CHARACTER!!!" — but  no — we  leave 
all  this  entirely  without  comment. 
If  other  people  can  read  such  things 
without  painful  feelings,  we  certain- 
ly cannot.  If  such  speculations  are 
the  proper  materials  for  addresses  to 
Christian  congregations,  assembled 
chiefly  (which  your  thundering  popu- 
lar pulpit  orators  are  so  very  apt  to 
forget)  for  the  purpose  of  worship' 
ping  their  Maker.,  we  are  entirely  mis- 
taken in  all  our  views  as  to  these  mat- 
ters. We  have  no  doubt,  a  parcel  of 
servant  girls  and  apprentices  may  prick 
up  their  ears  when  they  hear  such  un- 
wonted topics  started,  and  go  home 
with  great  satisfaction,  after  hearing  a 
few  paragraphs  exploded  about  themes, 
the  proper  discussion  of  which  is  not 
much  farther  beyond  their  own  un- 
derstanding than  that  of  their  oracle — 
we  willingly  believe  that  all  this  may 
be  so  ;  but  we  do  not  believe,  that  such 
a  choice  of  themes,  far  less  such  a 
method  of  treating  them,  is  at  all 
adapted  for  conciliating  the  favour  of 
"  the  more  learned/'  or  even  of  "  the 
more  imaginative  classes."  Fine  ladies 
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and  gentlemen  will  do  much  for  the 
sake  of  a  stare.  They  will  take  their 
stare  and  have  done.  We  venture  to 
prophesy  that  we  shall  hear  very  little 
of  Hatton-Garden  Chapel  after  the 
long  vacation. 

We  have  said  these  things  in  no 
spirit  of  unkindness  towards  Mr  Ir- 
ving. He  is  young — and  he  is  clever 
— and  he  may  change  his  plan,  and  do 
far  better  things  hereafter.  We  sin- 
cerely hope  it  may  be  so.  But  we 
must  hint  in  conclusion,  that  if,  in- 
stead of  giving  advice  as  to  the  choice 
and  management  of  subjects  in  the 
composition  of  sermons,  to  such  a  di- 
vine as  Mr  Gordon  of  Edinburgh, 
(which  he  so  coolly  does  in  the  dedi- 
cation of  his  argument  to  that  clergy- 
man,) he  himself  would  condescend  to 
imitate  a  little  of  that  modesty  for 
which  Mr  Gordon,  in  the  midst  of  real 
learning  and  real  eloquence,  is  so  ho- 
nourably distinguished,  it  might  be 
much  better  for  his  own  congregation, 
to  say  nothing  of  4iis  own  character. 
Mr  Gordon  is  a  man  of  profound  at- 
tainments in  the  exact  sciences — but 
his  habits  of  close  reasoning  are  not 
found  to  impair  the  flow  of  his  Chris- 
tian zeal.  He  is  naturally  an  orator — 
a  true  orator — and  yet  his  feeling  of 
the  vastness  and  mysteriousness  of 
the  arcana  of  Theology,  makes  him 
well  content  to  keep  his  oratory  for 
man,  and  the  doings  of  man.  Such 
an  example  might  be  held  in  view 
sometimes,  with  great  advantage,  by 
Dr  Chalmers  himself— but  to  see  this 
raw  and  affected  imitator  of  the  Chal- 
merian  vein,  so  entirely  overlooking 
that  example — nay,  to  see  him  capable 
of  the  unheard-of  audacity  of  giving  ad- 
vice to  the  eminent  person  who  sets  it 
— this  is  really  almost  enough  to  make 
one  shut  Mr  Irving's  book  for  ever, 
with  feelings  less  benign  than  we 
should  wish  to  entertain  towards  any 
man  who  we  are  bound  to  believe 
means  well,  however  mistaken  the  cast 
of  his  exertions  may  be. 

We  have  a  very  few  words  to  say 
in  rather  a  lighter  strain,  ere  we  close 
this  article — but  we  hope  Mr  Irving 
will  not  fall  into  the  error  of  suppo- 
sing that  we  have  not  been  very  seri- 
ous, merely  because  he  finds  us  dis- 
missing him  in  the  end  not  with  a 
frown,  but  with  a  smile. 

To  come  to  the  matter  at  once, 
then,  the  most  novel  thing  of  which 
this  book  of  sermons  can  boast,  is,  af- 
ter all,  a  thing  not  worthy  of  being 
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treated  in  a  very  serious  tone.  It  is 
neither  more  nor  less  than  the  occa- 
sional admixture  of  remarks  upon  li- 
terary subjects,  and  particularly  the 
literature  of  our  own  day.  Our  preach- 
er, for  example,  several  times  apostro- 
phizes Lord  Byron,  as  "  Woe-begone, 
fallen  man,"  &c.  &c.  &c.,  and  calls 
him  and  Moore  "  Priests  of  the  Cy- 
prian Goddess,"  (rather  a  queer  sort 
of  allusion,  by  the  way,  from  a  Chris- 
tian preacher,) — and  we  doubt  not  all 
this,  however  trite  it  would  have  ap- 
peared in  a  weekly  paper,  or  monthly 
magazine,  might  be  amusing  from  the 
Hatton-Garden  pulpit.  We  have  also 
a  formal  eulogy  of  two  pages  upon 
Wordsworth,  for  which,  no  doubt,  the 
author  of  the  Excursion  will  be  ex- 
ceedingly grateful  to  the  author  of  so 
many  Orations  and  Arguments.  But 
one  passage  there  is  which  we  cannot 
think  of  not  quoting.  The  orator  has 
been  lamenting  over  the  fact,  that  the 
English  nation  possesses  no  great  poem 
upon  the  subject  of  the  Day  of  Judg- 
ment, (a  subject,  by  the  way,  which  we 
hope  no  man  more  a  poet  than  Mr  Ir- 
ving himself,  will  ever  be  so  rash  as 
to  meddle  with,)  and  then  he  breaks 
out  into  the  following  paragraph  : 

"  Instead  of  which  mighty  fruit  of  ge- 
nius, this  age  (Oh,  shocking  !)  hath  pro- 
duced out  of  this  theme  two  most  nauseous 
and  unformed  abortions,  vile,  unprincipled, 
and  unmeaning — the  one  a  brazen-faced 
piece  of  political  cant,  the  other  an  aban- 
doned parody  of  solemn  judgment.  Of 
which  visionaries,  I  know  not  whether  the 
self-confident  tone  of  the  one,  or  the  ill- 
placed  merriment  of  the  other ^dispkasei/i 
ME  the  more.  It  is  ignoble  afid  impious 
to  rob  the  sublimest  of  subjects  of  all  its 
grandeur  and  effect,  in  order  to  serve 
wretched  interests  and  vulgar  passions.  / 
have  no  sympathy  with  such  -wretched  stuff, 
and  I  despise  the  age  which  hath.  The 
men  are  limited  in  their  faculties,  for  they, 
both  of  them,  want  the  greatest  of  all  fa- 
culties— to  know  the  living  God  and  stand 
in  awe  of  his  mighty  power ;  with  the  one, 
ttasphemy  is  virtue  when  it  makes  for 
loyalty  ;  with  the  other,  blasphemy  is  the 
food  and  spice  of  jest-malting.  BARKEN 
SOULS  !_and  is  the  land  of  Shakspeare 
and  Spenser  and  Milton  come  to  this  !  that 
it  can  procreate  nothing  but  such  profane 
spawn,  and  is  content  to  exalt  such  blots 
and  blemishes  of  manhood  into  ornaments 
of  the  age  ?  PUNY  AGE  !  when  religion 
and  virtue  and  manly  freedom  have  ceased 
from  the  character  of  those  it  accounted! 
noble  But  I  thank  God,  who  hath  given 
us  a  refuge  in  the  great  spirits  of  a  former 
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age,  who  will  yet  wrest  the  sceptre  from 
these  mongrel  Englishmen ;  from  whose 
impieties  we  can  betake  ourselves  to  the 
'  Advent  to  Judgment,'  of  Taylor ;  the 
'  Four  Last  Things,'  of  Bates  ;  the '  Bless- 
edness of  the  Righteous,'  of  Howe ;  and 
the  '  Saint's  Rest,'  of  Baxter;  books  which 
breathe  of  the  reverend  spirit  of  the  olden 
time.  God  send  to  the  others  repentance, 
or  else  blast  the  powers  they  have  abused  so 
terribly ;  for  if  they  repent  not,  they  shall 
harp  another  strain  at  that  scene  they  have 
sought  to  vulgarize.  The  men  have  seat- 
ed themselves  in  his  throne  of  judgment, 
to  vent  from  thence  doggrel  spleen  and  in- 
sipid flattery  ,•  the  impious  men  have  no 
more  ado  with  the  holy  seat  than  the 
obscene  owl  hath,  to  nestls  and  bring  forth 
in  the  Ark  ofihe  Covenant,  ivhich  the  wings 
of  the  cherubim  of  glory  did  overshadow." 

Now,  really  the  worthy  Laureate 
meets  with  very  scanty  charity  here 
from  thisgreatpreacher  to  the  imagina- 
tive classes.  We  grant  that  his  hexame- 
ters are  lame,  and  that  the  whole  af- 
fair is  wretched  as  a  poem,  although 
it  certainly  does  contain  some  passages 
which  it  would  be  well  for  Mr  Ir- 
ving's hearers,  if  Mr  Irving  could  ap- 
proach within  a  hundred  miles  of,  in 
his  moments  of  happiest  inspiration. 
But  to  call  such  a  man  and  such  a  poet 
"  vile,"  "  unprincipled,"  f<  profane," 
"  blasphemous,"  u  mongrel,"  "  impi- 
ous," &c.  and  to  threaten  him  with 
harping  in  hell,  on  account  of  his  "  Vi- 
sion of  Judgment" — Why,  really,  we 
cannot  read  this  without  echoing  the 
meek-souled  Mr  Edward  Irving's  own 
ejaculation,  "  Oh!  shocking!" 

To  be  serious  once  more — and  just 
for  a  moment — Mr  Edward  Irving, 
when  he  mentions,  in  or  out  of  his 
pulpit,  such  a  person  as  Mr  Southey, 
might  really  do  well  to  remember  what 
Southey  is,  and  what  Irving  is.  What 
are  the  ideas  suggested  by  the  mere 
names  of  the  two  men  ?  Grant  that 
we  may  be  allowed  to  consider  The 
Vision  of  Judgment  as  an  indifferent 
poem — Well — Paradise  Regained  is,  as 
a  whole,  an  indifferent  poem — some  of 
Shakespeare's  plays  are  indifferent—*- 
many  of  Wordsworth's  poems,  many 
of  Scott's  poems,  many  of  Byron's 
poems,  are,  compared  with  their  best 
efforts,  indifferent — But  are  these  men 
the  less  Milton,  Shakespeare,  Words- 
worth, Scott,  Byron,  Southey,  because 
they  have  written  some  indifferent 
poems  ?  The  question  is  not,  whether 
such  a  man  as  Southey  has  written  one 
indifferent  book,  but  whether  he  has 
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not  written  many  admirable  books- 
hooks  which  belong  to  the  classical  lite- 
rature of  England — books  which  bear 
the  impress  of  original  and  masterly 
genius — books  which  live,  and  which 
cannot  die  ?  This  is  the  tru6  ques- 
tion ;  and  it  being  answered  in  the  af- 
firmative, as  it  must  be  by  every  man 
who  knows  anything  whatever  about 
onr  literature  ami  our  poetry — by  every 
man  who  has  ever  had  head  enough 
and  heart  enough  to  understand  a  single 
page  of  such  works  as  Thalaba,  that 
exquisite  etherial  romance— or  the  life 
of  Nelson,  that  specimen  of  chaste  and 
nervous  biography — that  gem  of  Eng- 
lish patriotism — or  the  sublime  poem 
of  Roderick — in  a  word,  by  every  man 
who  knows  anything  at  all  about  what 
Mr  Southey  has  done — This  being  an- 
swered in  the  affirmative,  and  it  being 
moreover  remembered,  that  Mr  Sou- 
they is  not  only  one  of  the  very  first 
order  of  living  scholars  and  authors  in 
England — indisputably  so — but  that 
he  is  also,  "  his  enemies  themselves 
being  judges,"  a  man  who  has  through 
a  life,  not  now  a  short  one,  discharged 
every  social  and  moral  duty  of  an  Eng- 
lish GENTLEMAN,  with  uniform  and 
exemplary  propriety — All  this  being 
kept  in  mind — and  it  being  also  kept 
in  mind,  that  Mr  Edward  Irving  is  a 
young,  raw  Scotch  dominie,  who  pro- 
bably never  sat  in  the  same  parlour  for 
five  minutes  with  any  man  worthy  of 
tying  the  latchets  of  Mr  Southey 's 
shoes — a  person  who  has  done  nothing 
as  yet,  and  who  very  probably  never 
will  do  anything,  that  can  entitle  him 
to  any  place  at  all  in  the  higher  ranks 
of  intellect — a  vain  green  youth,  drunk 
with  the  joy  of  a  novel,  and,  in  all 
likelihood,  a  very  transitory  notoriety 
— All  these  things,  we  say,  being  calm- 
ly had  in  mind,  and  this  precious  pa- 
ragraph read  over  again,  we  really  do 
not  hesitate  to  say,  that  we  cannot  con- 
ceive of  there  being  more  than  one  opi- 
nion as  to  who  is  the  most  dauntlessly 
and  despicably  arrogant  person  now  li- 
ving in  England.  We  confess  that  such 
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a  measure  of  self-conceit  and  self-ig- 
norance— such  a  total  negation  of  dif- 
fidence and  of  delicacy,  to  say  no  in  ore 
about  the  matter,  inspires  ns  with 
many  doubts  as  to  Mr  Irvinp; — doubts 
of  rather  a  more  serious  nature  than 
we  are  at  present  disposed  to  enlarge 
upon. 

Such  are  our  serious  feelings  in  re- 
gard to  this  base  outrage  upon  the  de- 
corum of  the  pulpit,  and  the  rights  of 
genius  and  virtue.  Nevertheless,  ta- 
king a  lower,  and  perhaps  a  move  suit- 
able view  of  this  Mr  Irving's  case,  and 
considering  him  merely  as  a  young  ad- 
venturer, who  wants  to  make  a  noise, 
we  certainly  do  not  advise  him  to  de- 
sist from  seasoning  his  discourses  with 
literary  allusions  and  personalities.  He 
may  depend  upon  it,  that  the  more  per- 
sonal his  allusions  are,  the  more  allu- 
ring and  delectable  will  they  be  found 
by  "  the  more  learned,  imaginative, 
and  accomplished  classes ;"  and  he  is 
probably  sufficiently  aware  already, 
that  there  is  no  vehicle  in  which  they 
may  be  more  safely  and  conveniently 
conveyed  to  such  classes,  than  the  Ser- 
mon—we beg  pardon — the  Oration. 
Why  not  review  Don  Juan  in  that 
form  ?  We  venture  to  promise  a  crowd- 
ed auditory  of  both  Whigs  and  To- 
ries, matrons  and  maids,  the  day  for 
which  that  Oration  is  announced.  Let 
the  cleric  read  the  extracts,  if  Mr  Ir- 
ving feels  fatigued.  He  really  has  had 
the  merit  of  hitting  upon  one  good 
new  idea ;  and  by  all  means  let  him 
make  the  most  of  it.  And,  by  the 
way,  since  he  has  laid  aside  altogether 
the  name  of  sermon,  why  keep  up  the 
farce  of  sticking  texts  from  the  Bible 
to  the  beginning  of  his  productions  ? 
It  would  be  well,  we  think,  to  try  the 
effect  of  a  neat  little  text  from  some 
popular  work  of  the  day. — "  In  the 
Book  of  Blackwood,  in  volume  the 
,  page  the ,  column  the  se- 
cond, and  there  the  first  paragraph, 
you  will  find  it  written/'  &e.  Thin 
would  certainly  produce  a  sensation 
among  the  more  imaginative  classes. 
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A  VISIT  TO  SPAIN  IN   1822  ANJD   1823.  : 


THIS  is  a  tnanly  and  intelligent  ac- 
count of  the  remarkable  proceedings 
which  drew  the  general  eye  on  Madrid 
and  the  South  of  Spain  during  the  lat- 
ter part  of  1 822;  and  the  commence- 
ment of  1823.  The  Journal  occupies 
only  seven  months,  but  those  were  seven 
months  of  revolutionary  and  royalist 
agitation — perhaps  the  most  stirring 
political  period  that  had  happened  to 
Spain  since  the  suppression  of  the 
Cortes  by  Charles  the  Fifth.  The  agi- 
tation of  the  Peninsular  war  bore  the 
character  of  the  time ;  it  was  warlike, 
a  great  swell  and  heave  of  popular  in- 
dignation against  a  national  enemy — a 
noble  and  vindicatory  revolt  of  human 
nature  against  a  fraudulent,  insulting, 
and  homicidal  tyranny.  The  pressure 
of  this  supreme  hatred  and  abhorrence 
crushed  all  the  little  local  influences 
for  the  time ; — a  great  combat  was  to 
be  fought,  from  whose  muster  nothing 
could  be  spared  for  petty  passions  and 
individual  objects  ;  and  in  the  vigour 
of  this  universal  feeling,  as  in  the  con- 
fidence and  leading  of  a  sign  from 
Heaven,  Spain  conquered. 

But  the  fall  of  Napoleon  was  to  Spain 
what  the  ruin  of  Carthage  was  to  Home. 
In  the  loss  of  that  salutary  terror,  it 
lost  the  great  teacher  of  those  virtues 
which  are  the  food  and  spirit  of  na- 
tional eminence,  and,  in  their  own  good 
season,  of  solid,  prosperous  tranquilli- 
ty. They  thought  their  task  was  end- 
ed, when  it  was  scarcely  more  than  be- 
gun. The  expulsion  of  the  French 
should  have  been  hailed,  not  as  the 
signal  of  rest,  but  of  labour  unincum- 
bered,  free  to  choose  its  ground,  and 
putting  its  hand  to  the  plough  with 
the  nerve  of  recent  success.  A  consti- 
tution, founded  on  the  ancient  forms 
of  the  country,  with  whatever  of  utili- 
ty and  civilized  fitness  there  was  to  be 
found  in  the  wisdom  of  modern  times, 
ought  to  have  been  the  first  and  the 
holiest  work  of  the  noblest  minds  of 
Spain.  Whatever  spoils  of  battle  they 


might  have  borne  to  their  temple  of 
victory,  this  work  of  peace  would  have 
outshone  them  all.  The  most  glorious 
record  of  their  triumph  would  have 
been  a  charter,  securing  liberty  to  all 
ranks  of  the  generous  population  of 
Spain. 

The  return  of  Ferdinand  extinguish- 
ed the  Cortes — a  feeble,  ignorant,  and 
corrupt  cabal,  who  degraded  the  name 
of  patriots  and  of  statesmen.  The  po- 
pulace, disgusted  with  faction,  huzzaed 
after  the  King's  wheels,  as  he  drove 
over  the  mutilated  body  of  this  char- 
latanism. No  man  in  Spain  was  found 
public-spirited  enough  to  demand  free- 
dom for  the  nation,  or  wise  enough  to 
propose  a  rational  scheme  of  freedom. 
Thus  the  great  chance  was  cast  away. 
A  prejudiced  King  on  the  one  side,  an 
unadvised  people  on  the  other — the 
throne  without  a  heart,  and  the  people 
without  a  head — all  the  elements  were 
prepared  that  wreck  nations.  To  minds 
looking  on  those  things  from  that  dis- 
tance of  place  and  feeling,  which  al- 
lows of  the  truest  political  view,  Spain 
was  on  the  verge  of  convulsion. 

The  revolt  of  the  troops  decided  the 
question,  and  those  military  legislators 
virtually  made  a  cypher  of  the  crown. 
But,  once  again,  the  apathy  of  the  na- 
tional character  became  the  national 
safeguard.  The  army  conquered  the 
King,  and  then  rested  on  its  arms.  A 
knot  of  city  politicians,  refugees,  and 
mendicants,  took  up  the  game,  when 
the  men  of  the  pluine  and  the  bayonet 
had  fallen  asleep  beside  the  board. 
The  terrors  of  a  military  struggle  sub- 
sided into  the  squabbles  of  the  gown  ; 
and  Spain,  by  nature  and  habit  the 
enemy  of  France  and  Republicanism, 
saw  itself  governed  under  the  name  of 
national  freedom  by  the  code  of  a  Pa- 
risian Democracy. 

Our  first  curiosity  is  of  course  ex- 
cited, like  that  of  the  writer,  to  see  the 
forms  of  this  strange  legislation. 

"  One  of  the  first  places  to  which  1  beut 
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my  steps  was  the  Hall  of  the  Cortes.  It 
is  of  an  oval  form,  and  has  very  much  of 
a  scenic  appearance.  The  throne  is  at  one 
extremity.  It  consists  of  a  chair  of  state, 
supported  by  two  bronze  gilt  lions ;  the 
back  is  composed  of  standards,  made  in  the 
form  of  the  Roman  fasces.  On  the  top  is 
placed  a  Baronial  helmet,  adorned  with  a 
large  ostrich  feather,  which  droops  over 
the  seat.  Above  the  chair  is  the  inscrip- 
tion, "  Fernando  VII.  Padre  de  la  pa- 
tria."  On  each  side  of  the  chair  are  Gary, 
atides,  the  one  representing  South  Ameri- 
ca, the  other  the  Peninsula,  which  support 
a  square  canopy,  &c.  The  throne  is  ele- 
vated upon  a  platform.  One  step  below 
this  there  is  another  platform,  on  which 
stands  an  oblong  table,  for  the  President 
and  six  Secretaries  of  the  Cortes.  The  Pre- 
sident sits  with  his  back  to  the  throne,  the 
Secretaries  occupy  the  sides  of  the  table. 
At  the  end  opposite  to  the  President  stands 
a  silver  crucifix.  A  small  silver  bell  is 
placed  at  his  right  hand,  which  he  rings 
when  he  feels  it  necessary  to  call  any  of  the 
members  to  order.  Copies  of  the  Evange- 
lists, the!Constitution,  the  Decrees  of  Cortes, 
and  books  of  authority,  are  arranged  upon 
the  lower  end  of  the  table,"  &c. 

"  There  are  twenty- two  benches  for 
the  deputies,  arranged  in  equal  numbers 
at  each  side  of  the  hall,  cushioned  and 
covered  with  purple  velvet.  The  floor  is 
carpetted,  and  mats  are  placed  for  the 
feet.  A  considerable  segment  of  the  oval 
is  railed  off  for  the  bar,  the  floor  of  which 
is  covered  with  green  baize.  In  the  cen- 
tre are  two  marble  pedestals,  which  sup- 
port two  large  and  beautiful  bronze  lions 
couched.  Those  grasp  in  their  fore-claw, 
a  thick  gilt  rod,  which  is  removed  when 
the  King  goes  to  Cortes,  but  on  no  other 
occasion.  Below  the  bar  are  a  lofty  pair 
of  folding  doors,  through  which  his  Ma- 
jesty, the  royal  family,  and  the  officers  of 
state  enter.  During  the  sittings,  those 
gates  are  guarded  on  the  inside  by  two 
sentinels,  dressed  in  silk  and  gold-lace, 
hats  and  drooping  feathers,  in  the  style 
of  the  ancient  Spanish  costume.  They 
hold  gilt  maces  in  their  hands,  and  are 
relieved  every  hour ;  they  look  more  like 
a  pair  of  stage  mutes  than  the  officers  of 
a  senate.  The  hall  is  hung  with  six  large 
lustres,  whose  tin  sconces  mar  the  ele- 
gance of  the  glass  manufacture.  Imme- 
diately before  the  throne  are  four  bronze 
figures,  sustaining  sockets  for  wax-lights. 
There  are  also  several  side  lustres ;  they 
are  seldom  used,  as  the  Cortes  rarely  sit 
at  night. 

"  The  decorations  consist  principally 
of  a  number  of  casts  from  statues,  which 
•in-  well  executed.  Two,  representing 
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Genius  and  Honour,  stand  at  the  sides  of 
the  throne,  and  four — the  cardinal  vir- 
tues— are  placed,  two  at  each  side,  lower 
down.  There  are  affixed  to  the  wall  se- 
veral marble  slabs,  on  which  are  written, 
in  letters  of  gold,  the  names  of  Alvarez, 
D.  Felix  Acevedo,  D.  Luis  Daois,  Dl 
Pedro  Velardo,  D.  Juan  Diez  Porlier, 
D.  Luis  Lacy,  and  D.  Mariano  Alvarez, 
men  who  have  distinguished  themselves 
by  their  exertions  for  liberty.  On  the 
front  of  the  lower  gallery  the  third  ar- 
ticle of  the  Constitution  is  inscribed  : — 

"  The  sovereignty  resides  essentially  in 
the  nation,  and  therefore  to  it  belongs  ex- 
clusively the  right  of  making  its  fundamen- 
tal laws." 

Spectators  are  not  admitted  below 
the  bar.,  nor  into  the  space  appropriated 
to  the  Deputies ;  but  they  are  amply 
provided  for  in  two  large  galleries,  one 
over  the  other,  which  are  at  the  lower 
extremity  of  the  hall,  opposite  to  the 
throne.  On  the  right  of  the  throne, 
half  way  between  the  floor  and  the 
ceiling,  there  is  a  tribune  for  the  am- 
bassadors, opposite  to  which  is  a  simi- 
lar recess  for  the  use  of  the  officers  of 
the  guard  attendant  on  the  Cortes.  In 
the  central  part  of  the  hall,  nearly  on 
a  level  with  the  floor,  is  a  tribune  for 
the  ex-Deputies,  into  which  the  De- 
puties have  the  privilege  of  introdu- 
cing their  friends.  A  similar  tribune, 
opposite  to  this,  is  occupied  by  the 
short-hand  writers  to  the  Cortes.  It  is 
the  duty  of  those  gentlemen  to  take 
down  every  word  that  is  spoken,  both 
in  the  public  and  the  private  meetings. 

All  this  apparatus  is  now,  we  take 
it  for  granted,  abandoned  to  the  use  of 
the  moths,  and  other  Spanish  devasta- 
tors of  cloth  and  velvet.  But  as  Spain 
will  have,  in  some  way  or  other,  a  re- 
presentative body,  let  the  war  turn  as 
it  may,  this  description  holds  good  for 
the  next  meeting  of  the  King  and  the 
Cortes.  Those  who  have  heard  of  the 
perpetual  sittings  of  the  British  House 
of  Commons  will  be  inclined  to  think 
that  the  Spaniards  "  have  their  mo- 
ther's spirit  in  them  still,"  and  will  be 
but  lazy  politicians  to  the  last. 

"  The  Cortes  begin  their  debates  usually 
at  half-past  eleven  in  the  forenoon,  and, 
unless  some  very  important  subject  occu- 
pies them,  they  seldom  sit  beyond  three 
o'clock.  The  Deputies  rise  and  speak  from 
their  places,  and  generally  without  the  aid 
of  notes.  There  is  a  handsome  rostrum  on 
each  side  of  the  chair,  but  those  are  resort. 
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ed  to  only  when  a  member  has  to  submit  a 
proposition  to  the  Cortes,  when  any  of  the 
Secretaries  has  to  make  a  communication,  or 
when  official  documents  are  to  be  read.  The 
Constitution  provides,  that  ministers  shall 
not  have  seats  in  the  Cortes  ;  but  this  body 
is  authorised  to  demand  the  presence  of  any 
member  of  the  cabinet,  or  of  all  the  mem- 
bers, as  often  as  they  think  expedient. 
When  a  question  is  put  to  the  vote,  those 
who  are  for  the  affirmative  stand  up  in 
their  places  ;  those  against  it  remain  sitting. 
During  a  division,  strangers  are  not  exclu- 
ded. When  the  question  is  one  of  great 
importance,  the  names  of  the  members  vo- 
ting are  taken  down." 

We  now  come  to  that  which  is  less 
permanent  than  benches  and  curtains, 
and  which,  unlike  them,  will  probably 
never  share  the  revival  of  easy  debates, 
and  the  presence  of  majesty  ;— the  re- 
putations and  offices  of  the  Liberal 
ministry.  The  writer  speaks  like  anim- 
partialist ;  and  his  opportunities  seem 
to  have  allowed  him  a  sufficient  know- 
ledge of  the  men  and  things  that  turn- 
ed the  helm  of  Spain.  In  the  rapid  al- 
ternations of  democracy,  the  chief  point 
of  address  is  to  "  catch  the  Cynthia  of 
the  minute."  The  lords  of  the  ascend- 
ant this  hour  are  below  the  horizon  the 
next — some  never  to  rise  again.  We 
have  here  the  portraiture  of  the  cabi- 
net for  November. 

"  The  ministry  of  Martinez  de  la  Rosa 
having  lost  its  moral  influence  in  the  coun- 
try, in  consequence  of  a  general,  though 
perhaps  unjust  suspicion,  that  they  favour- 
ed the  meeting  of  the  Royal  Guard  on  the 
7th  of  July,  1822,  a  new  ministry  was 
formed,  composed  of  men  marked  out  for 
their  determined  zeal  in  support  of  the  con- 
stitution. At  the  head  of  the  new  ministry 
is  Evaristo  San  Miguel.  He  was  chief  of 
the  staff  in  the  army  of  the  Isla,  and  per- 
formed his  duties  in  a  blameless  manner. 
After  this,  he  became  one  of  the  principal 
members  of  the  party  of  freemasons,  to 
which  he  owes  his  elevation." 

This  minister  is  described  in  rather 
unpromising  colours,  as  irritable  and 
impatient  of  censure  ;  a  proof  that  he 
would  not  answer  for  an  English  trea- 
sury bench  ;  as  partial  in  his  distribu- 
tion of  patronage,  and  as  unproductive 
of  manly  and  original  measures.  One 
of  the  most  curious  traits  of  modern 
revolution  is,  its  connexion  with  pub- 
lic journals.  All  the  French  dema- 
gogues were,  in  some  mode  or  other, 
allied  to  the  press,  some  of  the  chief 
were  actually  editors.  Spain,  in  her 
remoteness,  has  learned  this  suspicious 
step  to  public  honours,  and  a  consider- 
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able  number  of  her  more  active  dis- 
turbers have  dipped  their  pens  in  edi- 
torial ink,  as  a  preparative  for  the  dic- 
tatorship, and  other  absurdities  of  de- 
mocracy. San  Miguel,  soldier  as  he 
was,  found  it  expedient  to  advance  to, 
supremacy  by  the  ordinary  way  of  the 
Brissots  and  Marats.  He  was  one  of 
the  editors  of  the  journal  called  the 
Espectador  immediately  before  his  ele- 
vation to  office ;  and  unless  the  Due 
d'Angoukme  has  prohibited  him  the 
exercise  of  his  ingenuity,  he  is  pro- 
bably, at  this  moment,  translating  Be- 
renger  or  Voltaire  for  the  future  hopes 
of  Spain  and  freedom. 

Lopez  Banos,  a  name  unmusical  to 
Sir  Robert  Wilson's  ears,  was  the  mi- 
nister of  war,  a  soldier,  and  rather 
suspected,  from  his  tardy  junction  with 
the  insurrection  of  the  Isla. 

Gasco,  the  Minister  of  the  Interior, 
an  intelligent,  manly  personage.  He 
was  an  advocate,  and  obscure.  Revo- 
lution is  tempting  to  men  of  this  class 
and  fortune.  He  is  a  Liberal,  and  yet 
considered  as  not  quite  liberal  enough. 
This  is  probably  since  he  has  felt  the 
comforts  of  place.  In  power  every  man 
is  an  aristocrat.  Gasco  is  looked  on  as 
not  "  up  to  the  age." 

Navarro,  the  Minister  of  Justice, 
is  "  the  declared  enemy  of  the  usurp- 
ations" of  the  court  of  Rome.  He  is 
well  versed  in  the  canon  law,  and 
"  more  of  a  logician  than  a  states- 
man ;"  characters  so  seldom  joined, 
that  we  feel  no  great  surprise  at  the 
writer's  deeming  them  nearly  incom- 
patible. 

The  panegyric  of  the  Finance  Mi- 
nister, Egea,  is  pronounced  briefly, 
but  conclusively.  "  He  considers  the 
modern  science  of  political  economy  as 
a  mere  farce."  Tell  not  this  in  the  land 
of  the  Edinburgh  Review.  The  Spa- 
niard must  be  a  man  of  sense. 

The  ministry  of  Martinez  de  la 
Rosa  and  his  party  were  aristocrati- 
cal.  They  were  called  the  Anilleros, 
the  ring-wearers,  like  the  ancient 
Equites,  and  numbered  many  of  the 
higher  noblesse.  Among  their  lazy 
dreams  of  renovation,  was  a  Chamber 
of  Peers.  But  they  were,  on  the  7th 
of  July,  turned  out  by  men  less  asleep, 
and  on  their  pillows  rose  the  Commu-i 
neros,  the  friends  of  the  sovereignty  of 
the  people ;  a  willing,  yet  somnolent 
copy  of  the  Parisian  party  of  the  Sec- 
tions. Ballaster.os,  Romera  Alpuente, 
and  other  nameless  patriots,  were  its 
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leaders.  The  Freemasons,  headed  by 
Arguelles,  Galiano,  Isturiz,  &c.  were 
the  original  conspirators,  and,  by  the 
help  of  the  military,  they  were  mas- 
ters of  the  throne  and  the  people  for 
their  -day. 

This  is  all  a  curious  counterpart  of 
the  French  Revolution.  The  same  sel- 
ftehness,  the  same  light  and  ready 
usurpation  of  hollow  patriotism,  the 
same  division  of  the  spoil ;  the  pic- 
ture is  still  more  curious,  from  its  qua- 
lified and  Spanish  hue.  The  canvass, 
that  in  France  was  painted  with  flame 
and  blood,  is  pale  and  watery  in  Spain. 
Revolution  in  France  was  a  volcano  in 
full  eruption ;  in  Spain  the  volcano  is 
eold ;  the  whole  preparation  and  con- 
formation of  ruin  is  before  the  eye, 
but  it  is  overlaid  with  ashes.  There 
are  few  more  convincing  instances  of 
the  folly  of  reasoning  from  similar  cau- 
ses to  similar  effects  in  politics.  The 
men  of  the  Convention  plunged  into 
the  temptation  at  once,  and  rebelled 
in  the  spirit  and  malignity  of  Satan. 
Their  later  followers  gave  way,  in  the 
rashness  of  the  human  appetite  for 
power,  but  they  could  not  altogether 
divest  themselves  of  human  nature. 
Their  overthrow  of  the  throne  was  the 
most  bloodless  of  all  rebellions.  Men 
have  been  slain  in  battle,  but  the  scaf- 
fold has  been  scarcely  trodden ; — in  the 
midst  of  a  fierce  and  haughty  conflict 
of  new  passions,  the  -civil  sword  has 
been  but  half-drawn  ;  and  the  consti- 
tution,  mad  and  fruitless  as  it  is,  has 
been  almost  without  the  stain  of  Spa- 
nish gore. 

The  suppression  of  the  convents  is 
touched  on  by  the  writer  with  good 
sense  and  feeling.  After  observing  on 
the  rashness  of  the  measure,  and  its 
consequent  unproductiveness,  he  al- 
ludes to  one  of  those  instances,  which 
must  not  have  been  unfrequent  in  a 
lonely  and  pastoral  country  like  Spain. 

"  The  convent  of  the  Hattuccas  was  si- 
tuuted  in  a  wild,  mountainous  country, 
where  the  population  is  scattered  in  little 
hamlets.  The  people  seem,  from  the  sim- 
plicity and  innocence  of  their  manners,  to 
belong  to  the  primitive  ages  of  the  world. 
Few  of  them  have  ever  gone  beyond  the 
precincts  of  their  peculiar  territory  ;  their 
days  pass  away  in  pastoral  occupations, 
and  their  evenings  are  usually  closed  by 
works  of  piety,  intermingled  occasionally 
with  such  enjoyments  as  they  can  derive 
from  a  rude  knowledge  of  the  tambour  and 
the  guitar.  The  convent  was  their  prin- 
cipal Mnim:  of  religiou.s  information,  of 


A  Visit  to  Spain  in  1822  and  1823. 


spiritual  assistance,  and  of  medicinal  re- 
lief. It  was  occupied  by  fifteen  monks, 
who,  it  was  asserted,  and  the  assertion  was 
not  contradicted,  spent  their  whole  time  in 
religious  exercises  and  works  of  practical 
virtue,  never  hesitating,  at  any  hour  of  the 
night,  to  traverse  the  coldest  mountains, 
to  administer  the  consolation  of  their  sa- 
cred functions.  They  never  evinced  a  dis- 
position  to  mingle  in  the  civil  war  which 
afflicted  the  country  ;  the  ruggedness  of 
the  territory  in  which  the  convent  was 
placed,  was  a  security  that  it  could  never 
be  fixed  on  as  an  asylum  for  arms  and 
provisions  of  the  factious.  The  locality  of 
the  establishment,  the  thousand  recollec- 
tions by  which  it  was  endeared  to  the  sim- 
ple around  it,  and  its  acknowledged  utility 
in  such  a  situation,  were,  however,  plead- 
ed in  vaih  for  its  continuance.  It  was  sub- 
jected to  the  rigid  law  of  suppression.  It 
was  the  first  public  calamity  which  the  peo- 
ple of  the  Battuecas  experienced.  It  was 
not  doubted  that  they  would,  one  and  all, 
resent  it,  as  a  wanton  act  of  hostility  ou 
the  part  of  the  government." 

In  this  excursive  manner  the  writer 
passes  through  the  principal  points 
that  make  the  charge  against  the  de- 
mocratic sovereigns  of  Spain.  Violence 
against  the  weak,  timidity  and  tardi- 
ness against  the  strong,  a  determina- 
tion to  overthrow  things  venerable  and 
dear  to  the  national  feeling,  a  rash 
passion  for  useless  novelty  in  legisla- 
tion ;  their  law  caprice  ;  their  finance 
bankruptcy,  and  their  war  non-re- 
sistance, confusion,  and  perpetual  re- 
treat— the  Spanish  Jacobins  shewed 
themselves  incompetent  to  everything 
that  the  world  had  been  taught  to  ex- 
pect from  the  firmness  and  dignity  of 
the  native  mind.  The  rebellious  cup 
that  had  made  France  mad,  had  only 
made  them  drunk.  Their  revolt  was 
a  parody  upon  the  French  Revolu- 
tion. 

The  public  reading  of  the  celebrated 
notes  of  the  allies  gives  room  for  some 
striking  sketches  of  Spanish  delibera- 
tion. 

"  The  government,  having  taken  some 
days  to  consider  the  foreign  dispatches, 
which  had  been  communicated  to  it,  and  of 
the  answers  proper  to  be  returned  to  them, 
resolved  on  laying  the  whole  of  the  docu- 
ments before  the  Cortes,  in  a  solemn  pub- 
lic sitting.  This  was  not  one  of  those 
points  which  necessarily  required  the  cog- 
nizance of  the  Cortes  ;  but  the  ministers 
believed  they  should  be  wanting  to  those 
sentiments  which  united  them  with  the  (Jon- 
gress,  if  they  did  nut  place  tilt-  mutter  be- 
fore them.  Ik-sideci,  the  government  of 
France  had  taken  care  to  publish  th«-  m 
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structions  which  it  had  transmitted  to  the 
Count  La  Garde,  and  the  government  of 
Spain  thought  they  could  do  no  less  than 
follow  its  example.  It  was  not  generally 
known  that  these  important  documents 
would  he  read  to  the  Cortes  ;  and  in  con- 
sequence the  public  galleries  were  not 
crowded,  though  rather  well  attended.  Sir 
William  A'Court  was  in  the  ambassador's 
tribune,  to  which  also  several  English  gen- 
tlemen  were,  by  his  politeness,  admitted. 
The  attendance  of  the  Deputies  was  full, 

"  The  Cortes  had  been  previously  en- 
gaged upon  a  question  relating  to  ecclesi- 
astical property ;  but  from  the  manner  in 
which  it  was  treated,  it  was  easy  to  perceive 
that  the  minds  of  the  Deputies  were  full  of 
anxiety  and  fervour  upon  another  subject. 
Now  and  then  this  sentiment  broke  out, 
and  there  was  a  partial  cheer,  when  Senor 
Velasco,  a  clergyman,  said,  '  I  have  learn- 
ed to  suffer  privations  ;  but  there  is  no  sa- 
crifice which  I  can  deem  too  great  for  the 
benefit  of  Spain  ;  and  even .  though  I  were 
about  to  become  the  victim  of  indigence, 
still  my  last  resources  should  be  exhausted 
for  the  Constitution  and  the  liberty  of  the 
nation.'  This  discussion  was  suspended 
when  the  Secretaries  of  State  entered  the 
hall  of  the  Cortes,  about  two  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon,  and  M.  San  Miguel  appeared  in 
the  rostrum.  Upon  the  instant  every  person 
present  was  breathless  with  attention,  and 
the  silence  that  pervaded  the  hall,  the  tri- 
bunes, and  galleries,  was  as  profound  as  if  it 
were  a  desert. 

"  After  a  short  preface,  he  proceeded  to 
read  the  note  transmitted  by  the  French 
government  to  Count  la  Garde,  which  ha- 
ving been  already  familiar  to  the  deputies 
and  strangers,  excited  little  attention.  San 
Miguel's  enunciation  is  bad.  He  gave  no 
emphasis  to  those  sentences,  even  in  the 
answer  to  the  French  note,  which  was  un- 
derstood to  be  from  his  own  pen.  Yet  no 
aid  of  elocution  was  necessary  to  render 
every  word  that  fell  from  him  impressive 
in  the  highest  degree.  When  he  came  to 
that  passage  of  his  answer,  which  says  that 
Spain  was  indifferent  as  to  the  results  of 
the  Congress  of  Verona,  because  c  secure 
of  its  principles,  and  firm  in  the  determi- 
nation of  defending,  at  every  hazard,  its 
present  political  system,  and  national  in- 
dependence,' there  was  a  general  burst  of 
enthusiasm,  many  of  the  deputies  and  spec- 
tators  clapping  their  hands.  These  ap- 
plauses were  renewed  at  the  close  of  almost 
every  subsequent  paragraph  ;  and,  when 
this  paper  was  concluded,  they  were  con- 
tinued for  several  minutes. 

"  The  Austrian  note  was  heard  in  si- 
lence, until  the  Minister  came  to  the  words, 
'  and  a  military  rebellion  never  can  form 
the  basis  of  an  auspicious  and  permanent 
government;'  but  there  was  then  a  short 
murmur  of  indignation,  which  would  have 
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been  louder,  but  for  the  intense  desire  to 
hear  what  followed.  The  assembly,  taking 
it  altogether,  seemed  struck  with  surprise 
at  the  light  in  which  this  note  represented 
the  Spanish  revolution.  When  they  heard 
it  said  that  the  principal  instruments  of  the 
Spanish  revolution  had  excited  Naples  and 
Piedmont  to  follow  the  example  of  the  Pe- 
ninsula, Riego,  Galiano,  Arguelles,  and 
others,  smiled  at  the  assertion,  wondering 
at  the  hardihood  of  Metternich,  who  could 
put  forth  such  a  falsehood.  Yet  it  was  soon 
evident,  that  this  note  was  drawn  up  with 
tad,  and  knowledge  of  human  nature,  for 
before  the  general  indignation  was  raised 
to  its  height,  it  was  wonderfully  softened 
by  that  appeal  to  national  pride,  which  was 
so  artfully  wrought  up  in  the  allusion  to 
the  peculiar  position  of  Austria.  «  The 
House  of  Austria,  looking  to  its  own  his- 
tory, cannot  but  find  in  it  the  most  power- 
ful motives  of  friendship,  solicitude,  and 
sympathy  for  a  nation,  which  is  able  to 
record,  with  just  pride,  ages  of  glorious  re- 
collection, during  which  the  sun  never  set 
upon  her  dominions  ;  and  which,  possess- 
ing respectable  institutions,  hereditary  vir- 
tues, religious  sentiments,  and  love  for  her 
kings,  has  distinguished  herself  in  every 
age  by  a  patriotism  always  faithful,  always 
generous,  and  very  frequently  heroic.'  This 
just,  and  eloquent  passage  had  an  electric 
effect.  You  saw  that  the  men  were  for  a 
moment  subdued ;  for  flattery,  so  finely  co- 
vered and  directed,  could  not  fail  to  touch 
every  chord  of  national  feeling.  But  this 
result  was  only  for  the  moment ;  for  al- 
though the  remainder  of  the  note  was 
framed  in  language  alternately  soothing 
and  severe,  the  terms  in  which  the  King 
was  spoken  of  as  a  captive,  and  the  authors 
of  the  constitution  represented  as  acknow- 
ledging its  impracticability,  excited  unqua- 
lified hostility.  When  the  note  was  con- 
cluded, however,  there  was  no  very  gene- 
ral expression  of  indignation,  as  its  effect 
was  in  some  measure  qualified  by  the 
friendly  and  admonitory  tone  in  which  it 
ended. 

"  After  pausing  a  few  minutes,  San  Mi- 
guel proceeded  to  read  the  note  from  Prus- 
sia. Everything  depends  upon  the  manner 
in  which  it  is  done.  There  was  a  great  deal 
of  flattery  in  the  commencement  of  the 
Prussian  note ;  but  it  sounded  hollow. 
The  consequence  was,  that  it  was  laughed 
at.  The  dignity  of  the  assembly  could 
scarcely  be  preserved  when  that  passage 
was  read,  which  stated  that  the  Cortes 
'  presented  nothing  more  than  a  conflict  of 
opinions  and  objects,  and  a  struggle  of  in- 
terests and  passions,  in  the  midst  of  which 
the  most  foolish  resolutions  and  proposi- 
tions have  been  constantly  crossed,  combat- 
ed, and  neutralized.'  This  picture  of  the 
Cortes,  and  its  debates,  if  not  false,  was  at 
least  well  calculated  to  excite  laughter. 
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The  remainder  of  the  note,  which  is  full  of 
invectives  against  the  constitution,  was  re- 
ceived with  indignation,  not  unfrequently 
interrupted  by  strong  expressions  of  con- 
tempt. 

"  But  all  the  rage  of  the  Cortes,  or  ra- 
ther I  might  say  of  the  general  assembly, 
(for  the  spectators  in  the  gallery  seemed  to 
form  an  integral  part  of  the  meeting,)  all 
the  rage  of  this  anxious  assembly  appear- 
ed to  be  reserved  for  the  Russian  commu- 
nication. The  sentence  commencing  the 
second  paragraph,  *  When  in  the  month  of 
March,  1820,  some  perjured  soldiers  turn- 
ed  their  arms  against  their  sovereign  and 
their  country,'  &c.  was  frequently  inter- 
rupted by  murmurs  from  the  galleries  and 
the  deputies ;  and,  amidst  these,  the  former 
exclaimed  more  than  once,  '  Abuxo  el  Ti- 
rano  /'  (Down  with  the  Tyrant  I)  uttered 
with  a  fierceness  of  tone  peculiarly  Spa- 
nish. 

"  During  the  time  the  minister  was 
reading  this  paper,  the  agitation  among 
the  deputies  was  extreme,  some  turning 
from  one  side  to  the  other,  as  in  a  state  of 
painful  suffering — some  raising  their  hands 
in  astonishment — some  looking  intently  on 
the  minister,  their  faces  fired  with  ven- 
geance, &c. 

"  It  was  observable  that  frequently  the 
deputies  fixed  their  eyes  attentively  upon 
the  ambassador's  tribune,  in  which  Sir 
William  A'Court  and  several  English  gen- 
tlemen were  seated.  When,  in  the  notes, 
a  sentence  of  peculiar  despotism  was  read, 
many  an  eye  was  raised  to  that  box,  to  read 
the  impression  which  it  made  there.  Sir 
William  A'Court's  countenance  gave  them 
neither  hope  nor  despair,  but  several  of  his 
countrymen  took  no  pains  to  restrain  the  ab- 
horrence, which  these  documents  must  ever 
excite  in  the  breasts  of  men  who  know  what 
freedom  is.  These  expressions  of  sympathy 
were  anxiously  looked  for  by  the  deputies, 
and  afforded  them  evidently  great  satisfac- 
tion. They  remarked  upon  them,  one  to 
the  other,  and  occasionally  smiled. 

"  San  Miguel  concluded  with  reading 
the  copy  of  a  circular  note,  which  was  to  be 
sent  to  the  Spanish  ministers  at  each  of  the 
three  northern  courts  ;  and  in  which  it  was 
stated,  that  the  dispatches  transmitted  by 
those  courts  were  so  full  of  distorted  facts, 
injurious  suppositions,  unjust  and  calum- 
nious criminations,  and  vague  demands, 
that  they  required  no  formal  answer  ;  but 
that  the  government  would  take  a  more  con- 
venient opportunity  for  publishing  to  the 
nation  its  sentiments,  principles,  and  reso- 
lutions. 

"As  soon  as  the  reading  of  these  docu- 
ments was  over,  the  President  of  Cortes 
said,  '  The  Cortes  have  heard  the  commu- 
nication which  the  government  of  his  Ma- 
jesty has  just  made.  Faithful  to  their  oath, 
and  worthy  of  the  people  whom  they  repre- 


sent,  they  will  not  permit  that  any  altera- 
tions or  modifications  shall  be  made  in  the 
constitution  by  which  they  exist,  except  by 
the  will  of  the  nation,  and  in  the  manner 
which  the  laws  prescribe.  The  Cortes  will 
give  to  the  government  of  his  Majesty  every 
means  for  repelling  the  aggression  of  those 
powers  who  may  dare  to  attack  the  liberty, 
the  independence,  and  the  glory  of  th'e  he- 
roic Spanish  nntion,  and  the  dignity  and 
splendour  of  the  King's  constitutional 
throne.' 

"  This  well-timed  reply  was  received 
with  a  peal  of  vivas  that  lasted  for  several 
minutes.  The  deputies  all  rose  in  a  confu- 
sed manner,  and  shouted «  Viva  la  Consti- 
tution! Viva  la  soberania  national  /'  in 
which  they  were  enthusiastically  joined  by 
the  people  in  the  galleries." 

The  effect  of  these  discussions  upon 
the  populace  is  characteristically  told. 

"  The  following  day,  a  detailed  account  v 
of  the  debates,  and  copies  of  the  notes  and 
answers,  were  published  in  the  principal 
journals.  From  an  early  hour  of  the  morn- 
ing, the  offices  of  the  Universal  and  Espec- 
tador,  and  the  streets  leading  to  them,  were 
crowded  with  applicants  for  papers.  Du- 
ring the  whole  day  the  demand  was  so 
great,  that  it  was  impossible  to  satisfy  it ; 
but  a  plan  was  adopted  which  in  some  mea- 
sure compensated  for  this  defect.  When  a 
lucky  patriot  succeeded  in  getting  a  paper, 
he  posted  to  the  Puerto,  del  Sol,  or  the  ar- 
cades of  the  post-office,  and  here,  as  soon 
as  he  produced  his  prize,  a  crowd  collected 
round  him,  and  he  read  aloud  the  whole  of 
the  journal,  from  the  beginning  to  the  end. 
The  remarks  which  the  listeners  occasion- 
ally made  were  short  and  pithy.  '  Hear,' 
said  one,  '  hear  the  Prussian  King,  who 
once  promised  a  constitution  to  his  own 
subjects.' — '  And  who  never  gave  it,'  add- 
ed another.  '  Only  observe  how  tender  he 
is  of  the  Catholic  Church,  himself  a  here- 
tic.'— This  caused  a  laugh — «  Now  for  the 
Russian  bear,'  remarked  another — 'Down 
with  the  parricidal  race !  Down  with  the 
tyrant !'  they  said,  as  the  reader  proceed- 
ed." 

The  debate  on  the  message  is  thea 
detailed  with  passing  indications  of  the 
character  and  manner  of  the  chief 
speakers.  Saavedra,  young,  poetical, 
fluent,  and  enthusiastic — Canga,  old, 
eloquent,  learned,  and  wise — GaUano, 
metaphorical,  spirited,  and  full  of  pic- 
turesque gesture — Arguelles,  par  excel- 
lence the  Orator,  argumentative,  vi- 
vid, bold,  and  rapid  in  his  transitions 
from  reasoning  to  irresistible  appeals 
to  the  heart.  While  he  spoke,  every 
one  of  the  deputies  appeared  to  be  en.- 
tranced  by  his  eloquence  ',  and  when, 
17 
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he  concluded,  there  was  a  general  look 
up  to  the  ambassador's  tribune,  to  see 
what  effect  it  produced  there.  He 
spoke  for  an  hour  and  ten  minutes  ; 
and  when  he  first  rose,  often  during 
his  speech,  and  when  he  sat  down,  he 
was  cheered  by  the  populace,  and  even 
by  the  deputies,  in  the  most  lively  and 
affectionate  manner. 

After  all,  these  men  deserve  a  better 
fate  than  to  be  the  slaves  of  the  Bour- 
bons and  the  Inquisition.  Their  first 
experiment  has  been  crude,  and  it  de- 
served to  fail.  But  honest  lovers  of 
monarchy  may  join  in  the  wish  that 
the  Spaniard  shall  "  be  a  man  yet." 

The  volume  closes  with  some  gene- 
ral views  of  the  arts,  amusements,  ha- 
bits, and  costume  of  the  people.  These 
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notices  are  drawn  up  with  grace  and 
intelligence.  The  writer  followed  the 
King  to  Seville,  and  a  curious  account 
of  the  royal  progress  and  reception  is 
given.  The  course  of  the  magnificent 
Guadalquivir,  and  Cadiz,  are  touched 
upon,  which,  with  the  writer's  return 
through  the  French  army,  then  march- 
ing on  Madrid,  make  up  a  narrative  of 
peculiar  interest  at  the  present  time; 
and  for  its  general  manliness  and  sim- 
plicity, its  truth-telling  spirit,  and  its 
clearness  of  political  view,  it  is  unques- 
tionably a  safer  guide  to  the  feelings  of 
the  Spanish  people,  as  well  as  a  more 
honourable  testimony  to  individual  au- 
thorship, than  any  work  that  has  hi- 
therto appeared  on  the  Peninsular  Re- 
volution. 


LAS  CASES*  JOURNAL.* 


LAS  CASKS  is  a  well-meaning,  easy, 
silly,  old  gentleman,  whom  we  really 
like,  in  spite  of  all  the  lies  with  which 
his  volumes  are  crammed.  Indeed  he 
seems  himself  de  bonne  foi,  literally  be- 
lieves all  the  nonsense  dictated  to  him, 
and  has  just  the  credulous  and  obse- 
quious swallow  necessary  for  a  follower 
of  Napoleon.  There  could  be  no  work 
which  we  would  have  been  more  glad 
to  possess,  than  the  one  which  this  pre- 
tends to  be — a  Journal  of  Napoleon's 
free  and  unmade- up  conversations.  But, 
first  of  all,  when  the  Ex-Emperor 
knew  that  M.  Las  Cases  was  taking 
down  every  word  that  dropt  from  his 
mouth,  that  the  Docteur  O'Meara  was 
doing  the  same,  and  every  one  else  that 
came  near  him,  we  may  conceive  how 
naturally,  how  much  without  a  motive 
he  spoke,  and  how  much  the  detail  of 
these  theatrical  conversations  unmasks 
him.  In  fact,  the  great  man  seems  to 
have  been  kept  at  St  Helena  in  a  con- 
tinual state  of  pleading — no  matter 
what  he  was  doing,  what  time  of  the 
day,  dined  or  undined,  in  bed  or  in  bath, 
there  were,  ever  his  eternal  companions, 
the  Grand  Marechal,  or  Count  this,  or 
Count  that,  with  pencil  and  ass-skin, 
ready  to  note  down  his  crudities.  And 
had  they  kept  him  at  it,  (for  at  times 
\ve  have  whole  continued  pages  of  his 
pleading,)  how  faithfully  reported  by 
Las  Cases,  who  never,  perhaps,  belong- 
ed to  the  "  glorious  company,"  we 
leave  that  learned  body  to  determine. 
Nay,  so  impartial  an  account  is  this  of 


Napoleon's  private  life  and  conversa- 
tions, that  it  was  afterwards  overlook- 
ed and  revised  by  the  Emperor's  self, 
lest  anything  unfavourable  but  true 
should  have  escaped  the  pen  of  the  of- 
ficious, but  not  over-prudent,  jackall. 
In  the  minor  details,  we  dare  say  the 
volumes  are  correct.  We  have  no  doubt 
that  the  Emperor  tore  his  stocking, 
put  on  clean  ones,  coughed  so  many 
times  a-day,  and  burnt  his  coxendix 
with  his  bath-spout.  Nay,  we  will  go 
farther,  and  believe,  with  the  Count  de 
Las  Cases,  that  he  was  a  good-natured, 
amiable  man  in  his  interior,  and,  like 
Sir  Anthony,  "  the  easiest  man  led  in 
the  world,  when  he  had  his  own  way." 
His  pulling  the  ears  of  all  his  house- 
hold, as  was  his  custom,  we  believe  a 
joke ;  nay,  more,  or,  as  Las  Cases  calls 
it,  a  tendresse,  though,  for  ourselves, 
we  should  have  dispensed  with  it. 
That  he  pulled  the  Pope  by  his  grey 
locks  (if  old  Chiaramonte  had  a  single 
lock  about  his  tonsure,)  around  the  Cor- 
ridoresof  Fontainbleau,  is  another  story 
not  to  be  swallowed.  And,  by  the  by, 
it  is  to  be  remarked,  that  all  these  ca- 
lumnies were  not  propagated  by  the 
English  ministry,  as  Buonaparte  him- 
self always  said ;  but,  from  Las  Cases' 
own  admission,  they  were  fabricated 
by  those  around  his  person  ;  so  that 
even  his  counsellor  of  state,  poor  Las 
Cases  himself,  had  acquired  a  false  and 
horrible  idea  of  the  Emperor.  What- 
ever Napoleon's  own  counsellor  of  state 
may  have  credited,  we  certainly  do  not 
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believe  that  lie  lived  in  incest  with  his 
own  sister : — themurder  of  D'Enghien, 
the  massacre  of  prisoners,  and  poi- 
soning of  the  sick  at  Jaffa,  with  respect 
to  which  he  sought  to  brave  public 
opinion,  much  more  than  to  plead  ex- 
cuses before  it,  are  sufficient,  and 
strongly  enough  attested,  to  blast  his 
moral  character  in  public  acts. 

In  private  life,  we  think  him  to  have 
been  amiable.  Passion  of  any  kind 
he  had  none — all  his  scoldings  and 
talking  big  to  his  Marshals  and  lac- 
queys, were,  by  his  own  confession,  put 
on.  An  hundred  times  in  Las  Cases, 
we  hear  him  confess  that  all  his  bursts 
of  passion  were  pretended,  and  calcu- 
lated for  a  purpose.  No  doubt  those 
towards  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  were  as  real, 
and  with  as  much  calculation  called 
forth.  Passion,  indeed  ! — What  busi- 
ness had  he  ever  to  be  in  one  ? — the 
luckiest  dog  in  Christendom,  and  out 
of  it — that  ran  the  most  glorious  career 
that  ever  modern  ran,  and  was  set  down 
with  nothing  to  trouble  him,  in  good 
dry  lodgings  for  the  rest  of  his  days, 
to  write  his  Memoirs,  and  pinch  the 
lugs  of  Counts  and  Marshals.  Be- 
sides, physically,  how  could  he  be  pas- 
sionate— a  fellow  without  an  ounce  of 
bile  in  his  composition,  so  snugly  lard- 
ed upon  the  ribs,  that  he  never  once 
felt  his  heart  beat,  as  he  confessed  to 
Las  Cases,  nor  ever  experienced  pain 
either  in  head  or  stomach  ?  No — he 
had  not  even  the  excuse  of  hasty  tem- 
per for  one  of  his  crimes,  to  save  his 
morality,  nor  yet  the  same  excuse  for 
one  of  his  blunders,  to  save  his  cha- 
racter for  talent. 

The  most,  indeed  the  only  interest- 
ing parts  of  these  volumes,  are  those 
dictated  by  Napoleon  himself,  giving 
an  account  of  the  battles  of  Ariole,  Ri- 
voli,  and  that  period  of  his  Italian  cam- 
paigns ;  as  also  the  anecdotes  and  re- 
marks on  the  leading  characters  of  the 
revolution  and  consulate.  The  cha- 
racter of  Sieyes  is  finely  developed ; 
and  mostly  all  his  Marshals  are  por- 
trayed in  lively  traits ;  his  hatred  of 
Moreau  and  Bernadotte  is  undisgui- 
sed ;  he  cannot  allow  them  even  talent. 
Nothing  surprises  one  so  much  in  Na- 
poleon, as  the  total  want  of  liberality 
towards  his  enemies.  We  look  for 
something  above  envy  and  petty  pas- 
sions in  a  being  whom  his  own  genius 
certainly  had  placed  on  such  an  unpa- 
ralleled eminence.  Even  of  his  own 
generals,  those  who  had  acquired  fame 
as  tacticians,  he  never  would  allow  their 
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merit — Massena,  hisjik  cheri  de  la  vie- 
toire,  he  speaks  slightingly  of  in  these 
volumes — Soult,  he  says,  would  make 
merely  a  good  ordonnateur,  a  proper  mi- 
nister at  war — Moreau  and  Bernadotte 
we  have  already  mentioned.  But  with 
respect  to  his  enemies,  to  those  who 
foiled  and  conquered  him,  nothing  can 
equal'his  spite  and  malice.  His  plead- 
ing against  the  Dukq  of  Wellington  for 
winning  the  battle  of  Waterloo,  is  very 
serious,  and  most  ridiculous  ;  and  his 
exposure  of  the  faults  of  the  English 
general,  shews  only  with  what  odds  of 
fortune  against  Wellington  he  yet  con- 
trived to  beat  the  Emperor.  The  first 
gravamen  of  Napoleon  is,  that  the 
Duke  was  surprised  in  his  intrench- 
ments — the  more  wonderful  and  praise- 
worthy, then,  the  talent  that  could 
change  a  surprise  into  a  victory.  But 
whose  fault  was  it,  that  Wellington 
was  surprised  ?  Buonaparte  can  an- 
swer, that  it  was  that  of  the  Prince  of 
Saxe- Weimar,  "  who,  if  he  had  sent 
an  aid-de-camp  direct  to  Brussels,  he 
would  have  arrived  there,  with  news 
of  Napoleon's  approach,  at  six  in  the 
evening,  whereas  it  was  not  till  eleven 
that  his  approach  was  known  to  Wel- 
lington." His  next  complaint  against 
the  Duke  is,  the  arrangement  of  forces, 
and  the  want  of  artillery  or  cavalry 
among  the  English  at  Quatre  Bras.  To 
this  we  may  oppose  Napoleon's  own 
words : — "  Ney  received  orders  on  the 
16th  to  advance  with  the  43,000  men 
which  he  commanded,  forming  the  left 
wing  of  the  army,  before  Quatre  Bras, 
and  there  take  up  his  position,  &c. 
The  Prince  of  Orange,  with  only  9000 
men,  preserved  this  important  position 
against  Ney  till  three  in  the  after- 
noon." This,  from  Buonaparte's  own 
mouth,  shews  that  the  Duke  knew  his 
men,  and  what  they  could  effect ;  9000 
of  them,  headed  by  the  young  Prince 
of  Orange,  against  43,000,  led  by  the 
veteran  Ney.  The  next  accusation  of 
Napoleon  against  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton commences  thus  : — "  The  Eng- 
lish general  gave  us  Kittle  at  Waterloo 
on  the  18th.  This  act  was  contrary  to 
the  interests  of  his  nation,"  &c.  £c. 
We  believe  that  this  article  of  impeach- 
ment needs  no  very  elaborate  answer. 
But  what  ought  the  English  general  to 
have  done,  in  the  opinion  of  the  Em- 
peror Napoleon  ? — Hear  it,  good  Mo- 
rn us,  if  thou  knowest  the  French  dia- 
lect, for  we  should  be  ashamed  to  put 
such  stuff  into  English. 

"  On  demaiulcru  quc  devait  done  faire 
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le  general  Anglais  apres  la  bataille  de 
Ligny,  et  le  combat  de  Quatrc  Bras  ?  La 
posterite  n'aura  pas  deux  opinions  :  il  de- 
vait  traverser,  dans  la  nuit  du  17  an  18,  la 
tbret  de  Soignes,  sur  la  chaussee  de  Char- 
leroi ;  1'armee  Prussienne  la  devait  egale- 
ment  traverser  sur  la  chausee  de  Wavres  ; 
les  deux  amides  se  reunir  a  la  pointe  du 
jour,  sur  liruxelles  ;  laisser  des  arriere- 
gardes  pour  defendrc  la  foret  ;  gagner 
quelques  jours  pour  donner  le  temps'aux 
Prussiens,  disperses  par  la  bataille  de  Lig- 
ny, de  rejoindre  leur  armee,  se  renforcer 
de  qu'atorze  regimens  Anglais,  qui  etaient 
en  garnison  dans  les  places  fortes  de  la  Bel- 
gique,  on  venaient  de  debarquer  a  Ost&ide, 
de  retour  d'Amerique,  et  laisser  manceu- 
vrer  1'Empereur  des  Fra^ais  comme  il 
a'urait  voulu." 

.  The  plain  English  of  which  is,  that 
the  Duke  of  Wellington  was,  in  duty 
and  propriety,  bound  to  run  away 
through  Brussels  on  the  night  of  the 
17th,  and  "  leave  the  Emperor  of  the 
French  to  manoeuvre  as  he  pleased." 
We  think  this  is  quite  sample  enough 
of  his  pleading  and  liberality. 

Esteeming  Napoleon,  as  we  do,  one 
of  the  first  characters  of  modern  times, 
one  is  indignant  at  meeting  these  pages 
of  spite,  ignorance,  and  absurdity,  as 
coming  from  his  pen,  or  even  as  slip- 
ping from  him  in  intemperatemoments. 
The  only  refuge  for  the  great  man's 
character  is,  in  doubting  the  vera  " 
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east,  south,  and  west,  by  the  Mediterra- 
nean and  the  Adriatic.  On  the  side  of  the 
Continent,  it  is  bounded  by  the  chains  of 
the  Alps,"  &c.  &c. 

Pretty  information  this  of  the  Em- 
peror Napoleon's,  for  us  to  be  paying 
our  half-guinea  a  volume  for.  But  the 
fact  is,  Napoleon  never  wrote  or  dic- 
tated one  line  of  such  nonsense.  And, 
in  proof,  just  read  the  following  sen- 
tence : — 

"  De  1'autre  cote*,  le  Saint- Gothard  est 
plus  haut  que  le  Simplon  ;  le  Simplon  plus 
haut  que  le  Saint  Bernard  ;  le  Saint  Ber- 
nard plus  haut  que  le  Mont-Cenis ;  le 
Mont  Cenis  que  le  Col  de  Tende." — Las 
Cases.  Journal,  Tom.  3.  Sixieme  Partie. 

Why,  the  blockhead !  we  did  not 
think  there  was  a  man  in  Europe,  who 
did  not  know,  that  the  St  Bernard,  in- 
stead of  being,  as  here  represented, 
lower  than  the  Simplon,  was  nearly 
double  its  height.  Napoleon, 'who  had 
crossed  both,  and  had  run  his  road 
over  the  Simplon  as  the  lowest  and 
most  feasible  of  the  two,  could  never 
have  uttered  such  ignorance.  And  the 
Count  de  Las  Cases  to  write  this  ! — a 
counsellor  of  state !  one  that  went  on 
missions  to  Illyria !  a  geographer — go 
to!  and  the  immortal  author  of  the 
never-to-be-enough-lauded,  but  ne- 
ver-once-heard-of  Atlas  Historigue  ! — . 

If  you  find  as  much  brains  in  his 


character  is,  in  doubting  the  veracity          "  you  nnu  as  mucn  brains  in  Ins 
of  M.de  Las  Cases: ;and  there  are  proofs     head  as  would  clog  the  foot  of  a  flea, 


scattered  through  the  volumes  to  shew 
that  that  egregious  blockhead  has  palm- 
ed no  small  portion  of  his  own  pre- 
cious compositions  on  us  for  the  ge- 
nuine produce  of  the  imperial  head. 
One  thing,  at  any  rate,  is  pretty  evi- 
dent, that  all  those  profound  disqui- 
sitions on  geography  and  topography, 
put  by  Las  Cases  into  the  mouth  of 
Napoleon,  came  from  the  same  source 
as  Man  Atlas  Historique — some  Tur- 
ner's Geography  of  an  affair,  by  which, 
it  seems,  the  noble  Count  de  Las  Ca- 
ses made  his  fortune.  How  can  any 
one  for  a  moment  suppose  that  Napo- 
leon, in  St  Helena,  would  seriously 
sit  down  to  dictate  to  any  one  a  geo- 
graphical account  of  such  a  well-known 
country  as  Italy?— what  Las  Cases 
calls  "  un  trts-bieri  morceau  de  geogra- 
phic politique  :"  and  that  this  beauti- 
ful morceau  should  be  nothing  more 
than  what  is  to  be  found  in  every 
child's  "  Geography,  made  Easy  for  the 
use  of  Schools. '— e.  g. 

*'  Italy  is  one  of  the  finest  parts  of  the 
globe.  It  is  a  peninsula,  surrounded  on  the 


we'll  eat  the  rest  of  the  anatomy." 

There  is  another  sentence  of  Bona- 
parte's pleadings,  which  we  will  quote, 
and  leave  to  our  readers  tojudge,  whe- 
ther it  was  written  before  or  after  the 
death  of  the  unfortunate  Lord  London- 
derry, and  the  accession  to  the  minis- 
try of  Mr  Canning,  which  will  decide 
whether  it  be  Napoleon's,  as  asserted, 
or  Las  Cases's. 

"  Le  ministre  Castlereagh  passera,  et 
•eelui  qui  lui  succe'dera,  heritier  de  tant  de 
fautes,  deviendra  grand,  s'il  veut  settlement 
ne  pas  les  continuer.  Tout  son  genie  peut 
se  borner  uniquement  a  laisser  faire,  a  obeir 
aux  vents  qui  soufflent;  ait  rebours  de 
Castlereagh,  il  n'a  qu'a  se  mettre  a  la  tete 
des  idees  liberates,  au  lieu  de  se  ligueravec 
le  pouvoir  absolu,  et  il  recueillera  les  bene- 
dictions universelles,  et  tous  lest  torts  de 
1'Angleterre  se'ront  oublies." 

But  the  most  notable  humbug  of 
all,  is  the  pretence  of  the  Ex-Emperor 
and  his  suite  to  literary  taste.  They 
talk  of  reading  Homer  to  amuse  them- 
selves of  evenings;  to  be  sure,  they  read 
the  "  Charlemagne"  of  Lucien  Bona- 
parte with  it,  comparing  the  two  epic 
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writers — which  is  like  them,  and  ar- 
gues something  of  truth.  But  what 
Homer,  we  marvel  much,  did  these 
gentlemen  read  ?  Not  the  Greek,  we 
may  be  sworn  ;  a  language,  of  which 
the  most  learned  of  their  nation  are  in 
general  ignorant.  French  translation 
there  is  none  at  all  tolerable,  at  least 
none  calculated  to  call  forth  the  enco- 
miums of  these  gentlemen — they  pa- 
tronize Homer,  as  some  one  said  Lord 
Bolingbroke  patronized  Providence. 
Perhaps  they  read  him  in  the  version 
of  Cesarotti,  in  whose  Ossian  Napoleon 
had  been  once  so  wrapt ;  but  Cesarot- 
ti's  Homer  is  as  bad  as  his  Ossian  is 
good  ;  he  translated  the  former  to  de- 
preciate him,  so  that,  even  in  this  best 
of  accessible  Homers,  they  could  hare 
but  a  poor  taste  of  the  great  original. 
Mind,  Las  Cases,  however — he  never 
once  mentions  a  translation — he  would 
have  us  suppose  that  he  and  the  Em- 
peror amused  themselves  in  the  even- 
ings reading  Greek.  What  a  quiz ! 
We  verily  believe,  even  the  translation, 
prose  for  verse,  was  brought  forward 
but  to  look  learned  in  a  paragraph  of 
Las  Cases'  Journal,  and  to  astonish 
the  old  grognards  with  the  deep  learn- 
ing they  little  suspected  in  their  old 
general.  His  studies  on  board  the  fri- 
gate which  conveyed  him  clandestine- 
ly from  Egypt,  were  more  characteris- 
tic. "  He  spent  the  greater  part  of 
the  day,"  says  Ganthaume,  "  shut  up 
in  his  chamber,  reading  one  time  the 
Bible,  at  another  the  Alcoran."  The 
Emperor's  dictatorial  criticisms  on 
Corneille,  Racine,  and  the  poets  of  his 
own  country,  are  in  the  true  common- 
place style  of  the  French,  and  worthy 
of  that  most  common-place  of  our  cri- 
tics, whom  the  French  admire  so  much, 
Dr  Blair.  Of  his  general  taste,  too, 
there  are  samples  in  this  work.  Hear 
him,  after  declaring  that  his  soul  was 
oriental,  that  he  loved  the  desert,  and 
gloried  that  his  name  signified  the 
Lion  of  the  Desert — listen  to  this  hero 
of  the  oriental  soul  describing  the  im- 
pression made  upon  him  by  those 
grandest  objects  in  the  range  of  anti- 
quity and  man's  creation : 

"  At  dinner,  the  Emperor  said  many 
curious  things  respecting  Egypt.  H  e  found, 
he  said,  that  all  which  he  had'  seen  in  Egypt, 
especially  those  so  celebrated  and  so  vaunt- 
ed ruins,  could  never  stand  in  comparison 
with  Paris  and  the  Thuilleries,  or  give  an 
idea  of  them."  Journal,  Tome  3.  Sixieme 
Partie.  P.  235. 


[Aug. 

So  much  for  his  taste. 

A  vast  deal  of  noise  has  been  made 
respecting  the  mal-treatment  of  Na- 
poleon. The  Quarterly  has  given  its 
opinion  on  the  subject ;  now  it  is  ours, 
that  a  great  deal  of  needless  annoyance 
was  heaped  upon  Napoleon.  The  order 
from  the  Home  Department  to  take 
away  his  sword,  was  ungenerous ;  and 
it  would,  no  doubt,  have  been  put  in- 
to strict  execution  had  Sir  Hudson 
Lowe  then  been  in  command.  'Twas 
doubly  wrong  to  place  the  Emperor 
first  in  the  hands  of  so  amiable  and 
deferent  a  gentleman  as  the  Admiral, 
and  then  transfer  him  into  the  hands 
of  Sir  Hudson  :  it  was  the  change,  the 
continual  changes  and  increase  of  pet- 
ty vexations,  that  embittered  his  exist- 
ence. If  the  utmost  severity  had  been 
adopted  at  first,  and  adhered  to,  it 
would  have  been  something.  No  af- 
fair could  have  been  worse  managed, 
with  due  deference  to  Lord  Bathurst ; 
the  instructions  were  mean  and  uncer- 
tain, changing  by  every  dispatch— all 
those  employed  were  unfit,  from  the 
fine,  blunt  seaman,  first  employed,  to 
the  sensitive,  nervous,  irresolute,  and 
ill-looking  gentleman  last  in  command. 
Every  military  man  in  the  island  mur- 
mured at  the  treatment  of  Napoleon  ; 
and  the  Quarterly  Review  knows  well 
they  did.  As  to  O'Meara,  the  unprin- 
cipled blockhead  is  not  worth  attend- 
ing to — read  but  his  letter  to  Lord 
Keith,  refusing  to  serve  as  surgeon  to 
Napoleon,  unless  as  a  British  officer, 
under  British  control,  and  to  be  con- 
sidered in  nowise  belonging  to  Napo- 
leon ;  and  then  read  his  answer  to  Na- 
poleon, on  being  asked  whose  servant 
he  thought  himself.  The  man  who 
could  publish  such  a  book  must  have 
deemed  the  people  of  England  strange- 
ly inapprehensive  of  truth  and  false- 
hood. But  put  O'Meara  out  of  the 
question ;  the  undenied  facts  are  enough 
— it  was  beneath  the  dignity  of  the 
British  nation  to  tell  Napoleon  she  li- 
mited him  to  a  bottle  of  wine  per  day, 
thus  denying  him  in  exile  even  the  so- 
lace of  intoxication.  His  extravagant 
wearing  of  one  shirt  a-day  was  also  a 
subject  more  worthy  to  be  handled  by 
Joseph  Hume,  than  by  a  general  offi- 
cer of  his  Majesty's  forces.  And  we 
must  say,  that  Sir  Hudson's  late  step 
of  transmitting  to  Las  Cases  extracts 
from  O'Meara's  letters,  in  which  he 
happened  to  speak  ill  of  Las  Cases,  for 
the  mere  and  mean  end  of  creating  a 
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quarrel  between  these  par  nobile  fra- 
trum,  was  also  a  revenge  unlike  that 
taken  generally  by  British  officers. 

To  conclude,  we  think  the  empty 
title  of  Emperor  ought  to  have  been 
allowed  to  Napoleon.  The  denial  of 
it  has  caused  one-half  of  the  shameful 
turmoil  of  St  Helena.  We  are  certain, 
that  had  the  noble  and  liberal-minded 
George  the  Fourth  been  consulted  on 
the  occasion — he,  who,  so  much  above 
prejudice,  gave,  upon  a  public  monu- 
ment, the  titles  of  King  to  Henry  the 
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Ninth,  and  Charles  the  Third  of  Eng- 
land— he,  thus  generous  to  the  Stuarts, 
the  unfortunate  rivals  of  his  house, 
would  havegrantedthe  consoling  name 
of  Emperor,  if  such  be  a  consolation, 
to  the  exiled,  the  captive  Napoleon. 
We  are  Tories,  but  we  have  feelings. 
The  Quarterly  is  ever  unjust  when  the 
name  of  Napoleon  is  mentioned,  and 
sure  this  war  of  hate  may  cease,  "  when 
all  its  political  ends  have  been  ac- 
complished." 

E. 


NAPOLEON. 


THE  French  Revolution  is  now  a 
dream,  and  its  leaders  are  like  the 
rambling  and  shadowy  hopes  with 
which  dreams  are  filled.  The  true 
bearing  of  its  day  of  blood  and  tumult 
has  been  discovered,  and  Napoleon 
and  his  instruments  are  now  judged 
in  the  same  balance  that  weighs  the 
ashes  of  the  Neros  and  Borgias  of  the 
world. 

A  new  volume  of  Napoleon's  Recol- 
lections has  been  lately  published,  and 
itcontains  some  speculations  sufficient- 
ly suitable  to  the  vivid  and  stern  sa- 
gacity of  a  soldier,  undoubtedly  en- 
titled to  rank  among  the  most  daring 
and  brilliant  military  minds  of  his- 
tory. Those  fragments  are  valuable, 
as  supplying  the  key  to  his  policy,  as 
the  grounds  on  which  he  would  pro- 
bably be  acting,  if  he  were  still  upon 
the  French  throne ;  and,  at  all  events, 
the  thoughts  of  one  of  the  most  pene- 
trating intellects,  that  ever  looked  up- 
on the  map  of  European  power.  His 
conceptions  of  the  result  of  a  Turkish 
and  Russian  war,  may  yet  be  quoted 
as  oracles. — 

"  A  modern  Turkish  army  is  a  thing 
of  very  little  importance.  The  Ottomans 
will  not  be  able  to  maintain  their  ground, 
either  in  Asia  Minor,  Syria,  or  Egypt, 
when  once  the  Russians  shall,  in  addi- 
tion to  the  Crimea,  the  Phasis,  and  the 
shores  of  the  Caspian,  become  possessed 
of  Constantinople.  Neither  the  patriot- 
ism of  the  people,  nor  the  policy  of  the 
courts  of  Europe,  prevented  the  partition 
of  Poland,  or  the  spoliation  of  several  na- 
tions, nor  will  they  prevent  the  fall  of  the 


Ottoman  empire.  It  was  contrary  to  her 
inclination  that  Maria  Theresa  entered 
into  the  conspiracy  against  Poland,  a  na- 
tion placed  at  the  entrance  of  Europe  to 
defend  it  from  the  irruptions  of  the  north- 
ern nations.  The  disadvantages  attend- 
ing the  aggrandizement  of  Russia,  were 
feared  at  Vienna,  but  great  satisfaction 
was  nevertheless  felt  at  the  acquisition  of 
several  millions  of  souls,  and  the  influx  of 
many  millions  of  money  into  the  treasury. 
The  House  of  Austria  would,  in  the  same 
manner,  feel  averse,  at  the  present  day,  to 
the  partition  of  Turkey,  but  would  never- 
theless consent  to  it.  Austria  would  be 
much  gratified  at  the  increase  of  her  vast 
dominions,  by  the  addition  of  Servia,  Bor- 
nia,  and  the  ancient  Illyrian  provinces,  of 
which  Vienna  was  formerly  the  capital. 
What  will  England  and  France  do  ?  One 
of  them  will  take  Egypt — a  poor  com- 
pensation. A  statesman  of  the  first  or- 
der used  to  say — '  Whenever  I  hear  of 
fleets  sailing  under  the  Greek  cross,  cast- 
ing anchor  under  the  walls  of  the  Serag- 
lio, I  seem  to  hear  a  cry  prophetic  of  the 
fall  of  the  empire  of  the  Crescent.'  " 

His  remarks  on  Massena's  Portu- 
guese campaign,  are  probably  tinged 
by  its  ill  success,  but  they  form  the 
reluctant  panegyric  of  the  British  Ge- 
neral.— 

"  Another  offensive  campaign,  which 
was  equally  contrary  to  the  most  import- 
ant rules  of  the  art  of  war,  was  that  of 
Portugal.  The  Anglo-Portuguese  army 
consisted  of  80,000  men,  of  which  num- 
ber 15,000  were  militia,  who  were  in  ob- 
servation at  Coimbra,  and  supported  up- 
on Oporto.  The  French  army,  after  ta- 
king Ciudad  Rodrigo  and  Almeida,  enter- 
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ed  Portugal  72,000  strong.  It  attacked 
the  enemy  in  position  on  the  heights  of 
Busaco.  The  two  armies  were  of  equal 
force,  but  the  position  of  Busaco  was 
very  strong.  The  attack  failed,  and  the 
next  morning  the  army  turned  those  lines 
by  proceeding  on  Coimbra.  The  enemy 
then  effected  his  retreat  on  Lisbon,  burn- 
ing and  laying  waste  the  country.  The 
French  general  pursued  him  closely,  left 
no  corps  of  observation  to  restrain  the 
division  of  15,000  militia  at  Oporto,  aban- 
doned his  rear,  and  Coimbra,  his  place  of 
depot,  where  he  left  5000  sick  and  wound- 
ed. Before  he  had  arrived  at  Lisbon,  the 
Portuguese  division  had  already  occupied 
Coimbra,  and  cut  him  off  from  all  mean's 
of  retreat.  He  ought  to  have  left  a  corps 
of  6000  men  to  occupy  Coimbra,  and 
keep  the  Portuguese  division  in  awe. 

"  It  is  true,  that  he  would  in  that  case 
have  arrived  at  Lisbon  with  only  60,000 
men,  but  that  number  was  sufficient,  if  it 
was  the  English  General's  intention  to 
embark ;  if,  on  the  contrary,  he  intended 
to  maintain  himself  in  Portugal,  as  there 
was  every  reason  to  believe,  the  French 
ought  not  to  have  passed  Coimbra,  but  to 
have  taken  up  a  good  position  before  that 
city,  even  at  several  marches  distance,  for- 
tified themselves  there,  subjected  Oporto 
by  means  of  a  detachment,  organized  their 
rear  and  their  communications  with  Al- 
meida, and  waited  till  Badajoz  was  taken, 
and  the  army  of  Andalusia  arrived  on  the 
Tagus.  When  arrived  at  the  foot  of  the 
intrenchments  of  Lisbon,  the  French  ge- 
neral failed  in  resolution;  yet  he  was 
aware  of  the  existence  of  those  lines, 
since  the  enemy  had  been  labouring  on 
them  for  three  months.  The  prevalent 
opinion  is,  that  if  he  had  attacked  them 
on  the  day  of  his  arrival,  he  would  have 
carried  them,  but  two  days  after  it  was 
no  longer  possible.  The  Anglo-Portuguese 
army  was  there  reinforced  by  a  great 
number  of  battalions  of  militia  ;  so  that, 
without  gaining  any  ad  vantage,  the  French 
general  lost  5000  sick  and  wounded,  and 
his  communications  with  his  rear.  When 
before  Lisbon,  he  discovered  that  he  had 
not  sufficient  ammunition,  he  had  made 
no  calculation  previously  to  his  opera- 
tion." 

Napoleon  here  labours  to  shift  the 
defeat  on  the  shoulders  of  his  old  ri- 
val,, the  Enfant  gate  de  la  Vicioire. 
That  an  old  soldier  like  Massena 
should  have  forgotten  to  calculate  his 
cartridges,  is  absurd  ;  the  true  miscal- 
culation was  on  the  bravery  of  the 
British,  and  the  ability  of  their  gene- 
ral. Some  of  his  desultory  and  scat- 


tered  thoughts  are  highly  characteris- 
tic of  the  man. 

"  After  the  re-embarkation  of  the  Eng- 
lish army  (at  Corunna),  the  King  of  Spain 
(Joseph)  remained  inactive.  He  ought  to 
have  marched  on  Cadiz,  Valencia,  and 
Lisbon.  Political  means  would  then  have 
done  the  rest.  No  one  can  deny,  that 
if  the  court  of  Austria,  instead  of  decla- 
ring war,  had  allowed  Napoleon  to  re- 
main four  months  longer  in  Spain,  all 
would  have  been  over.  The  presence  of 
a  general  is  indispensable.  He  is  the 
head,  the  whole  of  an  army.  It  was  not 
the  Roman  army  that  subdued  Gaul — it 
was  Caesar  himself;  nor  was  it  the  Car- 
thaginian army  that  made  the  Republic 
tremble,  but  Hannibal  himself;  nor  was 
it  the  Macedonian  army  which  reached 
the  Indus,  but  Alexander.  It  was  not 
the  French  army  which  carried  the  war 
to  the  Weser  and  the  Inn,  but  Turenne ; 
nor  was  it  the  Prussian  army  which,  for 
seven  years,  defended  Prussia  against  the 
three  greatest  powers  of  Europe — it  was 
Frederick  the  Great." 

The  motive  of  the  Russian  war  was 
undoubtedly  Napoleon's  ambition  of 
being  a  universal  conqueror,  urged 
on  by  his  personal  hatred  of  England. 
The  conquest  of  Russia  was  contem- 
plated as  completing  the  European 
barrier  against  English  commerce  and 
continental  alliance.  The  alleged  mo- 
tives, however,  are  curious,  and  not 
inconsistent  with  the  true. 

"  It  was  considered  that  the  French 
empire,  which  Napoleon  had  created  by 
so  many  victories,  would  infallibly  be 
dismembered  at  his  death ;  and  the  scep- 
tre of  Europe  would  pass  into  the  hands 
of  a  Czar,  unless  Napoleon  drove  back 
the  Russians  beyond  the  Borysthenes, 
and  raised  up  the  throne  of  Poland,  the 
natural  barrier  of  the  empire.  In  1812, 
Austria,  Prussia,  Germany,  Swisserland, 
and  Italy,  inarched  under  the  French 
eagles — was  it  not  natural  that  Napoleon 
should  think  the  moment  was  arrived  for 
consolidating  the  immense  edifice  which  he 
had  raised ;  but  on  the  summit  of  which 
Russia  would  lean  with  the  whole  weight 
of  her  power,  as  long  as  she  should  be 
able  to  send  her  armies  at  pleasure  on 
the  Oder?  Alexander  was  young  and 
vigorous,  like  his  empire.  It  was  to  be 
presumed  that  he  would  survive  Napo- 
leon. Such  was  the  whole  secret  of  the 
war." 

The  invasion  of  Russia,  as  it  was  the 
last,  was  the  mightiest  effort  of  the 
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French  imperial  power.  It  gives  the 
strongest  illustration  of  the  colossal 
means  of  France  and  Napoleon.  It 
was  made  with  400,000  men. 

"  The  space  of  four  hundred  leagues 
between  the  Rhine  and  the  Borysthenes 
was  occupied  by  friends  and  allies.  From 
the  Rhine  to  the  Elbe  by  the  Saxons ; 
thence  to  the  Niemen  by  the  Poles ; 
thence  to  the  Borysthenes  by  the  Li- 
thuanians. The  army  had  four  lines  of 
fortresses ;  those  of  the  Rhine,  the  Elbe, 
the  Vistula,  and  the  Niemen.  From  Smo- 
lenskc  to  Moscow,  there  were  a  hundred 
leagues  of  hostile  country,  Muscovy.  Be- 
tween the  Vistula  and  the  Borysthenes, 
240,000  men  were  left;  1GO,000  only 
passed  the  bridge  of  Smolensko.  Of 
those,  40,000  remained  to  guard  depots 
on  the  way;  100,000  entered  Moscow, 
20,000  had  been  killed  in  the  march  and 
the  battle  of  Borodino.  The  inarch  from 
Smolensko  to  Moscow  was  founded  on 
the  idea,  that,  in  order  to  save  that  capi- 
tal, the  enemy  would  fight  a  battle  ;  that 
lie  would  be  defeated ;  that  Moscow 
would  be  taken  ;  that  Alexander,  to  pre- 
serve or  deliver  his  capital,  would  make 
peace  ;  or  that,  if  he  should  refuse  it,  the 
immense  stores  of  that  great  city,  and 
the  40,000  free  and  wealthy  burghers 
who  inhabited  it,  would  furnish  the  means 
of  forming  a  national  Noyau,  for  raising 
an  insurrection  of  all  the  slaves  in  Rus- 
sia, and  striking  a  fatal  blow  to  the  em- 
pire. The  idea  of  burning  a  city  almost 
as  extensive  as  Paris,  containing  300,000 
souls,  was  not  regarded  as  a  possibility." 

Treaties. 

"  Austria  was  to  have  declared  herself 
against  France  in  May  1813.  The  vic- 
tories of  Lutzen  and  Wurtzen  on  the  2d 
and  21st  of  May  made  her  proceed  more 
circumspectly.  Metternich  demanded  the 
lllyrian  provinces,  and  a  frontier  on  the 
kingdom  of  Italy,  the  Grand  Duchy  of 
Warsaw,  and  Napoleon's  renunciation  of 
the  Protectorate  of  the  Confederation  of 
the  Rhine,  of  the  Mediatorship  of  the 
Swiss  Confederacy,  of  the  Thirty-second 
Military  Division,  (Hamburgh,  &c.)  and 
Holland.  An  armistice  had  been  agreed 
on.  The  Duke  of  Vicenza  was  sent  to 
Prague.  Napoleon  then  sent  Count  Bub- 
na  to  the  Emperor  of  Austria  at  Dres- 
den, to  offer  the  lllyrian  provinces,  di- 
vided from  Italy  by  the  Isonzo,  the  Grand 
Duchy  of  Warsfljr,  the  Protectorate  of 
the  Confederation  of  the  Rhine,  and  the 
Mediatorship  of  the  Swiss  Confederacy. 
Holland  and  the  Hanse  Towns  were  to 
be  retained  till  peace  ;  and  as  a  means 
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of  compensation,  to  obtain  from  England 
the  restoration  of  the  French  colonies. 
When  Count  Bubna  arrived  at  Prague, 
the  term  limited  for  the  armistice  had  ex- 
pired several  hours  before.  On  this 
ground  Austria  declared  her  adhesion  to 
to  the  coalition,  and  the  war  recom- 
menced." 


The  military  maxims  of  this  pre- 
eminent master  of  his  art  are  worth 
remarking. 

"  The  front  of  a  battalion  in  line  should 
be  sixty  toises,  which  requires  800  men 
under  arms ;  160  more  are  to  be  allow- 
ed for  drivers — fourth  rank,"  &e. 

"  There  never  can  be  more  than  one 
kind  of  infantry,  because  ibejirelock  is  die 
best  weapon  for  war,  that  ever  was  invent- 
ed by  man." 

"  In  an  army  in  Flanders  or  Germany, 
the  cavalry  ought  to  be  equal  to  a  fourth 
of  the  infantry ;  on  the  Pyrenees  or  the 
Alps,  to  a  twentieth  ;  in  Italy  or  Spain, 
to  a  sixth." 

"  Four  pieces  of  artillery  to  every  thou- 
sand of  infantry  and  cavalry.  The  better 
the  infantry,  the  more  care  ought  to  be 
taken  of  it  by  supporting  it  with  good 
batteries." 

"  Armies  of  120,000  men  have  some- 
times marched  in  a  single  column,  and 
been  drawn  up  in  line  in  the  course  of 
six  hoers." 

"  The  only  fire  practicable  before  the 
enemy,  is  that  at  discretion,  commencing 
by  the  right  and  left  of  each  company." 

"  The  art  of  fixing  a  camp  in  a  posi- 
tion, is  merely  the  art  of  taking  up  a  line 
of  battle  on  that  position." 

"  Field  fortifications  are  never  inju- 
rious, but  always  useful,  when  skilfully 
planned.  This  part  of  the  art  of  war  is 
susceptible  of  great  improvement." 

"  Discipline  fixes  the  troops  to  their 
colours.  They  are  not  to  be  rendered 
brave  by  harangues,  when  the  firing  be- 
gins. The  old  soldiers  scarely  listen  to 
them  ;  the  young  forget  them  on  the  first 
discharge  of  cannon.  A  gesture  by  a  be  - 
loved  general  is  as  good  as  the  finest  ha- 
rangue in  the  world." 

"  When  the  Emperor  Napeleon  used 
to  say,  as  he  rode  through  the  ranks  a- 
midst  the  fire,  *  Unfurl  those  colours,  the 
moment  is  fit  length  arrived,"  his  gesture 
and  manner  filled  the  French  soldiers 
with  ardour  and  impatience." 

"  There  should  be  only  one  army,  for 
unity  of  command  is  of  the  first  necessity 
in  war.  The  army  must  be  kept  in  junc- 
tion. The  greatest  possible  number  of 
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forces  must  be  concentrated  on  the  field 
of  battle." 

"  Make  offensive  war  like  Alexander, 
Hannibal,  Gustavus  Adolphus,  Turenne, 
Prince  Eugene,  and  Frederic.  Read 
again  and  again  the  history  of  their  88 
campaigns ;  model  yourself  upon  them. 
That  is  the  only  way  to  become  a  great  com- 
mander, and  to  obtain  the  secrets  of  the 
art" 

"  The  garrisons  of  fortified  places  ought 
to  be  drawn- from  the  population,  and  not 
from  the  active  army.  Provincial  regi- 
ments of  militia  were  intended  for  this 
service." 

The  Great  Captains. 
.  "  Alexander  conducted  eight  cam- 
paigns— in  Asia  and  India  ;  Hannibal, 
seventeen — one  in  Spain,  fifteen  in  Italy, 
and  one  in  Africa ;  Caesar,  thirteen — eight 
against  the  Gauls,  and  five  against  Pom- 
pey's  legions  ;  Gustavus  Adolphus,  three 
—one  in  Livonia  against  the  Russians, 
and  two  in  Germany  against  the  House 
of  Austria ;  Turenne,  eighteen — nine  in 
France,  and  nine  in  Germany;  Prince 
Eugene,  thirteen — two  against  the  Turks, 
five  in  Italy  against  France,  and  six  on  the 
Rhine,  or  in  Flanders ;  Frederic,  eleven 
— in  Silesia,  Bohemia,  and  on  the  Elbe.— 
The  history  of  these  88  campaigns  would 
be  a  complete  treatise  on  the  art  of  war." 

In  this  enumeration  of  the  ' '  thun- 
derbolts of  the  field/'  he  omits  Mith- 
ridates,  Pompey,  and  Sylla,  among 
the  Ancients.  Among  the  great  names 
of  later  times,  Marlborough  is  omit- 
ted,, probably  from  pique,  though  his 
campaigns  were  made  a  text-book  in  the 
Ecole  Militaire.  Wellington  it  would 
of  course  be  vain  to  look  for  in  Napo- 
leon's enumeration.  Napoleon  him- 
self made  fourteen  campaigns — two  in 
Italy,  five  in  Germany,  two  in  Africa 
and  Asia,  two  in  Poland  and  Russia, 
one  in  Spain,  and  two  in  France.  His 
first  was  in  1796,  when  he  crossed  the 
Alps  from  Savona. 

The  study  of  the  "  88  campaigns" 
was  not  gratuitously  advised  by  Na- 
poleon. French  education  is  not  deep- 
ly classic,  and  Turenne,  and  the  war 
minister  of  the  day,  occupy  a  larger 
space  in  the  French  military  mind  than 
the  whole  stately  genius  of  antiquity. 
But  Napoleon's  soul  was  war,  and  all 
the  traces  that  survive  of  his  thoughts 
and  studies,  give  the  impression  of  a 
vivid  and  absorbing  passion  for  all  that 
made  the  art  of  supreme  soldiership. 
Arrian,  Caesar,  and  Polybius,  were 
among  his  perpetual  investigations; 
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and  he  distinctly  gives  us  to  under- 
stand, that,  upon  the  system  of  the 
great  captains  of  antiquity,  he  formed 
that  new  and  brilliant  tactique  which 
overwhelmed  Europe.  His  cotip-d'-ccil 
of  the  campaigns  of  Alexander,  Caesar, 
&c.  is  rapid,  but  striking,  and  might 
form,  in  the  ha/Ms  of  some  of  our  mi- 
litary scholars,  the  nucleus  of  a  work  of 
remarkable  interest  and  instruction. 

"  Alexander  crossed  the  Dardanelles- 
in  the  year  334  before  the  Christian  era, 
with  an  army  of  40,000  men,  of  which  an 
eighth  part  was  cavalry.  He  forced  the 
passage  of  the  Grariicus,  which  was  de- 
fended by  an  army  under  Memnon,  a 
Greek,  who  commanded  on  the  coast  of 
Asia  for  Darius  ;  after  which  he  employ- 
ed the  whole  of  the  year  333  in  establish- 
ing his  power  in  Asia  Minor.  He  was 
supported  by  the  Greek  colonies  on  the 
shores  of  the  Black  Sea  and  Mediterra- 
nean— Sardis,  Ephesus,  Tarsus,  Miletus, 
&c.  The  Kings  of  Persia  allowed  the 
provinces  and  cities  to  govern  themselves 
by  their  peculiar  laws.  Their  empire  was 
an  union  of  confederate  states  ;  it  did  not 
form  a  single  nation ;  and  this  circum- 
stance facilitated  its  conquest.  As  Alex- 
ander aimed  only  at  the  throne  of  the 
Persian  monarch,  he  easily  appropriated 
the  rights  of  sovereignty  to  himself,  be- 
cause he  respected  the  usages,  manners, 
and  laws  of  the  people,  who  suffered  no 
change  of  condition. 

"  In  the  year  332  he  encountered  Da- 
rius, who,  at  the  head  of  600,000  men, 
occupied  a  position  near  Tarsus,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Issus,  in  the  straits  of  Cili- 
cia ;  defeated  him,  entered  Syria,  took 
Damascus,  where  the  great  King's  trea- 
sures were  deposited,  and  laid  siege  to 
Tyre.  That  proud  metropolis  of  the  com- 
merce of  the  world  stopped  him  for  nine 
months.  He  took  Gaza,  after  a  two 
months'  siege,  crossed  the  desert  in  seven 
days,  entered  Pclusium  and  Memphis, 
and  founded  Alexandria.  He  met  with 
no  obstacle,  because  Syria  and  Egypt  were 
always  connected  by  interest  with  the 
Greeks  ;  because  the  Arabian  nations  de- 
tested the  Persians,  and  their  hatred  was 
founded  on  religion  ;  and,  finally,  because 
the  Grecian  troops  of  the  Satraps  joined 
the  Macedonians.  In  less  than  two  years, 
after  two  battles,  and  four  or  five  sieges, 
the  coasts  of  the  Black  Sea,  from  the 
Phasis  to  Byzantium,  and  those  of  t In- 
Mediterranean  as  far  >*>  Alexandria,  all 
Asia  Minor,  Syria,  and  /.gypt,  were  sub- 
dued by  his  arms. 

"  In  331  he  repassed  the  desert,  en- 
camped at  Tyre,  crossed  Coelesyria>  eu- 
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tered  Damascus,  passed  the  Euphrates 
and  Tigris,  and  defeated  Darius  in  the 
plains  of  Arbella,  as  that  prince  was  ad- 
vancing against  him  at  the  head  of  a  still 
more  numerous  army  than  that  of  the 
Issus.  Babylon  opened  itsgates  to  him.  In 
330,  he  forced  the  pass  of  Suza,  took  that 
town,  Persepolis,  and  Pasagarda,  where 
was  the  tomb  of  Cyrus.  In  329  he  turn- 
ed towards  the  North,  and  entered  Ec- 
batana,  extended  his  conquests  to  the 
Caspian  Sea,  punished  Bessus,  the  vile 
assassin  of  Darius,  penetrated  into  Scy- 
thia,  and  defeated  the  Scythians.  It  was 
in  this  campaign  that  he  disgraced  so 
many  trophies  by  the  murder  of  Parme- 
m'o.  In  328  he  forced  the  passage  of  the 
Oxus,  received  16,000  recruits  from  Ma- 
cedon,  and  subjected  the  neighbouring  na- 
tions. 'It  was  in  this  year  that  he  killed 
Clitus  with  his  own  hand,  and  required 
the  Macedonians  to  worship  him,  which 
they  refused  to  do.  In  327  he  passed  the 
Indus,  defeated  Porus  in  a  pitched  battle, 
took  him  prisoner,  and  treated  him  as  a 
king.  He  intended  to  pass  the  Ganges, 
but  his  army  refused.  He  sailed  on  the 
Indus  in  326,  with  800  ships.  On  reach- 
ing the  ocean,  he  sent  Nearchus,  with  a 
fleet,  to  coast  the  Indian  Sea  as  far  as  the 
Euphrates.  In  325  he  spent  sixty  days 
in  crossing  the  Desert  of  Gedrosia,  enter- 
ed Kermann,  returned  to  Pasagarda,  Per- 
sepolis, and  Suza,  and  married  Statira, 
the  daughter  of  Darius.  In  324  he  again 
marched  towards  the  north,  passed  to 
Ecbatana,  and  ended  his  career  at  Baby- 
lon, where  he  was  poisoned. 

"  His  mode  of  warfare  was  methodical ; 
it  merits  the  highest  praise  ;  none  of  his 
convoys  were  intercepted ;  his  armies  con- 
stantly kept  increasing  ;  the  moment 
when  they  were  weakest,  was  when  he 
commenced  operations  at  the  Granicus. 
By  the  time  he  arrived  at  the  Indus,  his 
numbers  were  tripled,  without  reckoning 
the  corps  commanded  by  the  governors  of 
the  conquered  provinces,  which  were  com- 
posed of  invalided  or  wearied  Macedo- 
nians, recruits  sent  from  Greece,  or  drawn 
from  the  Greek  troops  in  the  service  of 
the  Satraps,  or,  finally,  of  foreigners  raised 
among  the  natives  in  the  country.  Alex- 
ander merits  the  glory  he  has  enjoyed  for 
so  many  ages  among  all  nations.  But 
suppose  he  had  been  defeated  on  the  Issus, 
where  the  army  of  Darius  was  drawn  up 
in  order  of  battle  on  his  line  of  retreat,with 
its  left  to  the  mountains,  and  its  right  to  the 
sea ;  whilst  the  Macedonians  had  their  right 
towards  the  mountains,  their  left  towards 
the  sea,  and  the  pass  of  Cilicia  behind 
them.  Or  suppose  he  had  been  beaten 
at  Arbella,  with  the  Tigris,  the  Euphrates, 
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and  the  deserts  in  his  rear,  without  fort- 
resses, and  at  a  distance  of  nine  hundred 
leagues  from  Macedon  !  Or  suppose  he 
had  been  vanquished  by  Porus  when 
driven  from  the  Indus  !" 

It  will  be  observed,  that,  mingled 
with  the  general  lesson  of  those  daz- 
zling and  romantic  triumphs,  there  is 
the  particular  defence  of  the  commen- 
tator. Napoleon  had  been  charged 
with  rashness  as  a  principle.  He  here 
labours  to  prove  that  this  rashness  is 
but  another  name  for  rapidity,  for  the 
command  of  circumstances,  for  the 
sure  seizure  of  that  success  which  al- 
ways escapes  the  tardy,  the  timid,  and 
the  cold. — His  review  of  Hannibal's 
career  is  urged  by  the  same  intention. 

"  In  the  year  218,  before  the  Christian 
era,  Hannibal  left  Carthage,  passed  the 
Ebro  and  the  Pyrenees,  which  mountains 
were  previously  unknown  to  the  Cartha- 
ginian arms ;  crossed  the  Rhone  and  the 
farther  Alps,  and,  in  his  first  campaign, 
established  himself  in  the  midst  of  the 
Cisalpine  Gauls,  who,  constantly  hostile 
to  the  Roman  people,  sometimes  victors 
over  them,  but  more  frequently  vanquish- 
ed, had  never  been  subjected  to  their 
sway.  In  this  march  of  four  hundred 
leagues  he  spent  five  months ;  he  left  no 
garrison  nor  depots  in  his  rear ;  kept  up 
no  communication  with  Spain  or  Car- 
thage, with  which  latter  place  he  had  no 
intercourse  until  after  the  battle  of  Thra- 
symene,  when  he  communicated  by  the 
Adriatic.  A  more  vast,  comprehensive 
scheme,  was  never  executed  by  man. 
Alexander's  expedition  was  much  less  da- 
ring and  difficult,  and  had  a  much  greater 
chance  of  success.  This  offensive  war 
was  nevertheless  methodical — the  Cis- 
alpine people  of  Milan  and  Boulogne  be- 
came Carthaginians  to  Hannibal.  Had 
he  left  fortresses  or  depots  in  his  rear,  he 
must  have  weakened  his  army,  and  ha- 
zarded the  success  of  his  operations ;  he 
would  have  been  vulnerable  at  all  points. 
In  217  he  passed  the  Appenines,  beat 
the  Roman  army  in  the  plains  of  Thrasy- 
mene,  converged  about  Rome,  and  occu- 
pied the  lower  coasts  of  the  Adriatic, 
whence  he  communicated  with  Carthage. 
In  the  year  216,  eighty  thousand  Romans 
attacked  him,  and  he  defeated  them  at 
the  field  of  Cannae.  Had  he  marched  six 
days  afterwards,  he  would  have  entered 
Rome,  and  Carthage  would  have  been  the 
mistress  of  the  world  !  The  effect  of  this 
great  victory  was,  however,  immense. 
Capua  opened  its  gates  ;  all  the  Greek  co- 
lonies, and  a  great  number  of  towns  of 
Lower  Italy,  espoused  the  victorious  side, 
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and  abandoned  the  cause  of  Rome, 
nibal's  principle  was  to  keep  all  his  troops 
in  junction  ;  to  have  no  garrison  but  in  a 
single  place,  which  he  reserved  to  him- 
self; to  hold  his  hostages,  his  great  ma- 
chines, his  prisoners  of  distinction,  and 
his  sick,  depending  on  the  fidelity  of  his 
allies  for  his  communications.  He  main- 
tained himself  sixteen  years  in  Italy,  with- 
out receiving  any  succours  from  Carthage ; 
and  he  only  evacuated  Italy  by  order  of 
his  government,  to  fly  to  the  defence  of 
his  country.  Fortune  betrayed  him  at 
Zama,  and  Carthage  ceased  to  exist.  But 
had  he  been  vanquished  at  Trebbia,  Thra- 
symene,  or  Cannae,  what  greater  disasters 
could  have  happened  than  those  which 
followed  the  battle  of  Zama?  Although 
defeated  at  the  gates  of  his  capital,  he 
could  not  save  his  army  from  utter  de- 
struction." 

Napoleon's  avowed  tactique  was  to 
rush  forwards  ;  to  take  the  enemy  in 
the  moment  of  hesitation  ;  to  overawe 
the  heavy  armies  chained  to  their  lines 
and  fortresses,  by  the  impetuous  pre- 
sence of  a  force  that  fell  upon  them  like 
the  whirlwind  or  the  thunder,  unex- 
pected and  irresistible.  The  Toujours 
en  avant  was  his  motto  ;  and  he  shews 
that  it  was  the  motto  of  all  the  masters 
of  war.  He  defends  himself  and  them 
from  the  charge  of  fool-hardiness ;  he 
proves  that  they  risked  much,  but  it 
was  to  gain  all. 

"  Caesar  was  forty-one  years  of  age  when 
he  commanded  in  his  first  campaign,  in 
the  year  58,  before  the  Christian  era,  140 
years  after  Hannibal.  The  people  of  Hel- 
vetia had  left  their  country  to  settle  on 
the  shores  of  the  ocean,  to  the  number  of 
300,000 ;  they  had  ninety  thousand  men 
in  arms,  and  were  crossing  Burgundy. 
The  people  of  Autun  called  Caasar  to 
their  assistance.  He  left  Vienne,  a  fort- 
ress of  the  Roman  province,  marched  up 
the  Rhone,  passed  the  Saone  at  Chalons, 
came  up  with  the  army  of  the  Helvetians 
a  day's  march  from  Autun,  and  defeated 
them  in  a  long  disputed  battle.  After  for- 
cing them  to  return  to  their  mountains, 
he  repassed  the  Saone,  took  possession  of 
Besancon,  and  crossed  the  Jura  to  fight 
the  army  of  Ariovistus,  which  he  met  a 
few  marches  from  the  Rhine,  defeated  it, 
and  forced  it  to  re-enter  Germany.  At 
this  battle  he  was  ninety  leagues  from 
Vienne ;  at  the  battle  with  the  Helve- 
tians, seventy  leagues.  In  this  campaign 
lie  constantly  kept  the  six  legions  which 
composed  his  army  joined  in  a  single 
corps.  He  left  the  care  of  his  communi- 
cations to  his  allies,  having  always  a 
month's  provisions  in  a  fortress,  where, 
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Han-  like  Hannibal,  he  kept  his  hostages,  ma- 
gazines, and  hospitals.  On  the  same 
principles,  he  conducted  his  seven  other 
campaigns  in  Gaul. 

"  During  the  winter  of  57,  the  Bel- 
gians raised  an  army  of  300,000  men, 
which  they  placed  under  the  command  of 
Galba,  King  of  Soissons.  Caesar,  having  re- 
ceived intelligence  of  this  event  from  the 
Rhemi,  his  allies,  hastened  to  encamp  on 
the  Aisne.  Galba,  having  no  hopes  of 
forcing  his  camp,  passed  the  Aisne  to  ad- 
vance on  Rheims ;  but  Caesar  frustrated 
this  manreuvre,  and  the  Belgians  dis- 
banded ;  all  the  towns  of  this  line  sub- 
mitted in  succession.  The  people  of  Hai- 
nault  surprised  him  on  the  Sombre,  in 
the  vicinity  of  Mauberge,  before  he  had 
time  to  draw  up  in  line  ;  out  of  eight  le- 
gions which  he  then  had,  six  were  enga- 
ged in  .raising  the  intrenchments  of  the 
camp,  and  two  were  still  in  the  rear  with 
the  baggage.  Fortune  was  so  adverse  to 
him  on  this  day,  that  a  body  of  cavalry 
from  Treves  deserted  him,  and  spread  a 
report  of  the  destruction  of  the  Roman 
army  wherever  they  went ;  he  was,  how- 
ever, victorious. 

"  In  the  year  56,  he  advanced,  at  one 
push,  on  Nantes  and  Vunnes,  detaching 
corps  of  considerable  strength  into  Nor- 
mandy and  Acquitain.  The  nearest  point 
of  his  depots  at  that  time  was  Toulouse, 
from  which  place  he  was  distant  130 
leagues,  and  separated  by  mountains, 
great  rivers,  and  forests. 

"  In- the  year  55,  he  carried  the  war  to 
Zutphen,  in  the  interior  of  Holland, 
where  400,000  barbarians  were  passing 
the  Rhine  to  take  possession  of  the  lands 
of  the  Gauls ;  he  defeated  them,  killing 
the  greater  part,  and  driving  the  others  to 
a  considerable  distance.  He  then  repass- 
ed the  Rhine  at  Cologne,  crossed  Gaul, 
embarked  at  Boulogne,  and  made  a  de- 
scent in  England. 

"  In  the  year  54,  he  once  more  crossed 
the  Channel,  with  five  legions,  conquered 
the  banks  of  the  Thames,  took  hostages, 
and  returned  into  Gaul  before  the  equi- 
nox. In  autumn,  having  received  intelli- 
gence that  his  lieutenant  Sabinus  had 
been  slaughtered  near  Treves,  with  fifteen 
cohorts,  and  that  Quintus  Cicero  was  be- 
sieged in  his  camp  at  Tongres,  he  assem- 
bled 8000  or  9000  men,  commenced  his 
march,  defeated  Ambiorix,  who  advanced 
to  meet  him,  and  relieved  Cicero. 

"  In  the  year  53,  he  suppressed  the 
revolt  of  the  people  of  Sens,  Chartres, 
Treves,  and  Liege,  and  passed  the  Rhine 
a  second  time. 

"  The  Gauls  were  already  in  agitation ; 
the  insurrection  burst  forth  on  every  side. 
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During  the  winter  of  52,  the  whole  po- 
pulation rose  ;  even  the  faithful  people  of 
Autun  took  part  in  the  wars.  The  Ro- 
man yoke  was  odious  to  the  people  of 
Gaul.  Caesar  was  advised  to  return  in- 
to the  Roman  province,  or  to  repass  the 
Alps ;  he  adopted  neither  of  these  plans. 
He  then  had  te'n  legions  ;  he  passed  the 
Loire  and  besieged  Bourges,  in  the  depth 
of  winter,  took  that  city,  in  the  sight  of 
the  army  of  Vercingetorix,  and  laid  siege 
to  Clermont;  he  failed,  lost  his  hostages, 
magazines,  and  horses ;  these  were  at 
Nevers,  the  place  of  his  depot,  of  which 
the  people  of  Autun  took  possession. 
Nothing  could  appear  more  critical  than 
his  situation.  Labienus,  his  lieutenant, 
was  kept  in  alarm  by  the  people  of  Paris ; 
Caesar  ordered  him  to  join  him,  and,  with 
his  whole  army  in  junction,  laid  siege  to 
Alesia,  in  which  town  the  Gallic  army 
had  enclosed  itself.  He  occupied  fifty 
days  in  fortifying  his  lines  of  counterval- 
lation  and  circumvallation.  Gaul  raised  a 
new  army,  more  numerous  than  that 
which  she  had  just  lost ;  the  people  of 
Rheims  alone  remained  faithful  to  Rome. 
The  Gauls  arrived  to  compel  him  to  raise 
the  siege  ;  the  garrison  united  its  efforts 
with  theirs,  during  three  days,  in  order 
to  destroy  the  Romans  in  their  lines. 
Caesar  triumphed  over  all  obstacles  ;  Ale- 
sia fell,  and  the  Gauls  were  subdued. 

"  During  this  great  contest,  the  whole 
of  Caesar's  army  was  in  his  camp  ;  he  left 
no  point  vulnerable.  He  availed  himself 
of  his  victory  to  regain  the  affections  of 
the  people  of  Autun,  amongst  whom  he 
passed  the  winter,  although  he  made  suc- 
cessive expeditions,  at  a  hundred  leagues 
distant  from  each  other,  with  different 
troops.  At  length,  in  the  year  51,  he 
laid  siege  to  Cahors,  where  the  last  of  the 
Gallic  army  perished.  The  Gauls  became 
Roman  provinces,  the  tribute  from  which 
added  to  the  wealth  of  Rome  eight  mil- 
lions of  money  annually. 

"  In  Caesar's  campaigns  of  the  civil 
war,  he  conquered,  by  following  the  same 
method  an'l  the  same  principles,  but  he 
ran  much'^reater  risks.  He  passed  the 
Rubicon  with  a  single  legion ;  at  Corfi- 
nium,  he  took  thirty  cohorts ;  and,  in 
three  months,  drove  Pompey  out  of  Italy. 
"What  rapidity !  what  promptitude  !  what 
boldness  !  Whilst  the  ships  necessary  for 
passing  the  Adriatic,  and  following  his 
rival  into  Greece,  were  preparing,  he 
passed  the  Alps  and  Pyrenees,  crossed 
Catalonia  at  the  head  of  900  horse — a 
force  scarcely  sufficient  for  his  escort — 
arrived  before  Lerida,  and,  in  forty  days, 
subdued  Pompey's  legions  commanded 
by  Afranius.  He  then  rapidly  traversed 
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the  space  between  the  Ebro  and  the 
Sierra  Morena,  established  peace  in  An- 
dalusia, and  returned  to  make  his  entry 
into  Marseilles,  which  city  his  troops  had 
just  taken  ;  he  then  proceeded  to  Rome, 
exercised  the  dictatorship  there  for  ten 
days,  and  departed  once  more  to  put  him- 
self at  the  head  of  twelve  legions,  which 
Antony  had  assembled  at  Brindisi. 

"  In  the  year  48,  he  crossed  the  Adri- 
atic with  25,000  men,  held  all  Pompey's 
forces  in  check  for  several  months,  until, 
being  joined  by  Antony,  who  had  cross- 
ed the  sea  in  defiance  of  the  fleets  of  the 
enemy,  they  marched  in  junction  on 
Dyrrachium,  Pompey's  place  of  depot, 
which  they  invested.  Pompey  encamp- 
ed a  few  miles  from  that  place,  near  the 
sea.  Upon  this,  Caesar,  not  content  with 
having  invested  Dyracchium,  invested 
the  enemy's  camp  also.  He  availed  him- 
self of  the  summits  of  the  surrounding 
hills,  occupied  them  with  twenty-four 
forts,  which  he  raised,  and  thus  establish- 
ed a  countervallation  of  six  leagues.  Pom- 
pey, hemmed  in  on  the  shore,  received 
provisions  and  reinforcements  by  sea,  by 
means  of  his  fleet,  which  commanded  the 
Adriatic.  He  took  advantage  of  his  cen- 
tral position,  attacked  and  defeated  Cae- 
sar, who  lost  thirty  standards,  and  thirty 
thousand  soldiers,  the  best  of  his  veteran 
troops.  His  fortunes  appeared  to  totter  ; 
he  could  expect  no  reinforcements ;  the 
sea  was  closed  against  him;  Pompey 
had  every  advantage.  But  Caesar  made  a 
march  of  fifty  leagues,  carried  the  war  in- 
to Thessaly,  and  defeated  Pompey's  ar- 
my in  the  plains  of  Pharsalia,  Pompey, 
almost  alone,  though  master  of  the  sea, 
fled,  and  presented  himself  as  a  suppliant 
on  the  coast  of  Egypt,  where  he  fell  by 
the  hand  of  a  base  assassin. 

"  A  few  days  after,  Caesar  went  in  pur- 
suit of  him  to  Alexandria,  where  he  was 
besieged  in  the  palace  and  amphitheatre 
by  the  populace  of  that  great  city,  and 
the  army  of  Achillas.  At  length,  after 
nine  months  of  danger  and  continual 
battles,  the  loss  of  any  one  of  which 
would  have  been  fatal  to  him,  he  triumph- 
ed over  the  Egyptians. 

"  In  the  meantime,  Scipio,  Labienus, 
and  King  Juba,  ruled  in  Africa,  with  four- 
teen legions,  the  remains  of  Pompey's 
party ;  they  had  numerous  squadrons,  and 
scoured  the  sea.  At  Utica,  Cato  breathed 
the  hatred  he  felt  into  every  bosom. 
Caesar  embarked  with  a  few  troops,  reach- 
ed Adrumetum,  sustained  reverses  in  se- 
veral engagements,  but  being  at  length 
joined  by  his  whole  army,  defeated  Sci- 
pio, Labienus,  and  King  Juba  on  the 
plains  of  Thapsus.  Cato,  Scipio,  and  Ju- 


180  Napoleon. 

ba  killed  themselves.  Neither  fortresses, 
numerous  squadrons,  nor  the  oaths  and 
duties  of  states,  could  save  the  vanquish- 
ed from  the  ascendancy  and  activity  of  the 
victor.  In  the  year  45,  the  sons  of  Pom- 
pey having  assembled  in  Spain  the  rem- 
nants of  the  armies  of  Pharsalia  and 
Thapsus,  found  themselves  at  the  head  of 
a  more  numerous  force  than  that  of  their 
father.  Caesar  set  out  from  Rome,  reach- 
ed the  Guadalquivir  in  twenty-three  days, 
and  defeated  Sextus  Pompey  at  Munda. 
It  was  there  that,  being  on  the  point  of 
losing  the  battle,  and  perceiving  that  his  old 
legions  seemed  shaken,  it  is  said  he  had 
thoughts  of  killing  himself.  Labienus  fell 
in  the  battle.  The  head  of  Sextus  Pom- 
pey was  laid  at  the  victor's  feet.  Six 
months  after,  in  the  Ides  of  March,  Caesar 
was  assassinated  in  the  midst  of  the  Ro- 
man Senate.  Had  he  been  defeated  at 
Pharsalia,  Thapsus,  or  Munda,  he  would 
have  suffered  the  fate  of  the  great  Pom- 
pey, Metellus,  Scipio,  and  Sextus  Pom- 
pey. Pompey,  to  whom  the  Romans 
were  so  much  attached ;  whom  they  sur- 
named  the  Great,  when  he  was  but 
twenty-four  years  of  age  ;  who,  after  con- 
quering in  eighteen  campaigns,  triumphed 
over  three  parts  of  the  world,  and  carried 
the  Roman  name  to  such  an  elevation  of 
glory ;  Pompey,  defeated  at  Pharsalia, 
there  closed  his  career.  Yet  he  was  mas- 
ter of  the  sea,  while  his  rival  had  no 
fleet. 

"  Caesar's  principles  were  the  same  as 
those  of  Alexander  and  Hannibal;  to  keep 
his  forces  in  junction  ;  not  to  be  vulne- 
rable in  any  direction ;  to  advance  rapid- 
ly on  important  points ;  to  calculate  on 
moral  means,  the  reputation  of  his  arms, 
and  the  fear  he  inspired  ;  and  also  on  po- 
litical means,  for  the  preservation  of  the 
fidelity  of  his  allies,  and  the  obedience  of 
the  conquered  nations. 

"  Gustavus  Adolphus  crossed  the  Bal- 
tic, took  possession  of  the  isle  of  Rugen 
and  Pomerania,  and  led  his  forces  to  the 
Vistula,  the  Rhine,  and  the  Danube.  He 


fought  two  battles ;  was  victorious  both 
at  Leipzig  and  Lutzen,  but  met  his  death 
in  the  latter  field.  In  this  short  career, 
however,  he  established  a  great  reputa- 
tion, by  his  boldness,  the  rapidity  of  his 
movements,  the  discipline  and  intrepidity 
of  his  troops.  Gustavus  Adolphus  was 
actuated  by  the  principles  of  Alexander, 
Hannibal,  and  Caesar." 

He  pursues  this  review  through  the 
campaigns  of  Turenne — whom  he  con- 
siders as  altogether  superior  to  his  ri- 
val Montecuculi — and  those  of  Frede- 
ric and  Eugene.  His  own  campaigns, 
the  most  triumphant  and  celebrated  of 
them  all,  are  rapidly  traversed,  and 
his  military  similitude  to  the  race  of 
conquerors  sustained  in  every  shape  of 
profound  theory  and  fierce  and  resist- 
less execution.  It  is  here  that  we  see 
Napoleon  in  his  true  point  of  distinc- 
tion. In  all  other  aspects  he  was  re- 
pulsive or  contemptible.  As  a  politi- 
cian, ignorant,  narrow,  and  tyrannical; 
as  an  individual,  vicious,  mean,  and 
cruel ;  but,  as  a  soldier,  exhibiting  the 
first  rank  of  genius;  bold,  compre- 
hensive, indefatigable,  and  original. 
Englishmen  are  not  likely  to  be  the 
adulators  of  this  scourge  of  the  human 
race  ;  but  it  is  impossible  to  look  upon 
his  rise  and  his  career,  the  sudden 
splendour  in  which  he  shot  above  the 
clouds  of  that  stormy  and  sullen  Re- 
volution; the  mighty  mastery  with 
which  he  wielded  the  national  strength, 
broken  and  dismayed  as  it  had  been  ; 
the  appalling  rapidity  with  which  he 
crushed  all  that  Europe  had  been  build- 
ing up  of  sovereignty  for  ages,  without 
acknowledging  that  Napoleon  was 
among  the  most  powerful  and  most 
formidable  spirits  that  ever  influenced 
society.  Mankind  may  well  rejoice  that 
he  is  in  his  grave.  Of  what  other  man 
for  these  thousand  years  can  it  be  said, 
that  his  life  was  a  terror,  and  his  death 
a  relief  to  the  world  ? 
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DEAR  NORTH, 

YOUR  anger  with  me  for  not  writing 
articles  for  your  Magazine,  is  most  un- 
reasonable. You  know  that  the  mo- 
ment I  turn  my  back  on  Edinburgh, 
you  and  all  your  concerns  are  forgot- 
ten, or,  if  remembered,  heartily  wish- 
ed at  the  devil.  Then  come  your  in- 
fernal letters,  week  after  week,  with 
that  huge  head  on  the  wax,  the  look 
of  which  makes  me  break  out  into 
a  cold  sweat.  Oh,  that  the  Magazine 
had  never  existed !  Then  might  I 
have  had  some  comfort  in  this  life. 
How  the  devil  can  I  write  articles, 
without  books,  pen,  ink,  and  paper  ? 
Oh,  Lord  !  that  the  Magazine  would 
but  stop  for  a  few  months  now  and 
then,  like  My  Grandmother.  With 
what  a  venerable  grace  does  that  old 
lady  re-appear  on  her  crutch !  and  how 
complacently  does  the  public  welcome 
the  bed-ridden  !  So  would  it  be  with 
Maga.  Let  her  pretend  to  be  dead  till 
Christmas,  and  all  her  sins  will  be  for- 
gotten. But,  oh  !  my  dear  sir,  these 
eternal  torments  are  more  than  flesh 
and  blood  can  endure ;  and,  good 
episcopal  as  I  am,  you  have  sickened 
me  indeed  with  the  THIRTY-NINE  AR- 
TICLE-S. 

Well — well — what  is  to  be  done? 
Here  is  a  book  in  three  volumes.  What 
is  it?  "  Dramatic  Miscellanies,  by 
Thomas  Davies,  1784."  Perhaps  he 
is  a  blockhead.  But,  blockhead  or  not, 
he  shall  be  made  to  contribute,  and  be 
hanged  to  him,  like  his  betters.  Now 
for  liis  Notes  on  Hamlet — 

"  That  thout  dead  corse,  again  in  complete 
steel" 

"Mr  Stevens,  from  Olaus  Wormius, 
proves  it  to  be  a  custom  of  the  Danish 
kings  to  be  buried  in  their  armour. 
Seward,  Earl  of  Northumberland,  who 
lived  in  the  day^s  of  Edward  the  Con- 
fessor, was,  by  h*is  desire,  buried,  arm- 
ed at  all  points.  But  what  is  more 
strange,  Fuller,  in  his  Worthies,  re- 
lates, that  one  of  our  old  savage  war- 
riors would  go  to  bed  dressed  in  his  ar- 
mour to  his  new-married  bride"  Well 
done,  Tom  Davies !  Thou  art  the  first 
man  that  ever  indulged  in  such  a  fancy 
on  beholding  the  buried  Majesty  of 
Denmark.  Is  it  the  King  of  Portugal, 
or  who  is  it,  that  on  his  marriage  night, 


marches  to  bed  with  a  cocked  hat, 
booted  and  spurred,  with  a  huge  sword 
carried  in  state  before  him,  and  his 
bride  bringing  up  the  rear  in  her  bed- 
gown ? 

"  Remorseless,  treacfierous,  ledwrous,  kind-' 
less  villain."  5 

"  Besides,  the  jingle  of  lecherous 
and  treacherous,  the  Jlrst  is  become 
almost  obsolete,  and,  in  compliance 
with  modern  manners,  should  be 
omitted,  or  exchanged  for  a  word  less 
offensive."  Well  done,  Tom,  again. 
What  think  ye  of  that,  Mr  Bowdler 
of  Bath  ? 

"  The  play's  the  thing, 
Wherein  Vll  cateh  the  conscience  oftfte  king. ' ' 

"  That- the  representation  of  murder, 
before  the  ^kurde^r,  will  not  always 
produce  tl\e  desired  effect,  (who  the 
devil  supposes  it  would?)  we  have  a 
remarkable /instance  in  the  story  of 
Derby  and  Fisher. 

"  They  were  two  gentlemen,  very 
intimately  acquainted.  The  latter  was 
a  dependent  on  the  former,  who  ge- 
nerously supplied  him  with  the  means 
of  living  as  became  a  man  of  birth 
and  education.  But  no  benefits  are 
sufficient  to  bind  the  base  and  the  un- 
grateful. A  fter  parting  one  evening  with 
Mr  Derby,  at  his  chambers  in  the 
Temple,  with  all  the  usual  marks  of 
friendship,  Fisher  contrived  to  get  into 
his  apartments,  with  an  intent  to  rob 
and  murder  his  friend.  This  he  un- 
happily accomplished.  For  some  time 
no  suspicion  fell  on  the  murderer.  He 
appeared  as  usual  in  all  public  places. 
He  was  in  a  side-box  at  the  play  of 
Hamlet ;  and  when  Wilkes  uttered  that 
part  of  the  soliloquy,  which  spoke  of  a 
'  Guilty  creature's  sitting  at  a  play/  a 
lady  turned  about,  and,  looking  at  him, 
said,  (  I  wish  the  villain  who  murder- 
ed Mr  Derby  were  here/  The  lady 
and  Fisher  were  strangers  to  each 
other.  It  was  afterwards  known,  that 
this  was  the  man  who  had  killed  his 
friend.  The  persons  present  in  the 
box  declared,  that  neither  the  speech 
from  the  actor,  nor  the  exclamation 
from  the  lady,  made  the  least  exter- 
nal impression  on  the  murderer.  Fisher 
soon  escaped  to  Rome,  where  he  pro- 
fessed himself  a  Roman  Catholic,  and 
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gained  an  asylum.  About  five-and- 
twenty  years  since,  my  friend,  Mr 
Richard  Wilson,  the  landscape  painter, 
saw  Fisher  at  Rome,  and  spoke  to  him. 
He  was  then,  I  think,  one  of  the 
conoscenti,  and  a  picture-dealer." 


"  Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your 

wings, 
You  heavenly  guards." 


"  And  let  those  that  play  your  clowns, 
speak  no  more  than  is  set  down  for  them." 

f'o 

e<  "  In  the  play  of  the  Recruiting  Of- 
ficer, Wilkes  was  the  Captain  Plume, 
^and  Pinkethman  one  of  the  recruits, 
u^he  Captain,  when  he  enlisted  him, 
asked  his  name.  Instead  of  answer- 
ing as  he  ought,  Pinkey  replied, '  Why 
don't  you  know  my  name,  Bob?  I 
thought  every  fool  had  known  that !' 
Wilkes,  in  a  rage,  whispered  to  him 
the  name  of  the  recruit,  Thomas  Ap- 
peltree. The  other  retorted  aloud, 
'.  Thomas  Appeltree !  Thomas  Devil ! 
My  name  is  Will  Pinkethman ;'  and 
immediately  addressing  an  inhabitant 
of  the  upper  regions,  he  said,  *  Harkee, 
friend,  don't  you  know  my  name?' — 
f  Yes,  Master  Pinky,'  said  a  respond- 
ent, f  we  know  it  very  well/  The 
playhouse  was  now  in  an  uproar ;  the 
audience  at  first  enjoyed  the  petulant 
folly  of  Pinkethman,  and  the  distress 
of  Wilkes ;  but,  in  the  progress  of  the 
joke,  it  grew  tiresome,  and  Pinkey  met 
his  deserts — a  very  severe  reprimand 
in  a  hiss ;  and  this  mark  of  displea- 
sure he  changed  into  applause,  by  cry- 
ing out,  with  a  countenance  as  melan- 
choly as  he  could  make  it,  in  a  loud 
nasal  twang,  '  Odso,  I  fear  I  am 
wrong.'"'  —  Let  Liston  and  others 
read  this,  and  blush  for  their  gratui- 
tous buffoonery.  A  low  jester  on  the 
stage  ought  never  to  be  suffered  to  use 
the  slightest  insolence  to  the  audience. 
His  drollery  must  be  bounded  by  the 
row  of  lights  above  the  heads  of  the 
fiddlers;  and  the  moment  he  presumes 
farther,  every  person  in  the  theatre  has 
a  right  to  pelt  him  with  bad  pence,  or 
worse  oranges.  A  hiss  is  insufficient 
— nothing  like  a  lash  on  the  brazen 
brow  of  the  buffoon.  Low  farce  is,  at 
the  best,  somewhere  about  the  mean- 
est of  all  allowable  human  recreation  ; 
and  the  animal  performing  it  does,  for 
the  time  being,  make  himself  too  con- 
temptible to  retain  any  right  to  look  a 
gentleman  in  the  face,  much  less  to 
colloquy  with  a  lady  in  a  side-box 


"  At  the  appearance  of  the  ghost, 
Hamlet  immediately  rises  from  his 
seat  affrighted ;  at  the  same  time  he 
contrives  to  kick  down  his  chair,  which, 
by  making  a  sudden  noise,  it  was  ima- 
gined, WOUld  CONTRIBUTE  TO  THE 
PERTURBATION  AND  TERROR  OF  THE 

INCIDENT.  But  thisj  in  my  opinion, 
is  a  poor  stage-trick,  and  should  be 
avoided." 

Well  done,  Tom  Davies,  again  say 
we.  Let  us  see  what  sort  of  notes  you 
write  on  Julius  Caesar.  Not  so  very 
bad,  by  any  means,  as  might  have 
been  anticipated.  Tom  argues  the  ce- 
lebrated question,  "  Was  Brutus  jus- 
tifiable," &c.,  and  we  think  he  puts  it 
in  a  new  light.  "  The  Romans,"  says 
he,  "  weighed  their  fishes  at  table,  and 
took  a  pleasure  in  beholding  them  ex- 
pire. The  death  of  a  mullus,  with  the 
variety  and  change  of  colours  in  its  last 
moments,  says  Dr  Arbuthnot  from 
Pliny,  was  reckoned  one  of  the  most 
entertaining  spectacles  in  the  world. 

AND  NOW  I  HOPE  WE  SHALL  HEAR 
NO  MORE  OF  THE  WISEST  AND  BEST 
MEN  AMONGST  THE  ROMANS  APPRO- 
VING THE  ASSASSINATION  OF  JULIUS 

CAESAR."  This  settles  the  question  for 
ever — so  let  the  Speculative  Society 
discuss  it  no  more. — Oh !  North !  I 
can  read  no  more  of  this  Tom  Davies. 
The  book  is  said  to  be  extremely  en- 
tertaining, and  no  doubt  your  corre- 
spondent T.  D.  could  shew  it  to  be  so. 
But  I  hate  the  stage,  and  all  that  be- 
longs to  it;  and  am  of  opinion  that 
none  of  Shakespeare's  plays  were  ori- 
ginally intended  for  representation.  I 
have  no  heart  to  prove  this  just  now ; 
but,  take  my  word  for  it,  it  was  the 
case  ;  and  in  this  way  can  we  at  once 
accountfor  our  admirable  friend  Lamb's 
being  affected  so  much  more  in  the 
closet  than  the  theatre  by  Willy's  tra- 
gedies. 

Here  is  "  British  Field  Sports,  by 
William  Henry  Scott.  Sherwood, 
Neely,  and  Jones,  &c.  1818."  "  There 
must,"  says  this  humane  and  excellent 
writer,  "  be  no  indiscriminate  periodi- 
cal whipping  of  the  hounds  in  the  lump." 
I  seriously  recommend  this  advice  to 
the  gentlemen  of  your  Magazine.  What 


There  can  be  no  illiberality  in  saying  do  they  mean  by  everlastingly  laying 
so— and  therefore  once  more  we  re-  on  these  poor  hounds,  Hazlitt,  the 
peat,  "  Well  done,  Tom  Davies !"  Hunts,  and  all  that  pack  ?  It  is  of  no 
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use.     Nothing  will  do  but  hanging,     can  enjoy,  during 
my  good  fellow, 


By  the  way,,  Scott,  .  _ 
will  you  have  the  goodness,  in  another 
edition  bf  your  excellent  volume,  to 
tell  me,  whether  a  fox-hound  or  a 
race-horse  is  swiftest  for  a  race  of  four 
miles  ?  I  observe  that,  at  page  498, 
you  inform  us,  that  Flying  Childers, 
perhaps  thev  fleetest  horse  that  ever 
ran,  did  the  Beacon  course  of  four 
miles,  one  furlong,  one  hundred  and 
thirty-eight  yards,  in  seven  minutes 
and  thirty  seconds;  and,  at  page  407, 
you 'state  positively,  that  a  fox-hound 
bitch  of  Colonel  Thornton's  ran  four 
miles  in  seven  minutes  and  half  a  se- 
cond, which,  good  sir,  is  faster  than 
Childers.  Curse  me  if  I  can  swallow 
that  at  my  time  of  life.  You  also  in- 
form us,  that  Childers  ran  three  miles, 
six  furlongs,  and  ninety-three  yards, 
in  six  minutes  and  forty  seconds,  add- 
ing, "  nearly  after  the  rate  of  one  mile 
in  the  minute."  Now,  worthy  sir, 
Joseph  Hume  himself  could  not  have 
exposed  himself  more  than  you  do 
here ;  for,  look  again,  and  you  will  at 
once  observe,  that  such  running  is 
more  nearly  at  the  rate  of  a  mile  in 
two  minutes. 

"  Cock-fighting,"  says  our  author, 
"  is  pronounced  in  a  breath  horrible  ! 
Weighed,  however,  in  the  balance  of 
reason  and  fact,  it  is  attended  with 
the  least  cruelty  of  all  our  diversions, 
not  even  my  favourite  horse-racing 
excepted.  I  shall  be  very  expeditious 
in  my  proof.  The  game-cock  is  kept 
in  a  state  of  happiness  and  comfort 
until  the  day  of  battle;  he  cannot 
then  be  forced;  but,  in  fighting,  is 
actuated  by  his  natural  instincts — is 
in  fact  gratified ;  and  if  he  falls  by  his 
adversary's  weapon,  he  is  the  sooner 
out  of  the  sense  of  pain.  Let  not  the 
reader,  however,  mistake  me  for  an 
advocate  of  cock-fighting,  for  which, 
in  truth,  I  have  no  kind  of  relish ; 
and  probably  should  feel  almost  as 
wearied,  and  out  of  place,  at  the  cock- 
pit royal,  as  at  sitting  to  hear  a  long- 
winded  puritanical  sermon — an  enter- 
tainment to  which  stale  bread  and  sour 
small  beer  are  luxuries." 

This  is  well  put,  North  ;  and  per- 
fectly justifies  you  and  me  in  our  fa- 
vourite sport.  A  cocker  on  a  large 
scale,  like  my  Lord  Derby,  for  exam- 
ple, fights,  we  shall  say,  (trial  battles 
and  all,)  five  hundred  birds  per  an- 
num. One  and  all  of  these  birds  en- 
joys the  utmost  happiness  that  bird 
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life  of  one,  two, 

or  three  years,  as  may  happen ;  and 
the  death  of  one  and  all  of  them,  time 
taken  at  an  average,  occupies  about 
three  minutes  of  cut  and  come  again. 
But  besides  these  five  hundred  birds 
which  fight,  several  hundred  more 
have  been  called  into  existence,  which 
do  not  fight  at  all,  but  enjoy  the  lux- 
ury of  a  natural  death,  in  their  chick- 
enhood,  from  the  hands  of  Dolly  the 
scullion.  Moreover,  somewhere  about 
a  thousand  hen-chickens  have  been 
clacked,  which,  but  for  cock-fighting, 
had  never  chipped  the  shell,  and  which 
are  either  humanely  made  into  pies 
during  the  tenderness  of  their  untrod- 
den virginity,  or  kept  for  breeding ; 
and  in  neither  predicament  are  they 
ever  heard  to  utter  a  complaint.  A 
prodigious  sum  total  of  feathered  hap- 
piness is  thus,  produced  ;  and  a  con- 
stant cock-a-doodle-doo  kept  up  from 
farm-house  to  farm-house  all  over 
England,  than  which  nothing  can  be 
more  agreeable  to  the  feelings  of  a  man 
and  a  Christian.  Q.  E.  D. 

"  Patience,"  says  Mr  Scott,  "  is  the 
angler's  chief  virtue."  Here,  sir,  you 
are  wrong.  No  doubt,  if  you  take  your 
station  at  the  stern  of  a  punt  in  a  pond, 
and  voluntarily  stake  your  credit  on 
an  attempt  to  delude  a  brace  of  perch, 
out  of  the  scanty  brotherhood  that  are 
par-boiled  in  stagnant  mud  during 
the  dog-days,  patience  will  be  found 
highly  useful,  indeed  indispensable. 
But  what  has  patience  to  do  on  the 
green  or  rocky  banks  of  a  beautiful 
stream,  with  all  its  pools  and  shallows, 
and  its  light  and  shade,  and  its  calms 
and  breezes,  and  its  silence,  its  mur- 
murs, its  dashing,  and  its  thunder  ? 
Why,  the  angler  so  placed,  is  happy 
as  a  bridegroom  on  his  wedding-day  ; 
and  you  may  as  well  tell  me,  that  of 
an  ardent  youth  of  twenty,  on  that 
latter  occasion,  the  chief  virtue  is  pa- 
tience. Stuff!  The  less  patience  the 
better.  An  angler  should  be  impatient, 
eager,  bold,  active,  vigorous,  and  full 
of  fire — in  every  respect  the  reverse  of 
Mr  H.  of  the  Liber  Amoris,  who,  for 
his  drivelling,  was  despised,  even  by 
the  daughter  of  a  tailor  ;  knew  not  how 
to  bait  his  hook,  or  fasten  his  rod ; 
nor,  after  he  had  missed  the  mouth  of 
a  loose-fish  by  his  awkward  and  im- 
potent skillessness,  had  the  sense,  by 
a  sudden  jerk,  to  catch  her  by  the 
tail-fin.  A  Cockney,  sitting  in  the 
stocks,  must  have  patience ;  but  not  so 
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an  angler  and  a  gentleman  on  Tweed- 
side,  or  by  the  silver  Dee. 

What,  in  the  name  of  ponderosity 
and  Troy  weight,  have  we  got  here  ? 
two  volumes  in  4to— each  an  apparent 
load  for  a  miller,  and  too  much  for  the 
back  of  a  Sexagenarian  like  the  present 
contributor,  once  a  man  not  unknown 
in  the  gymnastic  hemisphere — tf  Life 
of  Hay  ley !"  Here,  indeed,  is  a  tri- 
umph of  temper.  No  tombstone  can 
be  flatter  than  such  a  monument.  A 
patent  coffin  is  a  joke  to  a  corp-safe 
like  this.  Open,  Sisame!  Now  that  the 
gates  are  unfolded,  let  some  younger 
man  turn  again  the  weary  load  upon 
its  hinges.  For  twelve  years  did  our 
good  friend  Colburn  support  the  tough 
annuitant,  at  the  rate  of  £460  per  an- 
num ;  and  lo!  the  upshot!  Kind- 
hearted  Hayley !  jilted  in  youth,  living 
apart  from  the  wife  of  his  bosom  in 
manhood,  and  forsaking  his  third  flame 
in  his  dotage,  what  a  HERMIT  wert 
thou  !  Is  this  one  of  the  poets  of  Eng- 
land ?  The  friend  of  Cowper  ?  The 
model  of  a  recluse  ?  Vain,  heartless, 
wavering,  selfish,  dull,  doting  drivel- 
ler, what  art  thou  now !  What  a  les- 
son is  here  !  Versifying  on  the  death 
of  his  friends  !  Sermonizing  on  the  fu- 
neral of  the  wife  whom  he  forsook  in 
her  insanity  !  And,  last  of  all,  forsa- 
king the  bed  of  youth  and  beauty,  in 
the  capricious  impotence  of  dotage,  that 
could  gloat  no  more !  Epitaphs,  epi- 
grams, lyrics,  charades,  epistles,  sa- 
tires, tragedies,  and  epics,  all  alike 
feebly  begotten,  imperfectly  conceived, 
and  abortively  delivered !  Peevishness, 
sulkiness,  the  wretchedness  of  perpe- 
tual failure  ;  egotism  feeding  on  gar- 
bage, and  yet  doomed  to  insatiate  cra- 
ving, and  sick  with  the  flatulence  of 
constitutional  imbecility,  and  the  thin 
diet  of  solitary  and  mis-directed  stu- 
dies, that  produced  only  constipation, 


eructation,  indigestion,  blue  devils, 
death,  contempt,  and  oblivion  !  A 
man  without  back  or  loins,  wrestling 
for  immortality !  The  lame  and  the 
halt  in  soul  striving  to  climb  the  hill 
of  fame !  The  slave  aping  the  free  ! 
The  mean  smuggling  himself  in-to  the 
ranks  of  the  mighty  1  Lips  black  with 
soot,  but  untouched  with  the  coal  from 
heaven  !'  The  slaver  of  fatuity  for  the 
dew  of  inspiration  !  Down  and  pud- 
dock-hair,  instead  of  the  strong  pi- 
nion !  The  gabble  of  the  goose  for  the 
song  of  the  swan  !  The  hobble  of  the 
Suffolk  punch,  bred  in  and  in,  for  the 
gallop  of  the  "  desert-born  !"  The  sto- 
len lion's  hide  dangling  over  the  na- 
ked neck  of  the  cuddy,  instead  of  the 
os  magna  sonaturum,  the  long  leathern 
jaws,  filled  with  half-chewed  docks 
and  burrs,  intermingled  with  sting- 
less  nettles ! 

I  observe,  by  the  way,  that  there 
has  been  a  serious  misunderstanding 
between  Sherwood,  Neely,  and  Jones, 
and  Pierce  Egan.  I  am  sorry  for  it. 
They  are  spirited,  honest,  kind-heart- 
ed publishers,  as  any  in  the  kingdom, 
and  Boxiana  is  tlie  prince  of  good  fel- 
lows. I  wish  they  could  make  their 
quarrel  up.  Authors  and  publishers 
should  always  be  good  friends.  Pierce 
seems  to  have  been  paid  handsomely, 
and  no  man  deserves  it  better.  As  to 
his  fourth  volume  of  Boxiana,  we  ne- 
ver heard  of  it,  and  request  him  to  send 
us  a  copy  forthwith  !  As  this  is  a  na- 
tional concern,  we  intend  to  give  a  fair 
statement  to  the  public. 

My  dear  North,  I  began  this  letter 
rather  queerish,  and  was  half-inclined 
to  pick  a  quarrel  with  you  ;  but  I  be- 
gin to  feel  the  old  regard  for  you  and 
Maga,  and  depend  upon  something  se- 
rious and  erudite  by  Thursday's  post. 
Yours  respectfully,  &c. 
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ENGLAND  has  at  length  fully  revert- 
ed to  her  old  state  of  peace.  War  is  at 
an  end,  and  even  the  spirit  of  war  is 
laid ;  that  ancient  fiery  blast  which  had 
scorched  and  heaved  her  for  an  entire 
generation,  is  blown  over ;  the  fluctu- 
ations that  followed  the  pause  of  hos- 
tilities, and  made  it  more  uneasy  than 
ever,  has  gone  down  ;  manufactures 
and  agriculture  have  put  on  a  face  of 


activity,  cheerfulness,  and  profit ;  the 
restoration  of  cash  payments  has  gone 
through  its  round,  and  entered  into 
the  healthful  and  quiet  system  of  the 
national  prosperity,  which  it  is  to  dis- 
turb no  more.  The  reductions  of  the 
national  expenditure,  painful  and  an- 
xious operations  at  the  best,  have  now 
completed  their  course  of  difficulty, 
and  they  arc  henceforth  to  be  felt  on- 
12 
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ly  in  lightening  the  puhlic  burthens. 
At  this  hour,  England  stands  in  a  more 
vigorous  and  loftier  position,  with 
veins  filled  with  a  richer  plenitude  of 
health  and  spirits,  and  her  eye  com- 
manding a  larger  horizon,  than  in  the 
most  prosperous  days  of  our  forefa- 
thers. The  scars  of  the  war  have  pass- 
ed away,  not  a  wrinkle  is  left  to  tell 
where  his  helmet  galled,  and  she  has 
now  only  to  follow  the  career  of  her 
own  generous  powers  of  head  and 
heart,  and  be  mistress  of  all  the  pros- 
perity that  Providence  appoints  for 
wisdom,  industry,  and  virtue. 

To  say  that  this  elevation  is  the  di- 
rect result  of  any  measures  of  our  weak 
human  sagacity,  would  be  idle  and 
presumptuous.  The  ancients,  a  peo- 
ple wise  in  their  generation,  sacrificed 
to  Fortune ;  we  have  a  purer  belief, 
and  it  leads  us  to  a  still  higher  source ; 
we  acknowledge  the  bounty  of  Pro- 
vidence, and,  in  the  acknowledgment, 
feel,  that  far  from  our  efforts  or  our 
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giving 


the  noblest  cha- 


cause,  we  are  _ 

racter  and  panegyric  within  the  reach 

of  language. 

In  the  midst  of  this  harmonious  and 
universal  utterance  of  national  congra- 
tulation, I  disdain  to  bend  my  ear  to 
the  petty  querulousness  of  party.  Its 
voice,  loud  and  ominous  during  the 
night  of  the  country,  is  less  and  less 
audible  as  the  day  ascends,  and  is  na- 
turally extinguished  in  the  thousand 
sounds  of  public  content  and  industry. 
Those  obscoente  volucres  are  only  for 
darkness  and  the  sick-chamber ;  but 
we  have  thrown  off  the  sickness  and 
the  superstition  together,  and  may  now 
turn  to  the  cheering  and  sunny  con- 
templations, habitual  to  the  best  times, 
and  the  manliest  spirit  of  Englishmen. 

The  King's  speech  at  the  opening  of 
the  Session  embraced  three  principal 
objects.  The  question  of  continental 
policy,  the  public  burthens,  and  the 
state  of  Ireland.  On  these  three  points 
his  policy  was  distinctly  pledged. — To 
preserve  peace,  to  diminish  taxation, 
and  to  propose  some  remedy  for  the 
disturbance  of  the  Irish.  The  first  step 
was  directed  to  the  taxation.  Mr  Van- 
sittart  had  left  the  Treasury,  and  the 
new  Chancellor  of  the  Exechequer  had 
assumed  his  office  with  a  high  character 
for  intelligence  and  exertion.  His  career 
was  begun  with  peculiar  triumph,  for 
he  was  enabled  to  announce  the  abo- 
lition of  two  millions  and  a  half  of 
English  taxes,  to  promise  the  total  re- 
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peal  of  the  salt  duties  within  a  brief 
period,  to  extinguish  lotteries  after  the 
present  year,  and  to  sweep  away  the 
whole  of  the  assessed  taxes  of  Ireland 
at  once. 

The  Spanish  question  engrossed  a 
large  share  of  public  interest  for  the 
time.  A  feeble  and  tampering  spirit 
in  our  councils  would  have  inevitably 
plunged  us  into  a  war  with  France, 
and  subsequently  with  all  Europe. 
Opposition,  cheered  by  the  prospect  of 
national  calamity,  called  furiously  for 
war,  but  its  clamour  found  no  echo  in 
the  country ;  the  minister's  statement 
of  his  policy  formed  an  intelligent 
view  of  British  interests  and  public 
feelings,  and  was  sanctioned  by  great 
majorities  within  the  house,  and  by  an 
unexampled  approbation  among  the 
people.  Opposition  was  baffled ;  and 
if  the  defeat  of  a  body,  so  often  repul- 
sed, and  sunk  into  such  contempt, 
could  be  a  matter  of  triumph,  its  de- 
feat was  ridiculous  and  humiliating  in 
the  most  memorable  degree. 

A  paltry  attempt  at  popularity  was 
subsequently  made  by  a  motion  rela- 
tive to  the  arrest  of  Mr  Bowring,  a 
person  charged  with  being  the  accre- 
dited agent  of  disaffection  in  France. 
His  notorious  intercourse  with  the  sus- 
pected in  Paris,  his  communications 
with  Spain,  and  the  nppearance  of 
some  incendiary  French  songs  in  an 
English  paper,  at  the  moment  of  an  at- 
tempted insurrection  in  France,  had  fix- 
ed the  eye  of  the  police  upon  him.  His 
arrest  was  natural,  but  his  papers  were 
apparently  of  no  importance,  and  he  was 
finally  set  at  liberty  without  a  charge, 
after  a  childish  and  harsh  detention  of 
a  fortnight  in  a  French  prison.  Lord 
Archibald  Hamilton  was  the  Alecto  on 
this  occasion,  and  put  the  trumpet  to 
his  luckless  lips  for  vengeance  and  war. 
But  his  motion  had  the  usual  fate  of 
his  oratory, — it  was  thrown  into  easy 
burlesque,  and  Mr  Bowring  was  left, 
unavenged,  to  his  usual  pursuits,  and 
the  public  management  of  the  sub- 
scription for  the  Spanish  insurgents. 

The  Spanish  war  was  the  sole  sur- 
viving hope  of  party,  and  the  topic 
was  cherished  and  amplified  with  a 
fondness  worthy  of  the  desperate  state 
of  Opposition.  All  had  hitherto  cheat- 
ed them  ;  events,  rich  with  the  pro- 
mise of  public  misfortune,  had  vanish- 
ed from  their  grasp.  A  malignant  for- 
tune had  deprived  them  of  the  Queen 
at  the  moment  when  they  seemed  to 
2A 
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have  secured  complete  and  permanent 
possession  ef  that  fine  source  of  tu- 
mult. The  agricultural  distresses 
cheered  them  for  a  time,  but  it  was  to 
keep  the  word  of  promise  only  to  their 
ear ;  they  no  sooner  swelled  into  the 
triumphant  speculation  of  deserted 
provinces,  barns  in  a  general  circuit 
of  inflammation,  and  smoek-frocked 
legislators  re-modelling  the  constitu- 
tion with  the  firebrand  and  the  scythe, 
than  prices  rose,  the  sun  shone,  and 
the  rustic  became  incapable  of  a  gene- 
ral change  of  ministry.  A  fate  pur- 
sued them  ;  it  was  enough  for  them 
to  set  their  feet  on  the  most  fetid 
ground  of  popular  mischief,  the  soil 
became  rotten  at  once,  sank  away,  and 
left  them  to  look  out  for  another  spot 
for  the  great  radical  lever,  that  was  to 
shake  all  established  things  at  a  heave. 
The  sound  of  insurrection  in  Spain 
came  over  them  while  they  were  in  the 
lowest  despondency,  and  they  snuffed 
the  gale  with  the  nostril  so  long  un- 
cheered  with  revolution.  I  have  in  a 
former  letter  detailed  the  contemptu- 
ous and  total  disappointment  of  Op- 
position ;  and  the  loss  of  character 
branded  on  the  legal  coxcomb  who 
had  volunteered  to  lead  the  forlorn 
hope ;  and  the  wretched  artifice  to 
conceal  defeat  by  voting  against  their 
own  question,  and  the  bitter  dissen- 
sions that  subsequently  revealed  and 
punished  the  intrigue. 

Minor  debates  filled  up  the  period. 
Hume  talked,  of  course,  his  usual  al- 
lowance ;  but  his  topics  lost  their  fresh- 
ness, his  blunders  are  mere  repetitions 
fatal  to  laughter,  and  he  has  settled 
into  the  insignificance  which  is  the 
natural  place  of  a  vulgar  and  unfur- 
nished mind. 

The  Catholic  question,  brought  for- 
ward in  April,  added  to  the  exposure 
of  the  present  weakness  and  habitual 
insincerity  of  Whiggism.  The  debate- 
on  the  petition  was  left  to  the  single 
prowess  of  Mr  Plunkett.  Opposition 
gave  up  the  topic  without  the  decency 
of  an  excuse,  walked  out  of  the  House, 
and  left  the  advocate  to  the  consolation 
of  having  made  hi*?  annual  speech,  and 
at  length  learning  the  value  of  his 
party.  One  of  two  conclusions  must 
be  drawn  from  this  extraordinary  de- 
sertion, either  that  the  Catholic  ques- 
tion has  been  from  the  beginning  a 
mere  pretence  in  the  mouth  of  Whig- 
gism, or  that,  believing  it  essential  to 
the  welfare  of  the  empire,  they  have 


notwithstanding  abandoned  it,  front 
finding  that  they  could  not  compel  it 
to  answer  the  purposes  of  their  own 
paltry  appetite  for  office.  Either  con- 
clusion leaves  them  steeped  in  base- 
ness, duplicity,  and  folly.  It  must 
now  be  asked  by  all  men  who  have 
hitherto  looked  on  this  party  with  a 
favourable  eye, — on  what  subject  are 
they  in  earnest,  what  great  political 
doctrine  do  they  sincerely  hold,  to 
what  line  of  conduct  would  they  feel 
themselves  pledged,  in  case  of  their 
being  put  in  possession  of  the  govern- 
ment? The  true  answer  is,  their  whole 
spirit  is  insincere.  If  there  ever  was  a 
question  to  which  men  were  bound, 
those  men  were  bound  to  the  Catholic 
question ;  their  speeches,  their  reviews, 
their  votes,  were  full  of  it  for  the  last 
thirty  years ;  it  went  side  by  side  with 
even  the  panegyric  of  disaffection  in 
England,  and  the  triumphs  of  her  ene- 
mies abroad.  It  was  a  part  of  the 
living  and  sentient  frame,  the  blood 
and  brain  of  opposition.  At  once  it 
was  perceived  that  nothing  more  was 
to  be  made  of  it,  and  from  that  mo- 
ment it  was  disowned  and  dismember- 
ed from  among  the  organs  of  faction. 
This  consummation,  while  it  covers 
the  party  with  contempt,  is  fortunate 
for  the  Roman  Catholics.  Their  claims 
will  be  a  mouth-piece  for  paltry  per- 
sonal objects  no  more ;  they  will  be 
decided  on  by  a  more  honourable 
judgment  than  that  of  faction.  In 
the  hands  of  administration  they  will 
have  their  due  weight,  and  the  Ro- 
man Catholic  may  rely  on  obtaining 
every  privilege  that  is  not  inconsistent 
with  the  general  safety  of  the  consti- 
tution. 

A  direct  step  towards  giving  him 
political  power  has  been  made  this  Ses- 
sion in  giving  him  the  elective  fran- 
chise. This  measure,  pregnant  with 
weighty  consequences,  was  resisted  up- 
on principle  by  some  of  the  wisest  and 
most  liberal  minds  of  Parliament.  The 
Bishop  of  St  David's,  a  man  venerable 
by  every  title  of  literature,  liberality, 
and  piety,  opposed  it  strenuously,  de- 
clared it  to  be  contrary  to  all  sound 
policy,  hostile  to  the  maxims  of  our 
ancestors,  and  menacing  to  the  consti- 
tution. What  its  result  may  be  in 
England,  must  be  discovered  only  by 
experience ;  but  in  Ireland  the  elective 
franchise  was  a  formidable  gift  both  to 
the  givers  and  the  receivers.  By  allow- 
ing the  Catholic  peasantry  to  become 
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voters,  their  condition  was  instantly 
lowered.  The  eagerness  of  the  landlord 
to  have  numerous  voters,  split  their 
farms  into  the  smallest  portions  that 
could  support  life.  It  was  enough  for 
the  landlord  that  he  could  go  to  the 
hustings  with  a  moh  of  beggars  at  his 
heels.  From  this  increase  of  beggary, 
riot  followed  ;  until  Ireland  is  at  this 
hour  the  seat  of  poverty,  contagion, 
ignorance,  and  bloodshed. 

This  franchise  was  fatal  to  the  Irish 
Parliament ;  for  it  rendered  the  Union 
a  matter  of  stern  necessity.  Where  the 
election  was  by  the  head,  the  Pi-otest- 
ant  property,  intelligence,  and  allegi- 
ance, must  have  been  overwhelmed  by 
the  Catholic  multitude.  The  Parlia- 
ment must  have,  long  before  this,  be- 
come altogether  Romanist;  and  the 
result  must  have  been  a  division  of  the 
empire,  or  a  furious  and  doubtful  civil 
war.  Nothing  can  be  more  fantastic 
than  to  suppose  that  the  power  of  vo- 
ting for  members  of  Parliament  is  a 
natural  right.  It  is  totally  convention- 
al— a  British  man  has  as  natural  right 
to  vote  in  a  corporation  or  in  the  Ca- 
binet, as  to  vote  at  the  hustings.  It  is 
a  privilege,  and,  like  all  privileges, 
must  be  obtained  by  some  equivalent. 
Property,  apprenticeship,  public  ho- 
nours, &c.,  are  its  sources ;  and  for  it 
they  must  be  visited.  This  privilege 
conceded  to  the  English  Romanists  may 
be  less  formidable  from  their  inferio- 
rity of  number ;  but  a  new  stimulant 
is  now  given  to  proselytism — the  eyes 
of  ambitious  men  will  be  turned  on 
this  new  material  of  power — demands 
inconsistent  with  the  Constitution  will 
be  made  by  regular  clients  of  Catholic 
popularity ;  and  freedom  and  religion 
may  have  yet  to  tremble  at  the  conse- 
quence of  this  hazardous  donative. 
The  English  Catholics,  scarcely  more 
than  three  thousand  thirty  years  ago, 
are  now  upwards  of  forty  thousand; 
an  enormous  increase,  which  betrays 
the  vigour  of  proselytism  in  an  unex- 
ampled degree. 

The  Session  died  away  in  an  inquiry 
into  the  conduct  of  the  Sheriff  of  Dub- 
lin, who  had  been  charged  with  re- 
turning a  packed  jury,  on  the  trial  of 
the  Orangemen  for  a  riot  at  the  theatre. 
A  key  to  this  singular  and  ineffective 
proceeding  may  be  discoverable  in  the 
disapprobation  fixed  on  the  conduct  of 
Mr  Plunket.  Itprobablyoccurred  to  this 


practised  politician,  that  the  prosecu- 
tion of  the  Sheriff  might  serve,  at  least 
as  well  as  his  own  censure  by  the 
House  and  the  country,  to  attract  po- 
pular attention.  In  the  debate  on  Mr 
Brownlow's  motion  of  censure,  the 
Minister  interfered,  and  recommended 
that  the  House  should  not  come  to  a 
vote,  "  simply  that  neither  party  might 
have  a  triumph."  The  suggestion  was 
acted  upon,  and  Plunket's  conduct  was 
left  as  it  was  found. 

Parliament  grew  sick  of  inquiries 
into  the  squabbles  of  aldermen  and  at- 
torneys— Irish  though  they  were  ; — 
the  inquiry  languished,  became  profit- 
less, ridiculous,  and  dropped — leaving 
the  Sheriff  to  return  in  triumph  to  his 
corporation  dinners,  the  Dublin  Alder- 
man, King,  to  boast  of  having  baffled 
the  House,  and  the  Irish  Attorney- 
General  to  dream  over  the  equal  ab- 
surdity of  Orangeman  and  Catholic, 
the  harshness  of  ex  officio  informations, 
and  the  easy  loss  of  a  lawyer's  popu- 
larity. 

Some  episodes  and  interludes  light- 
ened the  heavier  business  of  the  clo- 
sing Session.  The  King's  most  mu- 
nificent gift  of  his  late  Majesty's  lib- 
rary to  the  nation,  brought  up  Lord 
Ellenborough  from  his  retreat,  since 
the  failure  of  his  furious  measure  of 
legislatorial  foolery,  the  Marriage  Act. 
His  Lordship  curiously  maintained 
that  the  King  had  no  right  to  give 
away  his  own,  and  that  he  must  keep 
his  gifts  to  himself,  on  pain  of  offend- 
ing Lord  Ellenborough's  opinion  of 
the  Constitution.  The  House  laughed 
at  the  discovery,  had  the  courage  to 
accept  of  this  obnoxious  and  unconsti- 
tutional present  of  books  and  MSS. ; 
and  even  went  the  daring  length  of 
transferring  it  to  the  keeping  of  the 
British  Museum.  To  close  this  sketch 
with  the  most  trivial  and  the  most 
amusing  incident  of  the  year,  Mr  Can- 
ning, in  one  of  the  debates  on  the  Ca- 
tholic question,  gave  Brougham  the 
Lie  !  with  a  directness,  promptitude, 
and  effect,  unequalled  among  the  cas- 
tigations  of  the  House.  It  gagged  the 
unfortunate  orator  for  the  night,  and 
for  the  season.  Mr  M'Kerrilhad  before 
silenced  him  out  of  doors ;  he  is  now 
shut  up  from  the  habitual  indulgence 
of  his  tongue  within,  and  must  hence- 
forth be  as  miserable  as  insolence  and 
impotence  can  make  him. 
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A  SCOTS  MUMMY. 

To  Sir  Christopher  North. 


DEAR  Sm  CHRISTY, 
You  will  remember,  that,  when  you 
and  I  parted  last  at  Ambrose's,  the 
following  dialogue  passed  between  us. 
Perhaps  you  may  have  forgot ;  but  it 
was  just  at  the  head  of  the  narrow  en- 
try, immediately  under  the  door  of 
that  celebrated  tavern,  that  it  took 
place ;  and,  at  the  time  when  it  be- 
gan, we  were  standing  with  our  backs 
toward  each  other,  in  what  I  would 
have  called,  had  I  been  writing  poe- 
try, a  moveless  attitude. 

*'  Mr  Hogg,  what  is  the  reason  that 
you  write  to  me  so  seldom  ?" 

"  Faith,   man,   it's  because  I  hae 
naething  to  write  about." 

"  Nothing  to  write  about  ?  For 
shame !  how  can  you  say  so  ?  Have 
you  not  the  boundless  phenomena  of 
nature  constantly  before  your  eyes  ?" 
{ *  O,  to  be  sure,  I  hae  ;  but  then — " 
In  the  meantime  I  was  thinking  to 
myself,  what  the  devil  can  this  phe- 
nomena of  nature  be,  when  you  inter- 
rupted me  with,  "  None  of  your  but 
tlieris,  shepherd.  A  man  who  has  such 
an  eye  as  you  have,  for  discerning  the 
goings  on  of  the  mighty  elements,  can 
never  want  the  choice  of  a  thousand, 
subjects  whereon  to  exercise  his  pen. 
You  have  the  night,  with  her  unnum- 
bered stars,  that  seem  to  rowl  through 
spaces  incomprehensible  ;  the  day 
dawn,  and  the  sunshine  ;  the  dazzling 
splendours  of  noon,  and  the  sombre 
hues  that  pervade  the  mountains,  un- 
der the  congregated  masses  of  im- 
pending vapours." 

"  Gude  sauf  us,  Christy's  mair  nor 
half  seas  ower !"  thinks  I ;  "  but  I 
maunna  pretend  no  to  understand  him, 
for  fear  he  get  intil  a  rage. — Ay,  ye're 
no  far  wrang,  man,"  I  says ;  "  there 
are  some  gayen  good  things  to  be  seen 
atween  the  heaven  an'  yirth  some- 
times. Weel,  gude  night,  or  rather 
gude  morning,  honest  Sir  Christy. 
I'll  try  to  pick  you  up  something  o' 
yon  sort." 

"  By  all  means,  Hogg.  I  insist  on 
it.  Something  of  the  phenomena  of 
nature,  I  beseech  you.  You  should 
look  less  at  lambs  and  rams,  and  he- 
goats,  Hogg,  and  more  at  the  grand 
phenomena  of  nature.  You  should 
drink  less  out  of  the  toddy-jug,  shep- 
herd, and  more  at  the  perennial  spring. 


However,  we'll  say  no  more  about 
that,  as  matters  stand,  to-night ;  only 
hand  me  something  of  the  phenomena 
of  nature." 

I  came  home  here,  and  looked  about 
me  soon  and  late  with  a  watchful  eye, 
and  certainly  saw  many  bright  and 
beautiful  appearances  on  the  face  of 
the  sky,  and  in  the  ever-varying  hues 
of  the  mountains ;  still  I  had  wit- 
nessed all  these  before  ;  so  had  every 
old  shepherd  in  these  glens;  and  I 
could  not  persuade  myself  that  any  of 
these  was  the  particular  thing,  a  de- 
scription of  which  you  wanted ;  be- 
cause they  were,  in  fact,  no  phenome- 
non s,  if  I  understand  that  French 
word  properly,  nor  ever  were  viewed 
as  such  by  any  of  our  country  people. 
But  at  length  the  curiosity  of  two 
young  shepherds,  neighbours  of  my 
own,  furnished  me  with  a  subject  that 
hit  my  fancy  to  a  hair  ;  and  the  mo- 
ment that  I  first  heard  the  relation,  I 
said  to  myself,  "  This  is  the  very 
thing  for  old  Christy."  But  thereby 
hangs  a  tale,  which  is  simply  and  li- 
terally as  follows : — 

On  the  top  of  a  wild  height,  called 
Cowanscroft,  where  the  lands  of  three 
proprietors  meet  all  at  one  point,  there 
has  been,  for  long  and  many  years, 
the  grave  of  a  suicide,  marked  out  by 
a  stone  standing  at  the  head,  and  an- 
other at  the  feet.  Often  have  I  stood 
musing  over  it  myself,  when  a  shep- 
herd on  one  of  the  farms  of  which  it 
formed  the  extreme  boundary,  and 
thinking  what  could  induce  a  young 
man,  who  had  scarcely  reached  the 
prime  of  life,  to  brave  his  Maker,  and 
rush  into  his  presence  by  an  act  of  his 
own  erring  hand,  and  one  so  unnatu- 
ral and  preposterous;  but  it  never 
once  occurred  to  me  as  an  object  of 
curiosity,  to  dig  up  the  mouldering 
bones  of  the  culprit,  which  I  consider- 
ed as  the  most  revolting  of  all  objects. 
The  thing  was,  however,  done  last 
month^  and  a  discovery  made  of  one 
of  the  greatest  natural  phenomenons 
that  I  ever  heard  of  in  this  country. 

The  little  traditionary  history  that 
remains  of  this  unfortunate  youth,  is 
altogether  a  singular  one.  He  was  not 
a  native  of  the  place,  nor  would  he 
ever  tell  from  what  place  he  came,  but 
he  was  remarkable  for  a  deep,  thought- 
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ful,  and  sullen  disposition.  There  was 
nothing  against  his  character  that  any- 
body knew  of,  and  he  had  been  a  con- 
siderable time  in  the  place.  The  last 
service  he  was  in  was  with  a  Mr  An- 
derson of  Eltrieve,  who  died  about  100 
years  ago,  and  who  had  hired  him  du- 
ring the  summer  to  herd  a  stock  of 
young  cattle  in  Eltrieve  Hope.  It  hap- 
pened one  day  in  the  month  of  Sep- 
tember, that  James  Anderson,  his  mas- 
ter's son,  a  boy  then  about  ten  years  of 
age,  went  with  this  young  man  to  the 
Hope  one  day,  to  divert  himself.  The 
herd  had  his  dinner  along  with  him  ; 
and,  about  one  o'clock,  when  the  boy 
proposed  going  home,  the  former 
pressed  him  very  hard  to  stay  and  take 
a  share  of  his  dinner  ;  but  the  boy  re- 
fused, for  fear  his  parents  might  be 
alarmed  about  him,  and  said  he  would 
go  home ;  on  which  the  herd  said  to 
him,  "  Then  if  ye  winna  stay  wi'  me, 
James,  ye  may  depend  on't  I'll  cut  my 
throat  afore  ye  come  back  again." 

I  have  heard  it  likewise  reported, 
but  only  by  one  person,  that  there  had 
been  some  things  stolen  out  of  his 
master's  house  a  good  while  before, 
and  that  the  boy  had  discovered  a  sil- 
ver knife  and  fork,  that  was  a  part  of 
the  stolen  property,  in  the  herd's  pos- 
session that  day,  and  that  it  was  this 
discovery  that  drove  him  to  despair. 
The  boy  did  not  return  to  the  Hope 
that  afternoon ;  and,  before  evening, 
a  man  coming  in  at  the  pass  called  the 
Hart  Loup,  with  a  drove  of  lambs,  on 
the  way  for  Edinburgh,  perceived 
something  like  a  man  standing  in  a 
strange  frightful  position  at  the  side  of 
one  of  Eldinhope  hay-ricks.  The  dri- 
ver's attention  was  riveted  on  this 
strange,  uncouth  figure ;  and  as  the 
drove-road  passed  at  no  great  distance 
from  the  spot,  he  first  called,  but  re- 
ceiving no  answer,  he  went  up  to  the 
spot,  and  behold  it  was  the  above-men- 
tioned young  man,  who  had  hung 
himself  in  the  hay  rope  that  was  tying 
down  the  rick.  This  was  accounted  a 
great  wonder,  and  every  one  said,  if 
the  devil  had  not  assisted  him,  it  was 
impossible  the  thing  could  have  been 
done,  for  in  general  these  ropes  are  so 
brittle,  being  made  of  green  hay,  that 
they  will  scarcely  bear  to  be  bound 
over  the  rick.  And  the  more  to  horrify 
the  good  people  of  the  neighbourhood, 
the  driver  said,  that  when  he  first  came 
in  view,  he  could  almost  give  his  oath 
that  he  saw  two  people  engaged  busily 
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about  the  hay-rick,  going  round  it  and 
round  it,  and  he  thought  they  were 
dressing  it.  If  this  asseveration  ap- 
proximated at  all  to  truth,  it  makes 
this  evident  at  least,  that  the  unfortu- 
nate young  man  had  hanged  himself 
after  the  man  with  the  lambs  came  in 
view.  He  was,  however,  quite  dead 
when  he  cut  him  down.  He  had  fas- 
tened two  of  the  old  hay  ropes  at  the 
bottom  of  the  rick  on  one  side,  (indeed 
they  are  all  fastened  so  when  first  laid 
on,)  so  that  he  had  nothing  to  do  but 
to  loosen  two  of  the  ends  on  the  other 
side ;  and  these  he  tied  in  a  knot  round 
his  neck,  and  then,  slackening  his 
knees,  and  letting  himself  lean  down 
gradually  till  the  hay  rope  bore  all  his 
weight,  he  contrived  to  put  an  end  to 
his  existence  in  that  way.  Now  the 
fact  is,  that  if  you  try  all  the  ropes  that 
are  thrown  over  all  the  outfield  hay 
ricks  in  Scotland,  there  is  not  one 
among  a  thousand  of  them  will  hang 
a  colley  dog — so  that  the  manner  of 
this  wretch's  death  was  rather  a  sin- 
gular circumstance. 

Early  next  morning  Mr  Anderson's 
servants  went  reluctantly  away,  and, 
taking  an  old  blanket  with  them  for  a 
winding-sheet,,  they  rolled  up  the  body 
of  the  deceased,  first  in  his  own  plaid, 
letting  the  hay-rope  still  remain  about 
his  neck,  and  then  rolling  the  oldblank- 
et  over  all,  they  bore  the  loathed  re- 
mains away  the  distance  of  three  miles 
or  so  on  spokes,  to  the  top  of  Cowan's 
Croft,  at  the  very  point  where  the 
Duke  of  Buccleuch's  land,  the  laird  of 
Drumelzier's,  and  Lord  Napier's  meet; 
and  there  they  buried  him,  with  all 
that  he  had  on  him  and  about  him, 
silver  knife  and  fork  and  all  together. 
Thus  far  went  tradition,  and  no  one 
ever  disputed  one  jot  of  the  disgusting 
oral  tale. 

A  nephew  of  that  Mr  Anderson's, 
who  was  with  the  hapless  youth  that 
day  he  died,  says,  that,  as  far  as  he  can 
gather  from  the  relations  of  friends 
that  he  remembers,  and  of  that  same 
uncle  in  particular,  it  is  one  hundred 
and  Jive  years  next  month,  (that  is, 
September  1823,)  since  that  event  hap- 
pened,- and  I  think  it  likely  that  this 
gentleman's  information  is  correct. 
But  sundry  other  people,  much  older 
than  he  whom  I  have  consulted,  pre- 
tend that  it  is  six  or  seven  years  more. 
They  say  they  have  heard  that  Mr 
James  Anderson  was  then  a  boy  ten 
years  of  age ;  that  he  lived  to  an  old 
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age,  upwards  of  four  score,  and  it  is 
two-and-forty  years  since  he  died. 
Whichever  way  it  may  be,  it  was 
about  that  period  some  way,  of  that 
there  is  no  doubt.  Well,  you  will  be 
saying,  that,  excepting  the  small  orna- 
mental part  of  the  devil  and  the  hay- 
rope,  there  is  nothing  at  all  of  what 
you  wanted  in  this  ugly  traditional 
tale.  Stop  a  wee  bit,  my  dear  Sir 
Christy.  Dinna  just  cut  afore  the 
point.  Ye  ken  auld  fools  an'  young 
bairns  shouldna  see  things  that  are 
half  done.  Stop  just  a  wee  bit,  ye 
auld  crusty,  crippled,  crabbit,  editor 
body,  an'  I'll  let  ye  see  that  the  grand 
phenomena  of  Nature's  a'  to  come  to 
yet. 

It  so  happened,  sir,  that  two  young 
men,  William  Sheil  and  W.  Sword, 
were  out  on  an  adjoining  height,  this 
summer,  casting  peats,  and  it  came 
into  their  heads  to  open  that  grave  in 
the  wilderness,  and  see  if  there  were 
any  of  the  bones  of  the  suicide  of 
former  ages  and  centuries  remaining. 
They  did  so,  but  opened  only  about 
one  half  of  the  grave,  beginning  at  the 
head  and  about  the  middle  at  the  same 
time.  It  was  not  long  till  they  came 
upon  the  old  blanket, — I  think  they 
said,  not  much  more  than  a  foot  from 
the  surface.  They  tore  that  open,  and 
there  was  the  hay-rope  lying  stretched 
down  alongst  his  breast  so  fresh,  that 
they  saw  at  first  sight  it  was  made  of 
risp,  a  sort  of  long  sword-grass  that 
grows  about  marshes  and  the  sides  of 
lakes.  One  of  the  young  men  seized 
the  rope,  and  pulled  by  it,  but  the  old 
enchantment  of  the  devil  remained. 
It  would  not  break,  and  so  he  pulled 
and  pulled  at  it  till  behold  the  body 
canoe  up  into  a  sitting  posture,  with  a 
broad  blue  bonnet  on  its  head,  and  its 
plaid  around.it,  as  fresh  as  that  day  it 
was  laid  in.  I  never  heard  of  a  pre- 
servation so  wonderful,  if  it  be  true  as 
was  related  to  me,  for  still  I  have  not 
had  the  curiosity  to  go  and  view  the 
body  myself.  The  features  were  all  so 
plain,  that  an  acquaintance  might  easi- 
ly have  known  him.  One  of  the  lads 
gripped  the  face  of  the  corpse  with  his 
finger  and  thumb,  and  the  cheeks  felt 
quite  soft  and  fleshy,  but  the  dimples 
remained,  and  did  not  spring  out 
again.  He  had  fine  yellow  hair  about 
nine  inches  long,  but  not  a  hair  of  it 
could  they  pull  out,  till  they  cut  part 
of  it  off  with  a  knife.  They  also  cut 
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off  some  portions  of  his  clothes,  which 
were  all  quite  fresh,  and  distributed 
them  among  their  acquaintances,  send- 
ing a  portion  to  me  among  the  rest,  to 
keep  as  natural  curiosities.  Several 
gentlemen  have  in  a  manner  forced  me 
to  give  them  fragments  of  these  en- 
chanted garments ;  I  have,  however, 
retained  a  small  portion  for  you,  which 
I  send  along  with  this,  being  a  piece 
of  his  plaid,  and  another  of  his  waist- 
coat breast,  which  you  will  see  are  still 
as  fresh  as  that  day  they  were  laid  in 
the  grave.  His  broad  blue  bonnet  was 
sent  to  Edinburgh  several  weeks  ago, 
to  the  great  regret  of  some  gentlemen 
connected  with  the  land,  who  wished 
to  have  it  for  a  keepsake.  For  my 
part,  fond  as  I  am  of  blue  bonnets, 
and  broad  ones  in  particular,  I  declare 
I  durst  not  have  worn  that  one.  There 
was  nothing  of  the  silver  knife  and 
fork  discovered,  that  I  heard  of,  nor 
was  it  very  likely  it  should ;  but  it 
would  appear  he  had  been  very  near 
run  of  cash,  which,  I  dare  say,  had 
been  the  cause  of  his  utter  despair,  for, 
on  searching  his  pockets,  nothing  was 
found  but  three  old  Scots  halfpennies. 
These  young  men  meeting  with  an- 
other shepherd  afterwards,  his  curi- 
osity was  so  much  excited,  that  they 
went  and  digged  up  the  curious  re- 
mains a  second  time,  which  was  a  pity, 
as  it  is  likely  that  by  these  exposures 
to  the  air,  and  from  the  impossibility 
of  burying  it  up  again  so  closely  as  it 
was  before,  the  flesh  will  now  fall  to 
dust. 

These  are  all  the  particulars  that 
I  remember  relating  to  this  curi- 
ous discovery  ;  and  I  am  sure  you  will 
confess  that  a  very  valuable  receipt 
may  be  drawn  from  it  for  the  preser- 
vation of  dead  bodies.  If  you  should 
think  of  trying  the  experiment  on 
yourself,  you  have  nothing  more  to 
do  than  hang  yourself  in  a  hay  rope, 
which,  by  the  by,  is  to  be  made  of 
risp,  and  leave  orders  that  you  are  to 
be  buried  in  a  wild  height,  and  I  will 
venture  to  predict,  that  though  you 
repose  there  for  ages  an  inmate  of 
your  mossy  cell,  of  the  cloud,  and  the 
storm,  you  shall  set  up  your  head  at 
the  last  day  as  fresh  as  a  moor-cock. 
I  remain,  my  worthy  friend,  yours 
very  truly, 

JAMES  HOGG. 

Altricve  Lake,  Aug.  1,  1823. 
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THE  dramatic  Delicice  of  this  metro- 
polis of  the  civilized  world  now  consist 
in  two  diminutive  theatres,  and  with- 
in their  walls  in  two  diminutive  pieces. 
The  Hay-Market  Theatre  is  busied 
with  a  translation  from  the  French  by 
Kenny,  under  the  touching  appellative 
of  "  Sweethearts  and  Wives  ;"  and  the 
English  Opera-House  rests  its  popu- 
larity upon  Frankenstein,  a  dull  adapt- 
ation from  a  mad  romance.  But  both 
have  been  too  minutely  described  in 
the  papers  of  the  day  to  be  worth  much 
further  dissertation.  "  Sweethearts 
and  Wives"  is  easy  foollery,  chiefly  laid 
upon  Liston,  who  is  fooled  "  to  the 
top  of  his  bent."  An  old  Admiral— 
that  favourite  monster  of  the  stage,  full 
of  good  humour  and  gout,  courtship 
and  cudgelling,  exploding  perpetual 
professional  jokes,  and  other  "  damna- 
ble iteration" — figures,  in  the  shape  of 
Terry,  through  the  principal  scenes. 
Love  is  the  business  of  aU,  and  the 
comedy  winds  up  with  the  awful  spec- 
tacle of  four  Marriages  ! — matter  of 
melancholy  enough  to  have  furnished 
out  the  deepest  sorrows  of  Melpomene. 
But  the  stage  has  long  ceased  to  be  the 
mirror  of  real  life ;  and  the  wedded 
quartette  actually  go  off  in  smiles  and 
song.  There  is  some  lively  dialogue, 
and  some  pretty  music,  in  this  piece. 
•  Miss  Chester,  the  heroine,  displays  her 
captivations  with  more  than  the  cus- 
tomary peril  of  the  stage.  A  female  of 
the  auspicious  name  of  Love  bears  the 
second  honours  of  beauty,  flirtation 
and  matrimony.  The  men  are  all  as- 
siduous, amiable,  tempting,  and  being 
tempted.  The  women  are  all  resolute 
on  settling  themselves  for  life.  The 
Admiral  alone  survives  unfettered,  and 
he  scarcely  consoles  himself  with  the 
strange  felicity  of  nursing  all  the  chil- 
dren. But  the  play  is,  on  the  whole, 
amusing,  and  should  be  Kenny's  en- 
couragement to  trust  to  the  Hay-Mar- 
ket for  the  next  season,  and  during  all 
seasons  to  come.  His  MS.  is  said  to 
have  lain  two  years  at  Drury-Lane, 
and  to  have  been  finally  returned,  as 
unsuitable  to  the  purposes  of  the 
theatre.  In  spite  of  prediction  it  has 
triumphed,  and  will  be  played  till  the 
fatal  night  that  closes  the  portals  of 
the  Hay-Market.  The  coming  season 
at  Covent-Garden  and  Drury-Lane 
approaches  with  haughty  anticipations 
on  both  sides.— Displacements,  re- 


placements, new  gilding,  new  salaries, 
new  actors,  new  fooleries.  Drury- 
Lane,  by  diminishing  the  area  of  its 
awkward  and  comfortless  house,  and 
by  substituting  cleanliness  for  squalid- 
ness,  good  actors  for  bad,  and  Shak- 
speare  for  exhausted  comedies  and 
ribald  farces,  gathered  the  great  thea- 
trical crop  of  the  year.  Covent-Garden 
is  now  condescending  to  follow,  where 
she  once  led,  and  is  said  to  have  com- 
menced the  work  of  building  and 
bronzing  with  a  desperate  courage ;  to 
be  varnishing  at  this  hour  with  a  re- 
solution not  to  be  overcome,  and  a  so- 
lemn pledge  to  wear  out  her  last  brush, 
rather  than  be  again  out-painted  by 
mortal  manager.  Miss  Stephens  and 
Liston  remain  to  Drury-Lane  out  of 
the  spoils  of  its  rival ;  but  Young  has 
been  recovered — a  great  prize.  Rey- 
nolds holds  the  truncheon  to  which 
poets  and  scene-shifters  bow  with  ha- 
bitual reverence  at  Drury-Lane.  Sin* 
clair  comes  to  counterbalance  this  de- 
fection, and  comes  loaded  with  laurels 
and  scudi,  from  potentates  and  pleni- 
potentiaries innumerable.  No  slight 
expectations  are  formed  of  his  success 
here.  He  has  been  now  four  years  in 
Italy.  He  left  England  with  a  fine 
natural  voice,  but  with  little  science. 
He  has  since  sung  upon  every  princi- 
pal stage  of  the  land  of  music,  and  no 
indolence  or  inaptitude  could  totally 
repel  improvement  under  such  advan- 
tages. He  ought  to  be  by  this  time 
master  of  his  art,  and  if  he  be,  he  will 
have  no  rival  to  compete  the  honours 
of  English  popularity. 

Frankenstein,  a  melo-drama  adapt- 
ed from  a  mad  romance,  occupies  the 
English  Opera-house.  The  romance 
bears  the  name  of  Shelly 's  wife,  but 
was  probably  in  a  great  degree  written 
by  Shelly 's  pen.  A  singular  and  un- 
happy turn  of  mind  urged  him  to  ex- 
travagance in  his  life,  and  in  his  au- 
thorship, and  the  novel  of  Franken- 
stein is  no  unfaithful  picture  of  a  mind 
which  seems  to  have  been  perpetually 
vibrating  on  the  edge  of  a  melancholy 
insanity. 

The  melo-drama  is  a  melange  of  the 
common  miracles  of  the  carpenter  and 
the  scene-painter;  the  newly-created 
man  is  a  monster,  and  the  heroes  and 
heroines  not  unfit  companions  for  his 
wildness,  in  probability  and  outrage. 
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TH*  popular  show  of  the  clay  is  the 
preacher  of  the  Caledonian  Chapel,  in 
Ilatton  Garden.  This  obscure  spot  is 
now  crowded  by  all  the  sight-hunters 
of  London,  men  of  fashion,  and  blue- 
stockings, the  peerage,  and  'the  cabi- 
net ;  scholars  and  scribblers,  all  who 
have  eyes  to  see,  and  ears  to  be  capti- 
vated, crowd  to  the  dingy  walls  of  this 
ancient  receptacle  of  cobwebs  and 
crabbed  Theology.  The  difference  of 
opinions  is  of  course  as  various  as  the 
multitude.  Some  have  settled  that  he 
is  an  original  luminary,  others  that 
he  shines  by  reflection  of  Chalmers,  and 
the  popular  preachers  of  the  north ; 
some  that  he  is  a  model  of  persuasive- 
ness, simplicity,  and  sincerity,  others 
that  he  is  a  mere  Charlatan,  who  pur- 
chases notoriety  by  the  exhibition  of 
matters  prohibited  to  the  regular  pul- 
pit, and  furnishes  gossip  to  the  au- 
dience by  rambling  allusions  to  the 
poets,  artists,  and  public  men  of  the 
day ;  that  he  shuns  the  appropriate 
topics  of  the  pulpit ;  that  he  substi- 
tutes pompous  verbiage  for  rational 
discourse,  and  is  at  once  extravagant 
and  common-place,  rude  and  affected, 
tame  in  doctrine,  and  theatrical  in  lan- 
guage, gesture,  and  delivery.  On  both 
sides  there  is  exaggeration,  and  the 
truth  will  probably  turn  out  to  be, 
that  Irving  is  a  man  of  some  abilities, 
who,  in  the  habitual  presence  of  that 
clever  and  singular  man  Chalmers,  has 
acquired  the  exterior  of  energy ;  that 
imitation  compensates  in  London  the 
inferiority  which  was  obvious  in  the 
immediate  sight  of  his  master,  and 
that,  encouraged  by  the  praise  of  his 
own  flock,  new  as  they  were  to  any- 
thing like  pulpit  vigour,  he  has  been 
urged  to  try  extravagance  in  a  broader 
scale,  and  strut  his  hour  in  the  pa- 
rade of  inflated  and  miscellaneous 
composition.  His  printed  Sermons  are 
certainly  unfortunate  testimonials  to 
his  powers.  The  preface,  in  which  he 
declares  that  HIS  works  disown  the 
customary  title  of  "  Sermons,"  be- 
cause Sermons  is  a  customary  title  for 
dulness ;  with  which,  of  course,  no 
man  can  presume  to  charge  any  work 
of  Mr  Irving  ;  is  only  an  evidence  of 
schoolboy  conceit.  His  further  decla- 
ration that  the  slackness  of  Christian 
practice  is  to  be  laid  to  the  charge  of 
the  clergy,  whom  he  therefore  thinks 
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it  proper,  on  his  part,  to  stir  up  to  their 
neglected  duty ;  is  another  instance  of 
the  childish  vanity  that  so  little  be- 
comes a  man,  and,  of  all  men,  a  teach- 
er of  humility.  The  composition  of 
these  "  Orations,"  is  by  no  means  cal- 
culated to  relieve  the  writer  from  the 
imputation  excited  by  his  preface  ; 
with  some  passages  of  considerable 
power,  they  mingle  a  vast  quantity  of 
heavy,  tumid,  and  tasteless  writing. 
With  some  views  of  general  life  suf- 
ficiently keen,  are  huddled  clumsy 
and  unreal  sketches  of  fashionable 
manners.  His  rambling  dissertations 
on  the  more  graceful  branches  of  taste 
and  literature,  are  worthy  only  of  the 
denizen  of  a  remote  manufacturing 
town ;  he  talks  of  poets,  artists,  and 
statesmen,  but  he  talks  of  them  as  if 
he  had  never  read  anything  but  the 
Edinburgh  Review. 

A  more  unfortunate  distinction  of 
those  "  Orations"  is,  that  they  are 
almost  totally  divested  of  DOCTRINE. 
Cobbett's  Sermons  are  a  code  of  Theo- 
logy compared  to  them.  A  Bonze  or 
a  Mufti  might  preach  them  without 
offence  to  Fob  or  Mahomet.  This  may 
answer  the  purposes  of  popularity 
among  the  great,  but  this  ought  to  be 
amended,  even  at  the  hazard  of  wri- 
ting "  Sermons."  The  Cardinal  who 
would  not  read  his  Bible  through  fear 
that  it  might  spoil  his  style,  could 
scarcely  have  expected  to  find  an  imi- 
tator. But  if  Mr  Irving  would  do 
his  duty,  he  must  overstep  this  deli- 
cacy, and  talk  downright  Christianity 
at  all  hazards.  I  have  no  doubt  of 
his  inclination.  He  is  a  man  of  some 
ability.  The  winter,  fertile  in  newer 
topics,  will  lead  away  his  superfluous 
congregation ;  the  newspapers,  occu- 
pied about  other  things,  will  look  up- 
on him  no  longer  as  a  kindred  resource 
with  a  Paddington  riot,  a  coroner's 
inquest,  or  a  trial  for  arson ;  their  co- 
lumns will  be  filled,  and  he  will  have 
time  to  recover  his  composure,  and 
descend  to  the  level  of  his  species. 
Then  will  be  the  period  to  open  the 
volume,  which  has  hitherto  been  so 
heavily  eclipsed  under  pamphlets  and 
magazines,  and  then  alone  he  will 
bop n  to  enter  on  the  only  course  in 
which  he  tun  de-urve  pmnanuit 
praise. 
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On  ne  pent  jamais  contenter  tout  le  monde,  et  son  pere." 

La  Fontaine. 


THE  year  1814  was  made  memora- 
ble by  the  battle  of  Leipsic,  the  actual 
deathblow  of  the  "Napoleon  dynasty." 
The  day  that  saw  the  French  army 
driven  from  that  field,  saw  the  setting 
of  the  imperial  sun.  Other  battles 
followed,  bloody  and  disastrous,  but 
they  were  the  blows  given  to  a  cham- 
pion already  on  the  ground.  From  the 
19th  of  October,  Napoleon  contem- 
plated resignation,  and  all  France  was 
prepared  for  the  inroad  and  final  vic- 
tory of  the  enemy.  I  had  a  habit  of 
passing  the  autumn  in  the  country. 
In  1814  my  visit  was  to  the  Cha- 
teau de  Belrive,  of  which  the  recent 
proprietor,  although  grown  wealthy, 
has  not  grown  into  forgetfulness  of  an 
old  friend.  At  that  time  he  had  as- 
sembled around  him  a  number  of  his 
relatives,  who  were  all  in  the  greatest 
consternation  on  account  of  the  times. 
Crossed  in  their  interests,  wounded  in 
their  feelings,  all  these  different  person- 
ages cast  forth  fire  and  flame  against 
the  Head  of  the  Government,  blaming 
all  his  operations,  recalling  with  bit- 
terness the  various  misfortunes  his  am- 
bition had  drawn  down  on  France, 
and  praying  that  Heaven  would  at  last 
occiipy  itself  with  the  affairs  of  this 
earth  that  it  appeared  so  long  to  have 
abandoned. 

Among  the  most  exasperated,  was  a 
Monsieur  Segri,  from  whom  the  for- 
mation of  the  guard  of  honour  had 
carried  off  the  last  of  his  sons.  Fa- 
ther of  four  children,  he  had  seen  them 
successively  depart  for  the  army, 
whence  they  never  returned.  The 
one  fell  a  lieutenant  in  Egypt ;  the 
second,  a  captain  in  Spain,  and  the 
third,  Chef  de  Bataillon,  in  the  prisons 
of  Kalonga. — Nothing  could  exceed 
the  grief  of  this  unfortunate  father, 
who  had  now,  as  he  said  himself,  bade 
a  last  farewell  to  his  last  son,  and  we 
had  all  the  pains  in  the  world  to  try 
and  diminish  his  regrets  a  little,  by 
endeavouring  to  instil  into  him  hopes 
which  we  had  not  ourselves.  Less  af- 
flicted than  Monsieur  de  Segri,  but 
loudly  joining  him  in  invective  against 
the  system  of  aggrandisement  adopted 
by  the  Emperor,  Madame  de  German- 
cy — his  cousin,  looked  with  terror  to 

VOL.  XIV. 


the  moment  of  establishing  her  niece. 
None  of  the  parties  which  presented 
themselves,  might  satisfy  the  anxious 
tenderness  of  this  good  aunt.  She 
feared  equally  the  chances  of  war  and 
commerce.  She  could  no  more  deter- 
mine to  select  for  her  nephew— an  of- 
ficer who  might  get  gloriously  killed 
in  the  second  month  of  his  nuptials — 
than  a  merchant,  who  might  become 
bankrupt  in  the  first  year  of  his  mar- 
riage. "  From  the  rapidity  with  which 
they  carry  off  our  young  men,  there 
will  remain  no  husbands  for  our  young 
women,"  repeated  Madame  de  Ger- 
mancy,  with  an  air  of  melancholy, 
which  frequently  madeher  niece  blush, 
and  her  auditors  smile. 

A  fat  man  who  amused  his  leisure 
by  a  little  stock-jobbing— Monsieur 
Clement,  cousin  to  the  owner  of  Bel- 
rive,  never  ceased  deploring  the  stag- 
nation of  trade,  and  complaining  of  the 
few  opportunities  of  improving  capital. 
The  war  had  paralysed  all  his  specu- 
lations ;  and  be  declaimed  against  the 
war  with  an  indignation  which  an- 
nounced a  great  love  of  peace. 

Every  evening  the  company  assem- 
bled in  the  large  saloon,  where  each 
threw  into  the  common  stock  the 
slight  contingent  of  news  he  had  care- 
fully collected  during  the  day;  and 
it  may  be  easily  supposed,  that  it  was 
not  generally  of  a  nature  to  diminish 
their  discontent,  or  ameliorate  the  ha- 
tred they  bore  in  secret  to  the  Emperor. 
It  was  with  him,  as  with  those  tyrants 
of  the  drama,  who  frighten  every  one 
by  their  entrance — are  abused  aside, 
and  menaced  as  soon  as  they  disap- 
pear. One  person  alone  courageously 
took  the  part  of  the  government— it 
was  the  owner  of  the  Chateau,  whose 
nephew  had  just  been  made  general  of 
division. — According  to  Monsieur  Du- 
perre,  necessity  justified  all  the  ope- 
rations of  the  Emperor.  He  called  the 
occupation  of  Spain  a  grand  political 
measure ;  the  campaign  of  Russia,  a 
hardy  conception ;  and  the  return  from 
Moscow,  a  skilful  retreat.  Certainly 
his  opinions  appeared  to  me  to  be 
rather  singular,  but  who  dare  tell 
him  so  ?  Indeed,  so  enthusiastic  was  his 
admiration,  that  it  was  impossible  to 
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offer  the  slightest  check  to  it  —  the 
man  being,  as  one  might  say,  evidently 
destined  to  die  in  his  original  sin. 

Such  were  the  various  dispositions 
at  the  Chateau  when  I  quitted  it  for 
Paris.  The  public  events  which  soon 
afterwards  succeeded  each  other  with 
such  extraordinary  rapidity,  produced, 
in  less  than  a  year,  changes  unexam- 
pled in  the  annals  of  the  world.  A 
Bourbon  returned,  after  an  interval  of 
20  years,  to  resume  that  crown  so 
long  worn  by  his  ancestors.  Peace,  so 
often  repulsed  from  the  bosom  of  Eu- 
rope, hastened  to  seat  herself  with  him 
on  the  throne  of  France ;  and  the  so- 
vereigns of  a  world  united  together 
to  put  a  term  to  the  differences  of 
princes,  the  agitations  of  their  people, 
and  the  mourning  of  nations. 

It  was  with  no  slight  pleasure,  that 
I  once  more  hailed  the  return  of  that 
period  in  which  I  had  been  accustom- 
ed to  undertake  my  pilgrimage,  and 
I  promised  myself  this  year  to  console 
my  poor  friend  Duperre,  even  though 
I  should  rejoice  with  his  friends. 

On  the  first  of  September,  then,  I 
set  off  for  Belrive. 

As  soon  as  Monsieur  Duperre  caught 
a  glimpse  of  me,  he  hastened  to  me, 
and,  with  a  countenance  full  of  joy, 
seized  me  by  the  arm,  and  begged  me 
to  take  a  turn  with  him  in  the  garden, 
before  I  made  my  appearance  in  the 
Chateau.  Surprised  to  find  him  so 

fay,  when  I  feared  to  see  him  so  sad, 
could  but  think  that  my  friend  had 
perhaps  received  some  disagreeable 
news  from  the  Sovereign  of  the  Isle  of 
Elba,  i.  e.  disagreeable  for  France. 
"  Well,"  said  I,  hesitatingly,  "  your 
Herohasjustified  your  admiration.  Na- 
poleon"— "  Don't  mention  his  name," 
replied  he,  hastily  ;  "  he  is  a  tyrant, 
whom  I  always  abhorred." — "  But  I 
thought  I  had  heard  you  admire" — 
tc  His  audacity." — "  You  considered 
his  successes" — ' '  As  so  many  crimes." 
— "  His,  elevation" — "  As  a  punish- 
ment from  Heaven." — "  Nay,  but,  my 
dear  Duperre,  I  assure  you,  that  in 
the  September  of  last  year,  you  paint- 
ed the  affair  of  Spain  — "  As  a  per- 
fidy."—" The  war  of  the  North"— 
"  As  an  extravagance." — "  The  retreat 
from  Moscow" — "  As  the  first  chas- 
tisement of  the  grand  criminal.  It  is 
not  that,  aufond,  I  have  not  here  and 
there  recognized  some  peculiar  quali- 
ties in  this  man ;  he  had  a  certain 
tact  in  discovering  and  recompensing 


merit ;  he  granted  the  cross  of  honour 
to  my  son,  who,  however,  could  not 
endure  him.  Natural  enough,  he  had 
imbibed  the  sentiments  of  his  father  ; 
and  as  to  me,  I  have  never  had  reason 
to  thank  him.  He  sent  me  the  order 
of  Re-union,  I  confess  ;  but  he  was 
forced  to  that  by  the  public  voice : 
and,  besides,  it  was  more  for  his  own 
credit  than  mine.  He  conducted  him- 
self shamefully  towards  my  nephew — 
Would  you  believe  it,  that,  by  abdi- 
cating, he  deprived  him  of  half  of  all 
that  he  had  bestowed  on  him.  I  ne- 
ver could  have  spoken  favourably  of 
such  a  man  to  you.  I  may  have  been 
careful  in  my  expressions,  because, 
under  him,  the  nets  of  the  police  ex- 
tended far  and  near,  but,  in  reality, 
no  one  thought  worse  of  him  than  I 
did." — "  What  a  pity,  that  one  can- 
not read  aufond  des  cceurs  !" — "  Yes, 
doubtless — but  enough  of  this  at  pre- 
sent. I  am  charmed  to  see  you  again 
— I  want  you  to  preach  peace  in  my 
family — which  is  far  from  sharing  my 
principles." — "  How!" — "  True,  your 
old  friends  are  all  here ;  but,  will 
you  believe  it,  my  dear  friend,  they 
actually  regret  his  reign" — "  Impossi- 
ble."— "  The  human  heart  is  full  of 
such  contradictions.  M.  de  Segri  has 
received  a  letter  from  his  son,  who  is 
not  put  on  half  pay,  and  will  be  here 
immediately — he  is  quite  in  despair 
about  it." — "  In  despair  at  seeing  his 
son  !  he  who  suffered  such  grief  at  his 
departure?" — "  My  cousin,  who  sigh- 
ed so  for  peace,  is  au  desespoir  that  the 
war  is  over." — "  Youjest." — "  Madam 
de  Germancy  regrets  the  days  when 
she  might  have  married  her  niece 
to  an  officer,  who  would  probably  have 
left  her  a  widow  before  she  was  a  mo- 
ther— these  people  distract  me."  As 
he  thus  spoke,  M.  Duperre  led  me 
towards  the  Chateau.  At  the  moment 
of  our  entrance,  M.  de  Segri  still  held 
his  son's  letter  in  his  hand — I  felicita- 
ted him  on  his  return. — "  No,  sir," 
replied  he, — "  on  the  contrary,  con- 
dole with  me.  I  no  longer  know  what 
to  do  with  this  youth—  there  is  his  pro- 
fession gone."  "  But  was  it  not  against 
both  your  and  his  own  inclination,  that 
he  was  obliged  to  enter  it  ?" — "  Cer- 
tainly ;  but  when  the  thing  was  done, 
it  was  done,  and  I  hoped  that  through 
my  friends  and  his  own  merits,  he 
might  have  made  his  way  as  well  as 
another :  did  not  one  of  his  brothers 
die  Chef  de  Bataillon  ?"—"  The  very 
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reason  to  rejoice  that  he  has  escaped 
a  similar  misfortune." — "  Ay,  say  as 
you  will,  but  shew  me  the  man  who 
is  sorry  to  see  a  general  officer  among 
his  family." 

' '  Very  true,"  exclaimed  Madame 
de  Germancy,  hastily  ;  "  and  there  is 
my  niece  deprived  of  any  such  hap- 
piness. Formerly  we  might  look  to 
marry  generals,  colonels,  counsellors  of 
state,  and,  above  all,  auditors.  I  don't 
say  that  happiness  is  always  the 
wedding  gift  on  these  occasions,  but 
the  title,  the  rank,  flatter  us,  and 
this  is  a  gratification  such  as  we  wo- 
men do  not  disdain. 

"  Besides,  even  though  one  did  begin 
by  marrying  only  a  captain,  there  was 
no  telling  but  that  from  widowhood  to 
widowhood  we  might  at  last  arrive  at 
a  general  of  division.  These  changes 
undoubtedly  had  their  advantages ; 
at  present,  one  must  pass  life  with  the 
first  spouse. — Ah!"  said  madam,  with 
a  sigh,  "  the  career  of  ambition  is  for 
ever  closed  to  women." 

It  was  in  vain  that  in  her  system  of 
elevation,  her  ladies  could  be  promo- 
ted only  at  the  expense  of  their  hus- 
bands. She  persisted  not  the  less  in 
considering  the  thing  as  very  natural, 
and  deploring  the  disagremens  of  a 
century,  where  a  wife  might  die  with- 
out ever  having  been  a  widow.  Her 
niece  did  not  seem  to  me  to  be  of  her 
opinion.  I  thought  I  overheard  her 
murmur — ' ' At  least,  I  may  now  choose, 
which  is  always  a  great  pleasure  to  a 
female." 

"  Yet,  whatsignify  honours,  in  com- 
parison with  fortune?"  said  M.  Cle- 
ment, rising  from  his  arm-chair.  "Un- 
der the  seventeen  or  eighteen  govern- 
ments we  have  had  here,  I  have  made 
and  unmade  mine  five  or  six  times,  with 
a  facility  I  shall  never  again  experience. 
Great  misfortunes  lead  to  great  sacrifi- 
ces. The  land-owners,  the  merchants, 
have  recourse  to  us  in  speculations 
which  often  swallow  up  their  property, 
but  bring  us  from  fifteen  to  twenty 
per  cent.  Alas  !  this  is  now  over,  the 
beaten  path  is  open  to  all ;  and,  turn 
ever  so  little  out  of  it,  law  stares  you 
in  the  face.  No,  commerce  is  no  long- 


er the  road  to  riches — there  is  nothing 
to  be  gained  now." 

"  All  true,  master,"  said  M.  Du- 
perre's  gardener,  twisting  his  hat  in 
his  fingers  as  he  entered  to  ask  for 
orders — ' '  there  is  nothing  to  be  gain- 
ed now  in  truth — and  we  poor  folks 
are  going  to  ruin  as  fast  as  we  can." 
"  To  ruin!"  exelaimed  M.  De  Segri, 
with  vivacity. — "  Just  so,  in  truth, 
my  good  master — this  abolition  of  the 
conscription  has  knocked  me  up." — 
"  What,  Jacques !  this  that  constitutes 
the  happiness  of  ten  millions  of  fa- 
milies"— "  Makes  the  misfortune  of 
mine." — ' ( Explain  yourself." — tf  You 
know,  monsieur,  that  I  had  the  good 
luck  to  sell  my  eldest  boy  for  two 
thousand  crowns  to  the  son  of  mon- 
sieur the  mayor ;  and  I  may  honestly 
say,  it  was  going  for  nothing,  for  he 
was  a  proud  fine  youth.  I  gave  the 
second  to  monsieur  your  nephew,  for 
a  dozen  sacs  of  a  tnousand  francs — 
cheap  enough — but  then  he  was  a 
neighbour.  Well,  just  at  the  moment 
that  the  last  sac  began  to  grow  light, 
and  that  I  had  still  three  comely  lads, 
well  fed,  and  well  taught,  that  I  had 
brought  up  with  all  the  care  in  the 
world,  away  goes  the  conscription — I 
have  my  trouble  for  my  pains — and 
three  great  boys  on  my  hands  to  pro- 
vide for.  Boys,  that,  under  the  Em- 
peror, would  have  brought  me  at  least 
15,000  francs  a-piece.  Now  this  is 
what  I  call  a  hard  case,  my  good 
monsieur." 

The  observations  of  Jacques  made 
on  all  present  a  more  sudden  and  pro- 
found impression,  than  could  all  my 
arguments ;  each  mentally  blushed  at 
having  regretted  a  government,  under 
which  demoralization  had  reached  the 
point  of  a  father's  rearing  his  sons  for 
sale. 

The  young  De  Segri,  who  arrived 
next  day,  was  received  with  open 
arms — and  Madame  de  Germancy  pro- 
mised her  niece  that  she  should  choose 
her  own  husband  ;  which  choice  I 
could  discover,  from  certain  glances 
between  the  fair  Eliza  and  the  ani- 
mated young  lieutenant,  was  already 
decided. 
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A  Ball  at  the  Opera-House. 
Chacun  le  decrie— chacun  y  va." 


I  HAD  passed  the  evening  with  a  rich 
literary  amateur,  who  had  assembled 
round  him  a  crowd  of  persons,  under 
the  pretext  of  a  party  of  pleasure,  and 
who  had  occupied  the  entire  time  in 
the  reading  of  a  five-act  tragedy  of  his 
own,  with  which  he  had  been  threat- 
ening the  managers  of  the  Francais 
these  last  seven  years.     The  reading 
of  the  work,  and  the  pompous  eulogies 
lavished  on  it,  over  an  immense  bowl 
of  the  most  delicious  punch,  prodigally 
dispensed  round  by  the  young  wife  of 
our  tragic  author,  had  contributed  to 
heighten  the  gaiety  of  my  humour. 
Fearing  to  dull  it,  I  stole  off  at  the 
moment  that  the  author's  gratified  va- 
nity was  attempting  to  waive  the  praises 
he  was  so  sure  of  having  merited,  and 
modestly  soliciting  useless  criticisms 
and  superfluous  advice.     Some  lamps, 
placed  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  Neuve 
des  Pe tits- Champs,  and  the  long  pile 
of  carriages   which   embarrassed   the 
Rue  de  Richelieu,  informed  me  that 
there  was  a  ball  at  the  Opera-house. 
They  are  singular  enough  those  Opera 
balls.    This  impost  levied  on  slumber 
is  but  seldom  worth  the  repose  it  de- 
prives us  of.  Few  are  amused  there — 
numbers  are  annoyed  there ;  and  yet 
everybody  goes  there.     Like  the  rest, 
I  must  pay  my  tribute  to  custom ;  and, 
stimulated  by  the  desire  of  observing 
en  philosophe  the  various  amusements 
to  be  enjoyed  in  it,  I  crossed  the  thresh- 
old of  this  Temple  of  Arts— where  they 
dance  now,  as  they  sung  formerly.  On 
entering  the  vestibule,  I  saw  a  young 
man,  whom  I  immediately  recognized 
as  one  of  the  company  at  the  reading 
party.     Probably  he  had  not  noticed 
me,  but  I  had  remarked  him  from  the 
circumstance  of  a  long  whispering  con- 
versation with  the  mistress  of  the  man- 
sion, in  the  very  deepest  part  of  the 
tragedy,  when  the  husband's  eyes  were 
fixed  on  the  book,  and  from  his  ha- 
ving adroitly  slipped  away  before  the 
wearisome  conclusion. 

He  was  now  precipitately  moving 
backwards  and  forwards,  drawing  out 
his  watch  at  each  instant,  and  at  in- 
tervals slightly  striking  his  foot  against 
the  ground,  as  one  impatient  of  wait- 
ing. At  the  arrival  of  every  carriage, 
he  softly  approached  the  door,  glanced 
anxiously  at  the  people  who  descended 


from  it,  followed  with  his  eyes  each 
white  domino  that  appeared,  and,  af- 
ter two  or  three  useless  turns,  sorrow- 
fully resumed  his  post.  This  little  ma- 
neye  had  continued  somewhere  near  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  when  I  observed 
two  masks  enter  ;  one  of  which,  after 
looking  at  me  for  an  instant,  took  flight 
with  the  terror  of  one  fearing  to  be  re- 
cognized ;  while  the  other,  placing  a 
finger  on  her  lips,  and  leaning  towards 
the  ear  of  the  young  man,  drew  him 
away  to  the  opposite  side,  while  invi- 
ting him  to  silence  and  discretion.  The 
little  mask  who  had  so  rapidly  flown 
off,  appearejj  to  me  to  be  charming. 
The  figure,  the  gracefulness,  a  slight 
motion  of  the  head  which  was  familiar 
to-  her,  induced  me  to  believe  that  I  re- 
cognized the  pretty  whisperer  of  the 
evening — the  youthful  wife  of  the  el- 
derly tragic  poet.  There  was  but  one 
thing  to  destroy  this  idea — that  they 
had  spoken  of  these  opera  balls  in  the 
earlier  part  of  the  night,  and  that  Ma- 
dame de  G had  been  loudest  in  her 

disapprobation  of  them.  Indeed,  to 
take  her'word  for  it,  nothing  less  than 
an  assignation  could  induce  any  wo- 
man, of  a  certain  rank,  to  visit  such  a 
scene;  and  she  had  given  up  an  ac- 
quaintance for  vaunting  that  she  never 
missed  one  of  them. 

After  so  decided  a  declaration,  so 
severe  an  opinion,  it  was  impossible  to 
imagine  that  Madame  de  G— —  would 
dare  the  dangers  of  a  Bui  d' Opera — 
particularly  in  the  moment  of  triumph 
for  her  husband's  success.  Occupied 
with  this  little  adventure,  I  slowly 
mounted  the  stairs.  The  ball  was  but 
commencing. 

In  the  anti-room,  several  masks, 
tranquilly  seated  before  the  two  fire- 
places, whispered  to  each  other,  point- 
ing out  mysteriously  some  personages, 
who,  already  yawning  widely,  promi- 
sed themselves  a  gay  night.  The  Salle 
was  almost  a  desert.  The  orchestra, 
placed  at  the  extremity  of  the  stage, 
was  occupied  by  a  band  of  old  musi- 
cians, disguised  as  Spanish  gallants. 
This  masquerade  struck  me  as  the 
most  diverting  of  the  whole.  By  de- 
grees the  masks  thicken — the  salle 
begins  to  fill.  An  insupportable  bab- 
ble succeeds  the  wearying  silence — 
men,  women — masked  and  unmasked 
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— all  speak  at  once.  This  general  con-     His  father  was  a  nobody,  who  scarce- 
versation  naturally  recals  to  mind  the     ly  suspected  that  he  should  one  day 

have  chateaus  and  titles  in  his  family. 

I  must,  however,  do  our  incognito  the 


justice  to  say,  that  he  has  refused  to 
do  some  dirty  work,  which  brought 


epoch  of  the  construction  of  Babel 

Every  mask  had  its  occupation.  This 
to  commence  an  intrigxie — that,  to 
terminate  one.  Here,,  a  rich  banker 

was  agreeably  tormented  by  two  opera-  no  profit,  and  has  never  disgraced 
dancers,  who  astonished  him  by  their  himself  gratis.  He  is  considered  rich, 
esprit — there,  a  musquetaire  anxiously  and  it  is  astonishing  what  service  this 
pursued  a  mask ;  who,  laughing  as  she  reputation  has  done  him  among  his 
flew,  seemed  better  pleased  to  be  cap- 
tured, than  earnest  to  escape.  Farther 
on,  a  young  provincial,  newly  arrived, 
stood  utterly  confounded  by  the  won- 
derful things  related  by  a  droll  domino ; 
whom,  a  little  later,  he  discovers  to 
be  an  aunt  who  had  reared  him.  I 
stopped  for  a  moment  to  listen  to  the 
rather  animated  conversation  of  two 
spouses,  who  had  recognized  each 
other  unwittingly  enough,  when  a 
fairy  figure,  seizing  me  by  the  arm, 
as  she  whispered  my  name,  gaily  pro- 
posed to  me  to  mennuyer  en  com- 
pagnie.  The  offer  was  at  least  hum- 
ble, and  seemed  to  guarantee  to  me 
the  contrary.  I  accepted  it  with  grati- 
tude. 

A  glance  at  her  elegant  foot— the  en- 
semble of  her  person — the  tone  of  her 
voice — the  vivacity  of  her  eyes,  which 
were  very  fine,  and  of  which  she  took 
good  care  to  give  a  full  view,  through 
the  aid  of  an  opening  she  had  artfully 
enlarged  in  her  mask — all  concurred 
to  persuade  me  that  I  should  have 
cause  to  felicitate  myself  on  this  un- 
expected rencounter. 

In  a  few  minutes  I  perceived  that 
my  companion  must  be  much  in  the 
world — for  she  knew,  at  least  by  name, 
a  prodigious  number  of  persons  of  dis- 
tinction. She  painted  each  in  a  single 
expression,  with  an  originality  which 
was  amazingly  piquant — scarcely  a 
single  mask  escaped  her  recognition. 
The  more  bizarre  the  degrees,  the  more 
interesting  the  scrutiny  ;  and  it  never 
was  long  at  fault.  After  witnessing 
several  instances  of  her  skill,  all  truly 
surprising  in  their  way,  I  expressed  a 
wish  to  learn  the  names  of  some  indi- 
viduals whom  I  pointed  out  to  her, 
and  who,  for  the  last  hour,  had  been 
promenading  through  the  rooms  in  all 
the  audacity  of  a  strict  incognito. 

That  fat  man,  said  she,  who  sports 
a  livery,  is  a  grand  seigneur,  who  has 
served  in  his  youth,  and  who,  from 
the  habit  of  changing,  has  at  last  con- 
trived to  manage  without  them. — He 
is  the  flower  of  modern  gentlemen — 


re 
friends. 

That  automaton,  who  parades  about 
so  apothetically,  and  whose  pale  do- 
mino contrasts  so  pleasantly  with  the 
group  of  black  ones  which  torment 
him,  in  the  vain  hope  of  exciting  his 
curiosity — that  domino  is  the  worthy 
personage,  who,  after  a  six  years'  slum- 
ber in  his  senator's  chair,  awoke  one 
fine  day,  to  his  own  surprise,  peer  of 
France.  He  enjoyed  this  dignity  for 
six  months,  like  one  who  tried  to  ren- 
der himself  worthy  of  it ;  but  un- 
luckily the  last  three  months  undid 
all  that  the  first  six  had  done ;  and 
he  has  been  obliged  to  cede  his  arm- 
chair to  one  who  unfortunately  does 
not  slumber  in  it. 

This  man,  with  three  faces,  whom 
some  take  for  a  magistrate — some  for 
a  courtier — others  for  an  old  noble — 
others  for  a  new,  is  one  of  those  who, 
like  the  cameleon,  changes  his  hue 
according  to  the  ray  he  basks  in.  Ha- 
ving literally  none  of  his  own,  he  is 
no  worse  than  thousands.  That  per- 
son, who  is  in  such  perpetual  mo- 
tion, and  seems  so  contented  with 
himself,  is  a  newly-married  husband, 
whom  his  wife  has  forced  here  along 
with  her,  to  cure  him  of  jealousy — 
Scarcely  arrived — madam,  who  wishes 
to  know  aufond  what  a  Bal  Masque 
is — quits  him  to  exchange  dresses  with 
one  of  her  friends,  whom  the  hus- 
band has  at  once  mistaken  for  his 
spouse,  and  in  consequence  never  loses 
sight  of  her  one  instant ;  this  happy 
man  will  return  home  to-morrow,  de- 
lighted with  his  night,  more  than 
ever  in  love  with  a  wife  whom  he  will 
offer  as  a  model  to  those  of  his  friends, 
and,  on  occasion,  will  be  the  first  to 
laugh  at  deceived  husbands. 

This  clumsy  peasant,  in  close  flirta- 
tion with  that  little  blue  domino,  is 
an  old  notary,  who  loves  to  seek  ad- 
ventures; his  wife,  who  is  aware,  of 
it,  instead  of  flying  into  a  rage  with 
him,  disguises  herself  in  turn,  and 
comes  here  incognita  to  receive  the 
declarations  of  her  spouse — She  has* 
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fairly  caught  him,  nor  will  she  let 
him  go  till  he  goes  home.  See,  he  is 
quite  delighted  here  with  the  same 
woman  of  whom  at  home  he  is  weari- 
ed.— What  would  he  not  give  to  have 
power  to  get  a  divorce  from  one  wife 
to  put  the  other  in  her  place? — What 
a  wonder-worker  is  a  mask?  Who 
could  persuade  that  man  now  that  it 
is  his  own  wife  whom  he  finds  so 
agreeable  ? 

That  Harlequin  who  flirts  by  is  a 
statesman,  who,  from  converting  in- 
to pieces  of  oratory  his  official  reports, 
has  created  for  himself  a  reputation, 
in  so  much  the  more  formidable,  that 
it  casts  into  astonishment  those  who 
knew  him,  and  into  admiration  those 
who  do  not, — not  that  his  style  is  ori- 
ginal, for  all  that  he  says  has  a  bor- 
rowed tone.  But  the  art  with  which 
he  debates  all  his  opinions — the  ani- 
mation with  which  he  sustains  senti- 
ments that  have  not  the  slightest  re- 
semblance to  each  other,  and  the  va- 
riety successively  remarked  in  his  po- 
litics, have  finished  by  persuading  his 
friends  even  that  this  man  had  all  the 
requisites  to  make  a  great  man.  Un- 
til the  present,  however,  he  has  bound- 
ed himself  to  merelymake  agreat  noise.* 
As  my  guide  ceased  speaking,  a 
slight  murmuring  spread  through  the 
salle ;  we  inquired  its  meaning,  and 
were  informed  that  a  MYSTIFICATOR 
had  sent  off  all  the  polichinellos  of  the 
ball,  one  after  the  other,  by  succes- 
sively whispering  to  each  that  he  ran 
the  risk  of  being  arrested  by  the  gens 
d'armes,  at  that  instant  in  search  of 
a  polichinello,  who  had  just  commit- 
ted a  considerable  robbery.  The  po- 
lice make  the  bravest  tremble — jus- 
tice frightens  the  most  honest.  Thus 
Messieurs  les  Polichinellos,  not  over 
anxious  to  have  %any  thing  to  do  with 
grave  authority,  nor  over  anxious  be- 
sides to  stand  revealed  to  public  gaze, 
hastened  altogether  from  the  field,  to 
the  no  slight  amusement  of  the  mysti- 
ficator,  who,  by  this  ingenious  strata- 
gem, had  got  rid  of  a  rival,  who  was 
laying  close  siege  to  la  dame  de  ses 
pensces. 


Oug. 

I  will  not  weary  you  now,  resumed 
my  companion,  by  sketching  the  por- 
traits of  that  wife,  of  her  husband's, 
or  this  husband  of  two  wives  ;  nor  of 
that  original  who  thinks  he  disguises 
himself  by  turning  out  the  green  li- 
ning of  his  blue  coat;  nor  of  this 
other,  who  takes  a  new  name  every 
time  he  commits  a  new  folly  ;  nor  of 
that  republican  infidel,  who  is  become 
a  religious  royalist ;  nor  of  a  thousand 
other  evil  characters,  of  whom,  if  you 
have  curiosity  to  hear,  look  in  on  me, 
and  I  shall  put  you  in  possession  of 
more  than  you  know  at  present. 

It  is  not  to  be  expected  that  I  should 
add  the  address  which  the  domino 
gave  me. 

It  was  near  five  when  my  conduct- 
ress parted  from  me;  the  greater  num- 
ber of  the  masks  had  disappeared; 
the  salle  had  resumed  its  accustomed 
air  of  dulness  and  desolation.  A  few 
scattered  masks,  slumbering  on  the 
benches,  seemed  rather  to  have  yield- 
ed to  the  soporific  influence  of  the 
scene  than  of  the  hour ;  the  very  mu- 
sicians played  only  half  dances ;  the 
anti-room  contained  but  about  a  do- 
zen of  dominos,  whose  faces  made  one 
regret  their  masks.  After  having  con- 
templated all  these  personages,  and 
assured  myself  the  Bal  de  1'Opera 
contained  nothing  more  worthy  of 
remark,  I  retired,  promising  not  to 
forget  the  rendezvous  my  pretty  mask 
had  given  to  me. 

Just  at  the  moment  that  I  crossed 
the  interior  corridor,  I  saw  pass  by 
the  pair  I  had  so  vainly  sought.  As 
soon  as  they  perceived  me,  they  sepa- 
rated abruptly;  the  young  man  re- 
turned into  the  salle — the  domino  fled, 
but  as  she  could  fly  no  farther  than  the 
door,  to  which  her  carriage  had  not 
yet  driven  up,  I  had  time  enough  be- 
fore it  did  to  recognize  the  pretty  Ma- 
dame G.  the  declared  enemy  of  mask- 
ed balls,  who  had  frightened  us  three 
or  four  hours  earlier,  by  expatiating 
on  the  various  dangers  a  pretty  wo- 
man ran  there — I  trembled  for  her. 


*  This  seems  intended  for  Ch d. 
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MR  EDITOR, 

HAVING  taken  in  your  very  supe- 
rior Miscellany,  from  its  earliest  day  to 
the  present,  I  know  you  as  the  friend 
of  man.  Upon  this  ground,  I  am  con- 
fident that  you  will  grant  the  request 
I  make,  of  inserting  the  short  notice 
I  now  send  in  your  very  first  Number, 
that  those  labouring  under  deafness 
may  reap,  from  the  improvement  which 
I  have  made  upon  the  Ear  Trumpet, 
the  advantages  which  I  so  unexpected- 
ly enjoy. 

Many  years  ago,  inconsequence  of  a 
cough  of  most  uncommon  severity,  an 
injury  was  done  to  some  part  of  the 
internal  structure  of  my  left  ear,  which 
completely  robbed  me  of  hearing 
through  that  organ.  Immediately  af- 
ter this  accident,  I  was  seized  with  a 
tinnitus  aurium,  which  held  out  the 
dismal  prospect  of  entire  deafness. 
For  this  malady,  I  had  recourse  to 
snuff,  and  its  effects  upon  the  tinnitus 
were  soon  perceptible.  Still,  however, 
the  hearing  upon  the  right  ear  remain- 
ed obtuse,  and  extremely  contracted 
my  social  enjoyments.  I  applied  in 
every  quarter,  including  his  Majesty's 
Aurist,  for  the  most  improved  ear- 
trumpet.  From  none  of  these  instru- 
ments was  the  most  trivial  benefit  de- 
rived. 

My  thoughts  being  much  employed 
upon  the  subject,  it  occurred  to  me 
that  every  ear- trumpet  which  had  been 
sent  to  me  conveyed  the  collected  sound 
through  a  very  small  tube,  the  orifice 


of  which  was  inserted  in  the  ear ;  and 
now  a  prospect  opened  which  afforded 
hope.  I  immediately  ordered  an  instru- 
ment to  be  constructed,  of  the  finest 
block-tin,  one  end  of  which  included 
the  whole  external  ear,  and  the  other, 
(circular  also,)  of  larger  diameter,  col- 
lected the  sound,  which  was  conveyed 
by  a  straight  tube,  of  some  capacity, 
into  the  ear. 

The  result  was  most  gratifying,  in- 
deed, beyond  my  most  sanguine  ex- 
pectation, enabling  me  to  carry  on  a 
conversation  with  a  friend,  with  the 
utmost  ease  to  myself,  and  without 
exertion  to  the  person  addressing  me. 

It  is  the  establishment  of  the  prin- 
ciple of  this  improvement  upon  the 
Ear- Trumpet  to  which  I  am  soli- 
citous to  give  publicity,  leaving  to 
younger  men  to  make  experiments 
upon  the  length  and  diameter  of  the 
tube,  and  of  other  parts  of  the  instru- 
ment. 

The  only  attempt  towards  improve- 
ment which  I  made,  was  the  making 
a  transverse  section  of  the  smaller 
circle,  so  as  to  approach  nearly  to  the 
shape  of  the  ear ;  and,  by  a  little  ma- 
nagement, it  answers  my  expectation. 

With  this  I  transmit  a  sketch  of  the 
instrument  I  use. 

I  remain,  MR  EDITOR, 
with  much  esteem, 

your  very  obedient  servant, 
THOS.  MORISON,  M.D. 
Dishlair  Cottage,  Aberdeeen, 
\M.h  ./»//«.  1823. 
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THE    PARSON  S  VISITOR, 

A  Lyrical  Ballad* 


AN  almost  cloudless  autumn  sky, 
Elastic  freshness  in  the  air. 
And  yet  the  breeze  but  lazily 
Uplifts  the  gossamer, — 

Uplifts  that  mazy  roof,  whereon 
A  thousand  shuttles  have  been  plied ; 
O'er  blade  and  stalk,  o'er  clod  and  stone, 
It  spreads  on  every  side. 

Turn  to  the  sun,— and  it  will  shine, 
A  fairy -web  of  tapestry 
Lighted  in  one  far-stretching  line, 
Just  like  a  moon-light  sea. 

Look  back, — e'en  there,  their  trammels 

slight 

The  spinners  have  as  thickly  spun  ; 
Yet  they  elude  our  prying  sight, 
Save  when  they  meet  the  sun. 

Strange  work,  ye  tiny  artisans, 
Is  this  of  yours,  on  dale  and  down  ! 
The  nat'ralist  scarce  understands 
More  of  it  than  the  clown. 

Pardon  that  we  your  meshes  sweep, 
For  yon  old  elms  our  steps  invite, 
Hound  which  a  troop  of  swallows  keep 
A  restless,  graceful  flight. 

It  is  my  chimney's  full-fledg'd  brood, 
With  sooty  head  and  corslet  grey, 
And  here  they  ply,  for  insect  food, 
Their  skill  in  falconry. 

Feed  on,  glad  birds,  you  will  not  long 
Scud  round  these  meads  in  rapid  ring  ; 
A  call  is  heard  your  sires  among, 
For  each  to  imp  his  wing. 

The  summons  has  arrived  ;  for  flight 
Our  summer  visitors  prepare : 
I  saw  a  conclave  yesternight 
Assembled  in  the  air. 

Incessant  twittering  fill'd  the  sky, 
Just  as  the  first  star  sparkled  forth  ; 
I  knew  it  as  their  gathering-cry, 
Before  they  quit  the  North. 

Twilight's  grey  vault  was  all  astir 
With  the  black  swarm  that  speckled  it, 
Not  long  will  they  their  voyage  defer, 
Their  clarions  sound  retreat. 

Their  privilege  I  envy  not, 
Of  living,  wheresoe'er  they  roam, 
In  summer  sunshine, — since  'tis  bought 
At  the  expense  of  home  ! 

Strangers  ye  are — itinerants — 
Pilgrims,  that  wend  from  feast  to  feast — 
An  annual  caravan,  that  haunts 
This  pleasant  stage  for  rest. 

No  wanderer  I — me  'twould  not  suit 
To  have  my  sensibilities 
Scatter  \1,  where  they  would  bear  no  fruit, 
'Ncath  ever-shifting  skies ; 


Plant-like,  once  fix'd,  I  joy  to  spread 
The  fibres  of  intense  affection 
O'er  one  small  circuit,  where  they  feed 
On  sight  and  recollection. 

To-morrow  comes, — the  swallow  race 
Reck  not, — they  leave  these  scenes 

behind, 

While  I  hope  here  through  life  to  pass, 
And  here  a  grave  to  find. 

See,  from  these  elms  the  bounds  you  trace 
Which  girdle  in  my  parsonage  ; 
Own,  friend, — that  in  a  pleasant  place 
Hath  fall'n  my  heritage  ! 

Unhasp'd,  there  swings  my  rustic  gate  ; 
Enter,  and  see  what,  in  his  wane, 
The  ripening  sun  hath  done  of  late 
Within  my  small  domain. 

My  shrubs  encroach  upon  my  walks  ; 
My  flower-beds  are  a  wilderness 
Of  seeded  husks  and  rampant  stalks — 
A  tangled,  self- will' d  mass. 

The  vine,  that  wraps  my  wall,  and  craves 
For  entrance  at  each  casement  nook, 
Has  lost  the  deep  green  of  its  leaves, 
And  wears  a  tarnish'd  look  ; 

The  clusters  now  more  obvious  are, 
Each  venturing  from  its  summer  hold, 
Mark  what  a  sunward  tinge  they  bear — 
A  flush  of  flamy  gold. 

Nor  let  me,  thankless,  fail  to  point 
That  other  vine,  whose  lowlier  stems 
Are  hung  at  every  knot  and  joint 
With  amethystine  gems. 

Live  we  not  in  a  verdant  bower  ? 
That  calm  delight  of  Paradise, 
Which  flow'd  from  tending  fruit  and  flower. 
My  garden-plot  supplies. 

— Such  were  the  topics  which  obtain'd 
Place  in  our  desultory  talk, 
As,  followed  by  a  college  friend, 
I  led  the  homeward  walk. 

It  was  by  merest  accident 
That  I  had  won  him  for  a  guest, 
For,  when  I  met  him,  he  was  bent 
On  travel  to  the  West. 

My  saunter  had  conducted  me 
Where  the  Mail  passes  every  day, — 
I  saw  him  in  it,  and  my  plea 
Persuaded  him  to  stay. 

He  still  was  dwelling  lingeringly 
In  Oxford's  crowded  solitude 
('Tis  such  to  yearning  hearts)  while  I 
Had  left  the  brotherhood  ; 

Long  left  the  college,  well  content 
To  take  this  pastoral  benefice, 
And  gain'd  my  Mary's  frank  consent 
An  humble  board  to  bless. 
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Studies  severe,  since  we  had  met, 
Had  wrought  upon  his  every  feature, 
Furrowing  a  polishll  brow, — and  yet 
No  book-worm  he  by  nature. 

Pure  thoughts,  quick  feelings,  homage  high 
For  Nature's  every  oracle, 
These  had  been  his — and  did  not  die 
In  his  monastic  cell. 

Such  was  the  friend  to  whom  my  stock 
Of  simple  pleasures  L  produced, 
Nor  fear'd  to  feel  the  numbing  shock 
Of  sympathy  refused. 

— Come,  friend,  examine  all  within, 
There's  comfort  in  my  little  nest, 
Nor  wants  there  proof  of  genuine, 
Although  uncostly  taste. 

We  lack  no  charm  which  music  makes,. 
That  chest-like  frame  of  hidden  strings 
Beneath  my  Mary's  fingers  wakes 
Responsive  as  she  sings. 

The  walls  betray  my  pencil's  work  ; 
Yet  with  it  Mary's  needle  may 
Boast  rivalry  ;  no  tints  can  lurk 
Unsubject  to  her  sway. 

See,  by  our  hearth,  her  flowers  endure 
The  winter  through  on  rug  and  cushion  ; 
Yea,  all  the  adapted  furniture, 
Her  choice  or  execution. 

And  she, — this  casket's  single  gem, — 
Who  brightens  'neathherhusband'sglancej 
And,  moon-like,  radiates  light  on  them, 
Who  share  his  countenance. 

She  (all  unweeting,)  will  prevail, 
In  making  you  this  truth  confess,— 
If  woes  the  married  state  assail, 
The  single  knows  not  bliss  ! 

Hail,  wedded  love  !  thy  constant  flame, 
Like  that  of  lamps  of  yore  entomb'd, 
Nor  age's  palsying  hand  can  tame, 
Nor  is  it  self-consumed  ! 

Look  round,  I  call  this  room  my  own, 
For  see,  my  books  display  themselves  ; 
You'll  find  some  old  acquaintance,  known 
Long  since  on  College  shelves. 

This  open  window  gives  to  view, 
The  bell-tower  of  my  village-church, 
Peering  above  that  ancient  yew, 

Which  guards  its  cross-crown'd  porch. 

Full  to  the  south,  the  hallow'd  field 
Opens  its  bosom,  while  behind, 
A  knot  of  elms,  with  leafy  shield, 
Repels  the  northern  wind. 

There  weekly  am  I  circled  round, 
By  an  attentive  multitude, 
To  whom,  I  trust  that  I  am  found 
A  minister  of  good. 

The  cots  pour  out  their  various  groups  ; 
Grandsire  and  dame  on  staff's  support, 
And  strong-limb'd  youth,  infants,  and 

troops, 
But  half-restrain'd  from  sport. 

VOL.  XIV. 
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The  old  men  stand  erect,  and  look 
Intent  upon  the  preacher's  face, 
Loving  to  hear  explain 'd  that  book, 
Which  speaks  of  faith  and  grace  ; 

While  the  young  crowd  that  fill  the  aisle,, 
Their  prayers  put  up,  their  praises  paid, 
Decorous  sit,  but  wish  the  while 
The  final  blessing  said. 

I  know  their  every  joy  and  woe, 
And  how  they're  sway'd  by  hope  and  fear, 
Summon'd  or  not,  'tis  mine  to  go, 
The  death-bed's  gloom  to  cheer. 

Their  children's  guardian  I ;  a  train 
On  me  await,  their  minds  to  store 
With  love  to  God,  and  love  to  man, 
And  other  gospel  lore. 

Merely  to  fix  the  marriage-ties, 
Is  but  prerogative  of  station  ; 
I  joy  to  think  they  highly  prize, 
My  private  approbation. 

The  doubtful  swain  oft  comes  to  me, 
With  all  his  hopes  and  fears  at  strife, 
His  theme — not  maiden's  cruelty, 
But  of  his  means  of  life. 

Trust  me,  this  pastoral  employ, 
Though  it  hath  toilsome,  painful  hours., 
Oft  harvests  crops  of  richest  joy, 
And  gathers  wreaths  of  flowers. 

But  hark  !  a  voice  that  shouts  amain 

"  Father  !"  with  childhood's  eagerness ; 

My  boy  (a  three  years'  imp)  bursts  in 

To  claim  the  accustom'd  kiss. 

This  done — his  courage  soon  is  laid — 
He  turns — the  stranger  is  descried — 
It  drives  him  into  ambuscade, 
His  father's  leg  beside. 

"  Come  forth,  shy  child  !" — He'll  not  for- 
sake 

screen, 

one  dimpled  cheek 
And  one  bright  eye  are  seen. 

Not  far  behind,  the  mother  speeds 
In  quest  of  this  her  truant  boy  ; 
Her  husband  seen, — how  quick  succeeds 
The  blush-rose  hue  of  joy  ! 

u  Mary,  you-  will,  I  know,  rejoice, 
My  old,  my  long-tried  friend  to  see  ;" 
She  welcomes  him  with  hand  and  voice, 
In  matron  modesty. 

Her  native  grace  and  wish  to  please, 
Bid  ceremony  disappear ; 
And  the  shy  colleger  's  at  ease, 
As  she  his  sister  were. 

I  saw  conviction  in  him  rise, 
That  'tis  not  good  to  be  alone, 
Where  man's  most  sacred  sympathies 
Are  waste,  or  spent  on  one. 

And  ere  he  o'er  my  threshold  cross'd, 
He  came  my  private  ear  to  tell, 
That  he  would  be  no  longer  lost 
Within  a  monkish  cell ; 


My  coat-flap's  deep  intrenching 
Yet  peeping  thence,  one  dimplei 
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He'd  rouse  him  from  his  lethargy ; 
That  passion  should  not  be  represt, 
Which  indolent  timidity 

Was  smothering  in  his  breast. 

For  morbid  fear  had  triumph'd  long, 
And  hope  had  sicken'd  in  the  strife  ; 
The  moody  man  had  measured  wrong. 
The  requisites  of  life. 

Here  now  he  saw,  what  bliss  intense, 
From  pure  and  mutual  love  was  reapM  ; 
Saw  too,  how  small  a  competence 
Our  temperate  table  heap'd. 

Nor  luxury,  nor  gorgeousness, 
Was  known  within  our  homestead-fence, 
But  we  had  all  which  suited  us, — 
Plenty  and  elegance. 

Like  lot  was  at  his  option,  yet 
He  fancied  it  would  not  suffice, 
(From  too  fastidious  estimate,) 
For  household  decencies. 


Wrong  had  he  done  the  maid,  whom  he 
Loved  fondly — but  with  silent  love  ; 
He  would  not,  from  her  rank,  that  she 
Should  e'en  one  step  remove. 

Wrong  had  he  done  her, — yea,  the  excess 
Of  love  his  judgment  had  betray'd  ; 
For  him,  since  larger  sacrifice 

She  would  have  gladly  made; 

Yet  he  the  young  attachment  check'd, 
Each  smile  by  unresolve  was  blighted — 
What  could  the  maiden  but  suspect, 
Her  passion  unrequited  ? 

It  was  not  so — his  inmost  soul 
Denies  it — yea,  his  heart's  deep  core  ; 
The  world's  opinion  held  control 
O'er  him — it  holds  no  more. 

The  altered  notions,  as  I  might, 
I  nursed,  till  hope  rose  smiling  over — 
He  came,  a  lone  desponding  wight ; 
He  went,  a  blithesome  lover. 


He  in  gay  dreams  the  future  spann'd  : 
The  clouds  were  gone  that  gloom 'd  his  sun  ; 
And  long  ere  this,  hand  pledged  in  hand, 
The  maid  and  he  are  one. 


R. 
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MR  NORTH, 

THE  cry  which,  of  late  years,  the 
Whigs  have  found  it  convenient  to 
raise  concerning  what  their  impudence 
styles  "  the  abusiveness  of  the  Tory 
press,"  is  now  completely  and  satisfac- 
torily appreciated  by  the  public.  Of 
that  I  shall,  therefore,  say  nothing. 
But  look  for  a  moment  to  themselves. 
In  each  of  the  three  great  departments 
of  arms,  Taw,  and  literature,  it  is  in- 
disputable that  a  TORY  stands  at  the 
head.  The  Duke  of  Wellington,  Sir 
Walter  Scott,  and  Lord  Eldon,  are  each 
of  them  a  first  without  a  second.  The 
whole  Whig  press  labours,  as  a  matter 
of  course,  to  reduce  these  great  men 
from  this  painful  pre-eminence.  If 
you  believe  the  Edinburgh  Review, 
the  Liberal,  Don  Juan,  and  the  rest 
of  them,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  is  a 
mere  sergeant — Waterloo  was  an  acci- 
dent. The  abuse  of  Sir  Walter  Scott 
is  limited  to  the  inferior  organs,  for 
this  one  reason,  and  no  other,  that  Mr 


Constable  is  his  publisher;  but  the 
whole  pack  join  in  full  chorus  against 
the  venerable  Chancellor  of  England. 

It  is  not  my  intention  to  occupy  the 
time  of  your  readers  with  any  needless 
eulogy  of  the  last  named  illustrious 
character.  He  is  so  totally  above  the 
creatures  that  hark  at  him,  that  their 
frenzy  is  a  fit  subject  for  laughter,  and 
for  nothing  but  laughter.  There  he 
sits — a  man  who  began  the  world  with 
no  fortune  but  his  education  and  his 
talents — with  no  connexions  whatever 
— with  no  pretence  to  any  sort  of  ex- 
ternal aids— there  he  sits,  self-raised, 
and  self-sustained,  indisputably  the 
first  man  in  the  law  of  the  land — full 
of  years  and  of  honours — a  splendid 
example  of  the  power  of  merit— a  li- 
ving witness  that  there  is  at  least  one 
country  in  the  world  where  merit  can 
do  everything. 

That  such  a  man  should  receive  the 
compliment  of  eternal  abuse  from  the 
paltry  organs  of  the  party  to  which 
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his  existence  is  an  eternal  eye-sore — 
this  is  nothing  but  what  might  be  ex- 
pected. But  that  such  a  person  as  Mr 
Henry  Brougham  should  condescend 
to  join  in  the  yell  of  such  baseness,  is 
indeed  a  thing  to  make  every  one  that 
has  any  respect  for  intellect  blush.  Mr 
Brougham  is,  I  see,  occasionally  sneer- 
ed at  by  some  of  those  who  write 
political  articles  in  your  Magazine,  as 
if  he  did  not  deserve  the  intellectual 
reputation  he  possesses.  I  cannot  pay 
these  gentlemen  the  compliment  of 
joining  my  voice  to  theirs,  quoad  hoc. 
Mr  Brougham  is  a  man  of  astonishing 
talents  and  acquirements;  he  carries 
on  his  shoulders  one  of  the  most  vi- 
gorous heads  now  in  England,  or  in 
the  world ;  he  has  a  massive  strength 
of  understanding  ;  he  has  patience  un- 
wearied, and  industry  inexhaustible  ; 
he  is,  if  not  an  elegant  speaker,  a  most 
powerful  declaimer ;  he  is,  in  short, 
the  only  Whig  now  in  Parliament  to 
whom  anything  like  first-rate  talent 
and  capacity  can  be  ascribed.  This  is 
my  opinion  of  Mr  Brougham's  intellec- 
tual station.  I  think  proper  to  begin 
with  saying  so  much,  to  prevent  mis- 
takes ; — for  my  purpose  certainly  is  to 
abuse  him  very  heartily  in  the  sequel. 
Mr  Brougham  is  all  I  have  said; 
but  he  is  not  all  that  he  thinks  him- 
self— far  less  all  that  his  slavish  and 
doltish  admirers,  within  his  own  par- 
ty, give  him  out  to  be.  Among  other 
defects,  he  certainly  is  no  great  law- 
yer. No  man  of  real  eminence  at  the 
English  Bar  ever  dreamt  of  saying 
that  he  was.  He  musty  however,  be 
enough  of  a  lawyer  to  understand 
something  of  the  real  legal  merits  of 
the  first  lawyer  that  has  appeared  in 
England  for  more  than  two  centuries 
past.  He  must  understand  in  some 
degree  the  extent,  the  wonderful  ex- 
tent, of  Lord  Eldon's  genius  as  a  law- 
yer— and  he  has  never  hesitated  to 
avow  his  admiration  of  Lord  Eldon's 
inflexible  honesty  and  candour  as  a 
judge.  Having,  therefore,  that  feel- 
ing and  knowledge  of  what  the  man 
really  is,  which  I  cannot  help  think- 
ing it  absolutely  impossible  such  a 
person  as  Mr  Brougham  can  want — I 
confess,  it  is  to  me  a  matter  of  very 
painful  observation,  that  Mr  Brougham 
has  of  late  condescended  to  lend  his 
great  talents  to  the  support  of  an  at- 
tack, which  even  their  best  exertion 
cannot  save  from  being  every  way  vile 
and  contemptible. 
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Is  it  possible  that  all  this  can  have 
originated  in  a  cause  so  basely  sel- 
fish and  unworthy  as  that,  the  influ- 
ence of  which  the  world  must  be  al- 
lowed to  be  excusable  in  detecting 
elsewhere?  Is  it  possible  that  Mr 
Brougham  should  have  acted  from  a 
motive  so  dirty,  as  his  friend  Mr  Den- 
man  certainly  has  done  his  best  to  in- 
sinuate. Mr  Denman,  the  Common 
Sergeant  of  the  city  of  London,  says, 
that  he,  Mr  Denman,  cannot  help  as- 
cribing Mr  Brougham's  want  of  a  silk 
gown  to  the  improper  political  anti- 
pathy of  Lord  Chancellor  Eldon.  Mr 
Denman  also  disapproves  of  the  Chan- 
cellor's not  having  given  a  silk  gown 
to  his  friend  Mr  Williams.  No  doubt, 
if  the  Aldermen  of  London  town  had 
not  given  Mr  Denman  the  office  of 
Common  Sergeant,  Mr  Denman  would 
also  have  abused  the  Chancellor  for 
allowing  Mr  Denman  to  wear  so  pal- 
try a  stuff  as  bombazeen.  This  cry, 
however,  is  chaunted  and  rechaunted 
by  every  Whig  and  Radical  paper  in 
the  country  ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the 
clamour  uprises,  first,  Mr  Brougham, 
and  then  that  ineffably  inferior  person 
Mr  Williams,  to  abuse  theLord  Chan- 
cellor, where  theLord  Chancellor  could 
not  be  present  to  defend  himself — in 
the  House  of  Commons  ! 

Few  persons  who  have  been  in  the 
habit  of  attending  to  parliamentary 
affairs  of  late  years,  will  hesitate  to 
admit  that  the  licence  of  parliament- 
ary abuse,  in  regard  to  absent  persons, 
has  been  carried  to  a  most  alarming 
height.  Well  does  the  author  of  this 
pamphlet  say, 

"  Scarcely  anything  is  entitled  to  less  cre- 
dit from  the  public,  than  parliamentary  accu- 
sations, because  the  accuser  is  privileged,  and 
can  state  with  impunity  whatever  tale  lie 
thinks  Jit,  without  any  examination  into  its 
truth,  and  he  can  LIBEL  whom  he  pleases  with- 
out personal  responsibility.  It  is  a  lament- 
able fact,  that  these  statements  are  often  cir- 
culated through  the  country,  to  the  disgrace 
nf  men  of  honour  and  integrity,  who  have  not, 
at  any  time,  any  fair  opportunity  afforded 
them  of  repelling  such  attacks,  however  un- 
just or  scandalous  ;  for  to  publish  contradic- 
tions and  pronf  would  be  ruinous  ;  and  in 
that  place  where  the  accusations  are  made,  the 
accused  cannot  be  heard." 

This  is  indeed  the  truth,  and  I  have 
no  hesitation  in  saying,  that  if  things 
go  on  in  the  present  train  for  a  few 
years  more,  a  parliamentary  reform  of 
one  kind  will  be  forced  down  the 
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throats  of  our  legislators.  The  mean- 
est and  most  cowardly  dog  in  Eng- 
land, forsooth,  may  abuse  you  or  me 
as  heartily  as  he  pleases,  provided 
only,  that  he  be  a  member,  and  we 
be  not  members  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons !  What  he  says  is  printed  in 
every  paper  through  the  island ;  and 
if  I  tell  him  that  he  lies,  I  am  sent 
to  Newgate  for  my  pains,  because 
— O  ye  Gods  ! — because  the  liar  has 
the  privilege  of  Parliament  to  wrap 
himself  in.  Depend  on  it,  this  will  not 
do  much  longer.  I  know  what  I  should 
do  were  the  case  ray  own.  I  should 
send  to  the  member  who  had  abused 
me  a  copy  of  a  newspaper  in  which  his 
abuse  was  printed_,  with  a  red  line 
through  the  paragraph,  so  as  to  call 
his  eye  to  the  words.  If  he  got  up  in 
his  place  that  same  night,  and  dis- 
claimed, retracted,  or  apologized,  all 
should  be  well.  If  he  did  not,  I  should 
write  no  letters,  either  to  newspaper 
editors,  or  to  him. — I  should  

and  I  should  be  sent  to  Newgate.  I 
know  that  very  well,  but  I  also  know, 
that  no  English  gentleman  would  ever 
be  sent  to  Newgate  again  for  any  such 
cause.  I  know  that  one  such  blow-up 
would  put  an  end  to  the  thing  for  ever. 
I  am  heartily  sorry  that  this  course  was 
not  pursued  in  certain  recent  instances, 
with  which  your  Scotch  readers,  in 
particular,  must  be  sufficiently  fami- 
liar. I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying, 

that  the  first  man  who an 

A ,  a  B •,  or  a  H ,  for  words 

of  slander  spoken  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  and  not  instantly  retract- 
ed there,  will  be  a  great  public  bene- 
factor. He  will  have  the  merit,  the 
proper  and  the  immortal  merit,  of  ef- 
fecting the  only  radical  reform  that 
the  House  of  Commons  stands  in  need 

of.     His will  deserve  to  be 

wreathed  with  myrtle  as  well  as  the 
sword  of  Aristogeiton  ever  did.  That 
one  act  will  be  remembered  for  ever ; 
and  the  standing  toast  among  all  true 
lovers  of  liberty  will  be  (down,  at  all 
events,  to  the  commencement  of  the 
millenium),  "  The  cause,  for  the  sake 

of  which  un  id  was d  in  the 

Lobby." 

The  preceding  dissertation  upon  a 
subject  which  is  really  of  the  most 
alarming  interest,  has  been  attended 
with  a  momentary  oblivion,  not  of  Mr 
Brougham — but  certainly  of  his  late 
abominable  proceedings  in  regard  to 
the  Lord  Chancellor — a  person,  who, 
as  Mr  Brougham  is  perhaps  sufficient- 


ly  aware,  cannot  —  anybody, 

without,  to  a  considerable  extent,  de- 
parting from  the  customary  etiquette 
of  his  station.  How  far  Mr  Brougham's 
respect  for  the  personal  safety  of  Mr 
Brougham  may  have  been  gratified  in 
many  of  Mr  Brougham's  late  selec- 
tions of  subjects  for  Mr  Brougham's 
abuse,  I  do  not  think  myself  called 
upon  to  institute  any  inquiry  just  at 
present.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that 
attacking  judges  and  doctors  of  divi- 
nity is  very  pretty  sport  in  one  point 
of  view — but  let  that  pass.  Dr  Phil- 
potts  has  said  the  thing  already,  in  his 
Letter  to  the  Editor  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review  ;  and  nobody  will  gain  much 
credit  by  trying  to  do  better  that 
which  Dr  Philpotts  has  done  well. 

Adieu,  then,  to  all  digressions,  and 
come  we  at  once  to  the  pamphlet  be- 
fore us.  I  value  it,  sir,  and  I  value  it 
very  highly — not  certainly  for  its  ar- 
rangement, which  is  confused,  nor  for 
its  language,  which  is  stiffish,  but  for 
its  purpose,  which  is  truly  honourable ; 
for  its  tone,  which  is  at  once  modestand 
manly ;  and,  above  all,  for  its  facts, 
which  are  triumphant,  as  they  regard 
the  Chancellor,  and  damning,  as  they 
regard  that  clever,  that  very  clever  man 
of  brass  and  bombazcen,  the  honoura- 
ble and  learned  Member  for  Winchel- 
sea.  It  is  nothing  new  to  me  to  see  a 
pert  barrister  jumping  at  the  first  op- 
portunity he  has  of  insulting  a  Judge 
out  of  court.  One  sees  that  every  year 
in  that  venerable  court,  the  General  As- 
sembly of  the  Kirk  of  Scotland.  When- 
ever any  learned  Lord  of  Session,  who 
happens  to  be  a  member  of  Assembly, 
delivers  his  opinion  upon  any  subject, 
you  are  sure  to  see  some  raw  puggish 
puppy  get  up  on  the  other  side  of  the 
house,  and  endeavour  to  pay  off  the 
score  of  any  rebukes  or  neglects  his 
professional  conduct  and  appearance 
may  have  drawn  down  upon  his  head 
elsewhere,  since  last  sitting  of  the  Ve- 
nerable. I  have  often  witnessed  this 
sort  of  thing,  (especially  among  the 
Whigs,)  and  as  often  wished  for  a 
squirt.  But  certainly,  as  I  have  hint- 
ed already,  it  is  something  quite  un- 
expected, to  hear  of  such  a  man  as  Mr 
Brougham  entertaining  the  House  of 
Commons  with  an  attack  upon  such  a 
judge  as  Lord  Eldon  ;  and,  what  is  best 
of  all,  attacking  him  in  such  a  state  of 
profound  ignorance  as  to  expose  him- 
self to  such  a  thrashing  as  the  author 
of  this  most  laudable  pamphlet  has 
had  the  satisfaction  of  inflicting. 
As  pamphlets  never  circulate  in  these 
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times,  the  author  should  at  once  have 
made  his  paper  a  contribution  to  your 
Magazine,  or  the  Quarterly  Review  ; 
but  since  he  has  not  done  this,  I  mean 
to  do  the  next  best  thing,  by  skimming 
off  the  cream  of  his  pamphlet  for  the 
benefit  of  you  and  your  readers.  In 
doing  so,  I  shall  probably  occupy  a 
good  many  of  your  columns,  but  I  am 
sure  you  will  never  think  that  they 
can  be  devoted  to  a  more  useful  pur- 
pose. The  general  reader,  however, 
need  not  be  alarmed ;  I  shall  extract 
nothing  but  what  is  amusing,  as  well 
as  instructive. 

The  two  great  topics  of  abuse  against 
the  Court  of  Chancery,  were  the  ex- 
travagance of  the  costs,  and  "  the  law's 
delay."  In  regard  to  the  first  of  these, 
Mr  Brougham,  who,  by  the  way,  is 
not,  nor  ever  was,  an  equity  lawyer, 
had  said  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
that  no  honest  lawyer  would  ever  ad- 
vise the  instituting  of  an  equity  suit 
for  the  sake  of  a  sum  of  L.50,  or  L.I  00, 
or  for  any  inconsiderable  sum.  Now, 
hear  the  answer ;  it  is  logical  and  phi- 
losophical ;  it  is  like  a  lawyer,  and 
like  an  honest  man. 

"  Nothing  can  be  more  silly  or  unfair 
than  to  cast  reflections  on  a  judge  or 
his  court,  because,  to  gain  aright  of  little 
value,  greater  expense  must  be  incurred 
than  the  right  is  worth ;  such  a  case  may 
occur  in  a  mere  court  of  conscience  of 
the  pettiest  description.  Let  it,  however, 
never  be  forgotten,  that  these  expenses 
commonly  fall  on  the  party  against  whom 
a  decree  is  pronounced,  and  by  whom  the 
suit  is  rendered  necessary. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  frame  a  law  to  pre- 
vent costs  of  suit  exceeding  the  value  of 
the  subject  in  litigation,  where  that  va- 
lue is  inconsiderable ;  because  rules  of  evi- 
dence cannot  be  relaxed  or  abandoned  to  the 
destruction  of  the  principles  on  which  they  are 
founded,  so  as  to  admit  of  insufficient  or  im- 
perfect proof,  in  petty  matters,  lest  by  that 
means  precedents  might  be  made  for  deciding 
all  claims  on  false,  uncertain,  or  insufficient 
evidence.  If  this  was  done,  we  should  have  es- 
tablished one  system  of  law  for  the  poor,  and 
anotlterfor  the  rich.  If  the  law  allowed  any 
pooofof  necessary  facts  to  be  diqiensed  unth, 
that  a  party  might  at  little  costs  acquire  a 
petty  right,  who  could  calculate  in  how  many 
instances  false  judgments  would  be  given, 
from  trusting  to  insufficient  testimony  ?  The 
rights  and  wrongs  of  the  poor  would  be  always 
in  a  state  of  legal  uncertainty,  and  no  pro- 
fessional man  could  advise  them  ivith  confi- 
dence. 


205 

"  It  is  incident  to  all  good  laws  that  as 
much  and  as  minute  testimony  should  be 
required  to  sustain  a  small  as  a  great  de- 
mand, to  prove  a  title  to  a  cottage,  as  to 
prove  a  title  to  a  nobleman's  mansion  and 
estates.  Facts  cannot  by -human  ingenuity 
be  reduced  or  arranged  accord  ing  to  the  im- 
portance of  the  things  to  which  they  relate, 
and  suitors  often  cannot  prove  facts,  which 
form  links  ia  the  chain  of  evidence,  with- 
out bringing  together  many  witnesses 
from  different  places,  while  the  most  im- 
portant facts  are  often  proved  by  the  pro- 
duction of  a  written  document  or  by  a 
single  witness.  Reforming  legislators 
cannot  reverse,  or  overcome  this  order  of 
things,  without  reducing  the  certainty  of 
a  court  of  justice  to  the  level  of  a  gam- 
bling-house. 

"  The  common  law  courts  of  justice,  which 
passed  unnoticed  in  the  late  debates,  are,  in 
the  trial  of  causes,  more  expensive  than  the 
Court  of  Chancery,  which  was  so  unjustly 
and  so  severely  attacked,  because,  on  the 
trial  of  common  law  cases,  at  the  sittings 
or  the  assizes,  several  hundred  witnesses 
are  kept  in  attendance  from  day  to  day, 
and  for  many  days  together;  while  in 
Chancery  suits  the  precise  period  at  which 
each  witness  may  make  his  deposition, 
can  generally  be  ascertained  and  regula- 
ted to  suit  the  convenience  of  the  parties, 
and  to  prevent  the  necessity  of  witness- 
es attending  on  the  examiners  or  com- 
missioners from  day  to  day,  and  for  many 
days,  as  is  the  case  on  the  trial  of  suits  at 
common  law.  The  names  of  some  suits 
in  Chancery  have  been  given,  and  their 
attendant  costs  set  forth  ;  and  in  the  Ap- 
pendix, No.  I,  will  be  found,  indiscrimi- 
nately selected,  two  or  three  suits  which 
were  tried  at  common  law,  for  small  de- 
mands, with  the  amount  of  their  verdicts, 
and  the  differences  between  the  taxed  and 
the  real  costs ;  and  these  proofs  will 
evince,  that  whatever  can  be  said  on  the 
subject  of  costs  in  our  courts  of  equity, 
applies  with  equal  force  to  our  common 
law  courts.  But  it  was  deemed  improper, 
by  the  chief  declaim ers  in  the  late  debates,  to 
contrast  their  own  courts,  with  whose  prac- 
tice, it  is  to  be  presumed,  they  were  best  ac- 
quainted, with  the  practice  of  the  Court  of 
Chancery." 

The  reader  is  aware  that  Brougham, 
Den  man,  and  Williams,  are  all  prac- 
titioners in  the  Common  Law  Courts, 
not  in  the  Courts  which  they  were  at- 
tacking as  expensive.  Remarking  this, 
it  is  pleasant  enough  to  cast  one's  eye 
over  the  article  in  the  appendix,  to 
which  the  preceding  extract  points.  It 
is  thus : — 
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APPENDIX,  No.  I. 

I  have  subjoined  a  list  of  common  law  causes  in  the  Court  of  King's  Bench,  taken  in- 
discriminately, some  of  which  were  cases  depending  on  oral  testimony  ;  and  in  such  cases 
as  depend  on  d9cumentary  evidence,  the  plaintiff  loses  but  an  inconsiderable  sum  on 
taxation  of  costs  ;  but  his  loss  fluctuates  in  all  cases  according  to  the  number  of  witnesses 
required  to  maintain  his  cause.  From  this  statement  it  will  appear,  that  the  total  amount 
of  the  loss  upcn  costs  sustained  by  the  plaintiffs,  was  £100  :  19  :  7id.,  and  the  total  amount 
of  all  the  debts  was  £112  :  10  :  1  ]  ^d.,  leaving  the  plaintiffs  out  of  pocket  £47  :  19  :  8d., 
over  and  above  what  they  had  to  pay  for  the  difference  of  costs  as  between  attorney  and 
client,  the  bills  made  out  for  taxation  being  made  out  as  between  party  and  party. 


Venue. 

Plaintiff's 

Name. 

Defendant's 
Name. 

Bill  as 
made  out. 

£    s.  d. 
11411    8 

Bill  as 
allowed. 

£.    *.  d. 
74    9  2i 

Debt 
recovered. 

Difference 
between 
the  Bill  as 
made  out 
and 
allowed. 

Attorney. 

London    . 

Daniel  Lack 

Sir  H.  Wilson 

£    s.   d. 

1  10  94 

£    s.   d. 
10    5  5J 

Laver 

London   . 

Wm.  Hughes 

John  Wilson 

117    5  10 

98    4  0 

31  16  0 

19    1  10 

Cuppage 

Middlesex 

Thos.  Wigley 

Rich.  Attfield 

215    3    7 

157  18  7 

o2    1  5 

77    5    0 

Pinnegar 

Essex  .     • 

C.Thos.  Tower 

Arth.  Clarence 

130    7    0 

120    9  0 

4     1   0 

9  18    0 

Brader 

Devon     . 

J.  Kingdon 

James  Stone 

4016    2 

57  10  0 

10  10  0 

3    G    2 

Darke 

Middlesex 

Geo.  Langley 

Thos.  Allerson 

35  10    6 

34  10  0 

li     0  0 

106 

W.  Copeland 

Cumberland 

James  Bell 

Elizab.  Pears 

58    9    7 

49  15  0 

550 

8  14    7 

Rell&Broderick 

Middlesex 

John  Beale 

John  Greig 

41  12   4 

40     4  5 

7  15   9 

1     8    1 

Rowlinson 

753  19   8 

595     0   OJ 

112  19  Hi 

160  19   74 

In  abusing  the  Chancellor,  these 
Whig  Barristers  were  so  far  "  left  to 
themselves,"  as  the  Presbyterian  phrase 
is,  as  to  draw  comparisons  between  him 
and  the  Vice- Chancellor.  This  was 
delicate  ground  for  the  author  of  our 
pamphlet ;  but  he  has  trodden  it  very 
gracefully. 

«'  It  is  my  wish  to  prosecute  this  in- 
quiry without  introducing  anything  that 
can  be  deemed  acrimonious  or  unkind ; 
and  notwithstanding  1  entertain  the  high- 
est opinion  of  the  present  Vice-Chancel- 
lor as  a  judge,  distinguished  by  consider- 
able professional  attainments,  and  great 
acateness  of  mind,  it  becomes  necessary, 
in  this  part  of  my  observations,  to  state, 


that  the  Lord  Chancellor  and  Vice-Chan- 
cellor appear  to  be  sometimes  actuated 
by  different  views,  and  a  different  sense 
of  duty  in  the  decision  of  causes;  and 
those  who  have  praised  the  Vice- Chan- 
cellor for  his  dispatch  of  business,  are  per- 
haps not  aware  of  the  nature  of  these  dif- 
ferences. * 

"  It  seems  to  be  the  practice  of  the 
Vice-ChancelJor  to  send  to  courts  of  law 
questions  of  importance,  depending  on 
nice  distinctions  of  law  or  fact ;  and  fre- 
quently where  he  finds  a  contradiction  in 
the  evidence,  or  an  unsettled  and  difficult 
point  of  law,  he  sends  the  question  to  be 
decided  by  a  Master,  a  court  of  law,  or  a 
jury.*  Me  seldom  bestows  much  time  in 


properly  to  be  tried  on  an  issue  at  law ;  but  as  the  parties 
ascertain  whether,  by  the  custom  of  this  manor,  a  nominee 


Cation  of  the  land.     It  is  enough  to  say,  they  are  suf- 
ficientlvTtronVtoYustifv" a Preference  to  the  Master.'—  Miuhlock's  Hearts,  pp.  'J39,  3!)5. 

«  •    f  tWs  quest  ion  had  originally  come  before  me,  I  should  have  obtained  the :  opinion i  of  a  court  of 
law  upon  the  question.     I  shall  not  do  so  now,  as  I  entirely  concur  with  Lord  Eldon's  judgment  m  the 

CH»  ^TheLord  Chancellor.  It  has  at  all  times  been  the  course  of  proceedings  for  this  Court  to  take 
the  assistance  of  a  jury,  when  there  is  so  much  of  doubt  that  the  Court  feels  such  assistance  to  be  ne- 
Ssary  to  the  right  determination  of  the  case.  But  it  has  never  been  the  practice  to  put  the  raiti«f  to 
thTexpc.se  of  a  trial  at  law,  without  first  having  all  the  evidence  lead,  and  the  case  fully  *8**>"£ 
l«s  the  i-ouusel  .m  both  sides  agree  in  stating  that  such  must  necessarily  be  the  result,  if  the  matter  were 

^•Tto  I..n<l  Chancellor  was  clearly  of  opinion,  that  the  Court  ought  to  hear  the  affidavits  read,  and 
the  arguments  on  each  side,  before  it  sent  the  party  to  a  jury.'— Bvck  3  Rep.  pp.  219,  5M,  i»j 
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investigating  or  reconciling  contradictory 
testimony,  in  order  to  come  to  a  decision 
upon  it ;  but  he  perhaps  acts  on  the  con- 
viction, that  such  labour  does  not  form  any 
part  of  his  duty ;  and  thinking  it  will  be 
done  best  in  a  court  of  law,  he  at  once  di- 
rects an  inquiry,  a  case  to  be  sent  to  the 
Judges,  or  an  issue  to  be  sent  to  a  jury. 
The  first  stage  of  the  cause  is  thus  quick- 
ly dispatched,  but  the  labour  necessary  to 
the  dispatch  is  neither  tedious  nor  of  long 
duration. 

"  The  Lord  Chancellor  acts  on  the  be- 
lief, that  what  he  may  be  enabled  to  de- 
cide by  patient  hearing  or  reading,  and 
calm  and  deliberate  consideration,  he  is 
bound  to  decide,  in  the  honest  discharge 
of  the  duty  attached  to  his  high  office, 
without  reference  to  any  other  jurisdic- 
tion. He  considers  that  he  is  not  justi- 
fied in  exposing  parties  to  the  enormous 
additional  expense  of  a  trial  or  hearing  in 
another  Court,  unless  where  the  ends  of 
justice  cannot  be  attained  by  any  other 
means ;  and,  influenced  by  this  opinion, 
he  does  not  often  refer  to  courts  of  law 
or  to  juries."  *  He  never  does  so  if  he 
can  bring  his  powerful  mind  to  a  right 
decision,  by  laborious  consideration  of  the 
evidence  before  him,  whether  that  evi- 
dence comes  before  him  on  motion,  on 
petition,  or  on  a  hearing.  Tfiose  hours 
of  retirement,  which  other  men  devote  to 
pleasing  and  interesting  pursuits,  he  de- 
votes to  the  wearisome  consideration  of 
common-place  and  contradictory  facts — 
facts  which  perplex  and  weary  the  mind, 
without  ever  affording  to  it  any  pleasure 
or  information  worthy  remembrance.  He 
never  suffers  himself  to  be  hurried  into 
error  ;  and  tlris  care,  unjustly  called  de- 
lay, is  a  blessing  to  the  suitors  and  the 
country.  He  is  a  Judge  who  appears  to 
have  read  Lord  Bacon's  hints  on  judica- 
ture with  approbation  and  profit ;  for  it 
cannot  be  denied  that  he  has  acquired 
that  essential  part  of  justice — '  PATIENCE 

AND  GRAVITY  OF  HEARING.      He  Considers 

it  no  grace  to  a  judge  first  to  find  that  which 
Jie  might" have  heard  in  due  time  from  the 
bar,  or  to  shew  quickness  of  conceit  in  cutting 
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off  evidence  or  counsel  loo  short.  No  man 
can  accuse  him  of  MEETING  THE  CAUSE 

HALF  WAY,  OR  GIVING  OCCASION  TO  THE 
PARTY  TO  SAY  HIS  COUNSEL  OR  PROOFS 
WERE  NOT  HEARD. 'f 

"  It  is  one  thing  to  arrive  at  the  truth 
by  the  comparison  of  contradictory  evi- 
dence ;  and  another,  to  send  its  contra- 
dictions to  be  reconciled  before  another 
tribunal.  To  decide  on  it  may  occupy  a 
judge  many  hours,  while,  to  refer  it  for 
decision  to  another  court,  would  not  oc- 
cupy him  many  seconds  ;  and  frequently 
it  consumes  more  time  to  weigh  and  con- 
sider the  evidence,  and  to  deduce  accu- 
rately the  facts  in  one  single  cause,  than 
is  consumed  by  directing  issues,  inquiries, 
and  special  cases,  on  the  hearing  of  one 
hundred. 

"  The  Vice-Chancellor  has  credit  for 
deciding  a  cause  or  petition,  when  he  di- 
rects an  issue  to  be  tried,  or  refers  a  case 
to  a  court  of  law;  and  he  often  takes 
this  course  as  soon  as  he  discovers  by  re- 
ference to  the  affidavits  or  the  deposi- 
tions, that  there  is  a  plain  and  indisputa- 
ble contradiction  in  the  evidence  not  te 
be  reconciled,  without  either  requiring 
additional  testimony,  or  bestowing  great 
labour  in  examining  minutely  its  worth, 
its  competency,  and  its  credibility.  As- 
soon  as  the  issue  is  determined,  he  has 
credit  for  deciding  another  cause,  when 
he  directs  a  decree  to  be  drawn  up  con- 
sistent with  the  finding  of  the  court, 
whose  verdict  or  opinion  has  been  ob- 
tained. This  course  of  proceeding  saves 
his  honour  the  tediousness  of  hearing  or 
reading  dull  and  uninteresting  depositions- 
and  affidavits,  in  some  cases  covering  up- 
wards of  one  hundred  brief  sheets  ;  but 
these  issues,  and  these  cases,  which  others 
are  required  to  determine,  increase  the 
parties'  expenses  at  the  rate  of  from 
L.100  to  L.300,  or  even  from  L.500  to 
L.700  in  each  cause ;  £  and  sometimes- 
an  inquiry  or  an  issue  is  not  directed 
with  sufficient  precision  to  be  useful, 
and  a  second  inquiry  or  issue  becomes 
necessary. 

"  The  same  parties,  on  similar  occa- 


*  "  '  Lord  Eltten.  But  I  have  no  difficulty  in  saying,  after  forty  years'  experience,  that  a  court  of 
equity  has  a  ri^ht  itself  to  determine  questions  of  fact  without  the  assistance  of  a  jury.  A  court  of 
equity  may,  and  often  does,  in  the  exercise  of  its  judicial  discretion,  call  for  the  assistance  of  a  verdict 
by  a  jury.  But  if  it  can,  to  its  own  satisfaction,  itself  decide  upon  the  evidence,  it  is  not  bound  to 
send  the  matter  to  be  tried  by  a  jury.' 

"  '  But  if  there  is  anywhere  a  notion  that  a  court  of  equity  is  bound,  on  all  questions  of  fact,  to  di- 
rect an  issue  or  issues,  I  say  that  it  is  contradicted  by  my  experience,  and  by  the  administration  of  the 
law,  for  a  long  series  of  years." 

'•'  '  I  am  of  opinion,  that  no  issue  ought  to  have  been  directed,  as  the  evidence  appears  to  me  com- 
pletely  satisfactory,  without  any  issue.' — BuUen  v.  Michel,  Dow's  Reports,  318,  et  seq. 
"  Bacon  on  Judicature. 

"  It  may  be  proper  to  add,  that  these  expenses  fluctuate  according  to  the  number  of  witnesses  re- 
quired, the  length  01  the  proceedings,  and  the  number  of  parties  adversely  interested  in  the  question." 
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sions,  when  before  the  Lord  Chancellor, 
whether  on  motion,  petition,  or  at  the 
hearing  of  the  cause,  if  he  decides  their 
case,  (as  he  commonly  does,  without  any 
appeal  to  a  court  of  law,)  get  his  judg- 
ment at  a  cost  of  a  few  pounds. 

"  I  am  engaged  in  the  harmless  drud- 
gery of  collecting  facts  to  make  out  the 
case  I  have  in  hand,  and  I  do  not  pre- 
sume to  decide  which  course  is  best ;  but 
I  trust  I  may,  without  offence,  contrast, 
and  attempt  to  ascertain  the  relative  ad- 
vantages and  disadvantages  of  these  dif- 
ferent modes  of  conducting  Chancery 
causes.  Most  men  will  be  disposed  to 
believe,  that  a  Judge  of  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor's experience  and  attainments  can, 
by  patient  hearing  and  reading,  value  evi- 
dence as  correctly,  and  penetrate  into  all 
its  bearings  and  tendencies  with  as  much 
acuteness,  as  any  Judge  or  Jury  to  whom 
it  could  be  referred  ;  and  the  known  cau- 
tion and  care  which  guide  him  in  his  de- 
cisions, is  a  satisfactory  pledge  that  he 
will  not  come  to  any  conclusion  on  in- 
sufficient premises,  or  decide  on  testi- 
mony, if  the  contradictory  parts  of  it  can- 
not be  explained  or  reconciled.  If  some 
particular  part  is  in  doubt  which  an  affi- 
davit can  explain,  I  have  observed  that 
the  Lord  Chancellor  requires  one  to  be 
made,  and  it  perhaps  tends  to  remove  all 
doubts  in  his  mind,  and  enables  him  to 
decide  properly,  at  a  saving  of  expense  to 
the  parties  of  many  hundred  pounds.  For 
such  benefits  can  any  suitors  regret  a 
little  delay?* 

"  To  do  these  things  requires  time,  and 
perhaps  the  Lord  Chancellor  may  not,  in 
particular  and  difficult  cases,  give  his 
judgment  for  several  months;  but  are 
the  parties  injured  by  this  delay,  more 
than  they  are  by  having  their  cause  sus- 
pended for  six  or  ten  months,  that  the 
facts  or  points  of  law  on  which  it  depends, 
may  be  referred,  at  a  great  cost,  to  a  jury, 
or  a  court  of  law  ?  How  stands  this  great 
and  important  question  ?  Let  those  who 
abuse  the  Lord  Chancellor  answer.  It 
is  very  evident  which  course  is  the  least 
expensive  to  the  parties. 

"  The  Parliamentary  Return  only  states 
the  number  of  appeals  entered  after  cau- 
ses have  been  heard.  It  does  not  enu- 
merate the  appeals  upon  motions ;  but 
the  Vice-Chancellor  has  credit  in  all  cases 
of  motions  for  accuracy  of  judgment, whe- 
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ther  the  judgment  was  confirmed  or  over- 
ruled. I  have  not  the  means  of  ascer- 
taining, nor  indeed  do  the  proceedings  of 
the  court  enable  me  to  ascertain,  in  how 
many  cases  appeals  are,  made  to  the  Lord 
Chancellor,  from  the  decisions  of  the  Vice- 
Chancellor  upon  motions;  but  they  are 
commonly  made  and  decided  in  a  day  or 
two  after  they  have  been  first  heard  in  the 
inferior  court ;  and  sometimes  it  happens 
that  the  questions  which  do  not  occupy 
the  mind  of  the  Vice-Chancellor  for  five 
minutes,  are  such  as  necessarily  occupy 
the  Lord  Chancellor  for  a  long  time.  The 
suitors  are  so  desirous  of  having  import- 
ant matters  heard  by  the  Lord  Chancel- 
lor, that  the  very  weighty  and  time-con- 
suming motions  and  causes  come  before 
him  for  decision  ;  and  some  of  these  cases 
occupy  his  lordship  during  the  sitting  of 
a  week;  such  were  Waters  v.  Taylor; 
Agar  and  The  Regent's  Canal  Company ; 
Lloyd  v.  St  Paul ;  Sandtbrd  v.  Gibbon. 
On  these  motions,  sometimes  the  right 
to  several  hundred  thousand  pounds  is 
determined ;  and  can  any  rational  man 
suppose  that  the  parties,  or  the  ends  of 
justice,  require  precipitate  decision  ?  In 
one  of  these  cases,  a  solicitor  lately  pro- 
ceeded with  so  much  dispatch,  that  in  a 
few  months  his  labours  produced  a  bill 
of  upwards  of  L.  1300 ;  and  in  the  course 
of  these  proceedings  he  had  prematurely 
apportioned  the  funds  in  court,  consist- 
ing of  many  thousand  pounds,  chiefly  be- 
longing to  infants  whose  interests  he  had 
to  protect ;  and  as  soon  as  the  Master's 
report  was  obtained,  lie  petitioned  for  the 
application  of  this  fund,  and  obtained  an 
order  to  dispose  of  it,  by  placing  several 
thousand  pounds  to  the  account  of  parties 
indebted  60  the  estate ;  and  of  the  sums  or- 
dered to  be  paid  or  carried  over,  scarcely 
any  were  ordered  to  be  paid  or  carried 
over  correctly  to  the  proper  party,  though 
the  costs  incident  to  this  useless  and  mis- 
chievous proceeding  alone  amounted  (I 
speak  from  conjecture)  to  upwards  of 
seven  hundred  pounds.  This  order,  after 
it  had  been  made  and  passed,  was  acci- 
dentally discovered  to  be  erroneous  ;  and 
the  judge  who  made  it,  was  informed  of 
the  fact  by  letter  from  a  solicitor  of  the 
court,  and  the  officers  were  instantly  for- 
bidden to  act  on  the  order  ;  its  propriety 
was,  at  the  next  sitting  of  the  court,  dis- 
cussed ;  and  it  was  quashed,  after  em- 


*  "  '  Lord  Eldon.—l  looked  over  the  whole  of  the  proceedings,  from  the  beginning  to  the  end,  to 
see  whether  the  verdict  ought  to  have  been  different,  if  the  evidence  had  been  received ;  for  it  would 
be  curious  if  you  were  to  send  a  case  for  trial  to  give  an  opportunity  for  admitting  evidence,  when, 
if  that  evidence  were  taken,  and  a  different  verdict  given  in  consequence,  vour  conscience  would  not 
thereby  be  satisfied,  but  dissatisfied.'— Dow,  iv.  331.* 
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ploying  tn  the  discussion  five  or  six  suc- 
cessive nights,  from  the  sitting  to  the  ri- 
sing of  the  court,  to  the  delay  of  other 
suits.  These  proceedings  afterwards  oc- 
cupied, on  a  single  motion,  several  days 
before  the  Lord  Chancellor.  I  quote 
these  facts  as  an  example  and  consequence 
of  premature  dispatch  in  a  solicitor,  lea- 
ving my  reader  to  infer  what  may  be  the 
consequence  of  premature  dispatch  in  a 
judge,  whose  error  in  judgment  may  not 
only  ruin  the  suitors  before  him,  but,  by 
standing  as  a  precedent  for  other  judges, 
may  ruin  other  suitors  for  ages  to  come. 

"  It  may,  in  these  days  of  knowledge, 
be  objected,  that  this  is  an  instance  of  the 
defects  in  the  system  of  Chancery  prac- 
tice ;  and  this  objection  would  be  just  as 
well  founded,  as  one  made  to  the  princi- 
ples of  our  law  of  evidence  would  be,  be- 
cause an  ignorant  solicitor,  having  to 
prove  in  London  half  a  dozen  baptismal 
registers  from  Westmoreland,  put  his 
client  to  the  unnecessary  cost  of  bringing 
to  London,  for  that  purpose,  half  a  dozen 
Westmoreland  parish-clerks,  instead  of 
obtaining  the  admission  of  such  indispu- 
table facts,  or  proving  them  from  extracts 
made  by  a  single  witness. 

"  Mr  Denman,  it  seems,  discovered 
that,  in  the  course  of  more  than  a  twenty 
years'  judicial  life,  the  Lord  Chancellor 
had  given  wrong  judgments,  as  he  sup- 
posed, in  two  cases ;  it  is,  however,  not 
worth  while  to  discuss  this  subject  in  or- 
der to  expose  the  folly  and  the  fallacy  of 
his  arguments  ;  for  I  do  not  believe  any 
lawyer  can  condemn  the  Lord  High  Chan- 
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cellor  of  England,  because  be  does  not 
always  concur  in  his  judgment  with  the 
City  Common  Sergeant ;  and  it  would  be 
a  most  lamentable  thing  if  this  could  rea- 
sonably be  done ;  for  no  sensible  man, 
who  forms  his  opinion  of  the  intellects 
and  attainments  of  these  gentlemen  from 
what  has  proceeded  out  of  their  own 
mouths,  and  been  submitted  to  the  pub- 
lic in  print,  can  suppose  that,  in  point  of 
judgment,  they  possess  many  sentiments 
common  to  each  other.*  It  is  the  general 
opinion  of  the  profession,  that  the  judg- 
ments of  the  present  Lord  Chancellor 
will,  above  all  others,  in  aftertimes  be 
looked  for  by  his  successors  to  guide  their 
judicial  decisions,  and  those  judgments 
will  stand  for  ages  unshaken  and  undis- 
turbed by  the  attacks  of  puny  politicians. 
They  are  delivered  with  so  much  consi- 
deration and  caution,  that  they  will  re- 
ceive that  spontaneous  reverence,  which 
Justinian  directed  to  be  paid  to  his  Digest 
of  the  Civil  Law.f 

"  His  judgments  are,  indeed,  a  com- 
mentary on  our  laws ;  and  when  he  de- 
cides an  important  case  which  involves 
in  it  legal  principles,  he  examines  all  the 
authorities,  both  in  his  own  days  and  in 
the  old  times  before  him ;  and  these 
judgments  are  useful  to  the  student,  not 
only  as  decisions,  but  as  commentaries 
on  the  law  itself.^  When  I  turn  my  eyes 
to  the  thirty-five  bulky  and  closely-print- 
ed volumes  of  Reports  in  which  these 
judgments  are  recorded,  and  reflect,  that 
not  one  of  his  decisions  out  of  one  hun- 
dred is  reported,  I  am  astonished  by  the 


*  "  I  observe  the  attack  on  the  Court  of  Chancery  was  revived  in  the  House  of  Commons  on  Thurs- 
day, the  10th  of  July,  1822,  and  I  extract  from  "  The  Times"  a  passage  of  Mr  Denman's  speech, 
which,  though  it  does  not  relate  to  the  Court  of  Chancery,  contains  a  useful  hint  or  two  connected  with 


the  late  debates  on  its  practice  :— 

"  '  His  opinion  on  this  subject  was  at  least  impartial,  because  now  he  held,  by  the  vote  of  a  great 
public  body,  the  city  of  London,  those  advantages  which  he  would  rather  hold  from  the  public  than 
from  any  individual  ;  but  no  man  could  look  at  the  manner  in  which  his  honourable  and  learned  friends, 
the  members  for  Winchelsea  and  Lincoln,  (Mr  Brougham  and  Mr  J.  Williams,)  discharged  their  duty 
to  their  clients,  and  at  the  talent  which  they  uniformly  displayed,  without  being  filled  with  surprise  that 
they  were  not  placed  in  the  first  ranks  of  their  profession.  The  consequence  of  this  rank  being  with- 
held- from  them,  produced  not  only  great  inconvenience  upon  the  northern  circuit,  but  was  a  material 
drawback  upon  the  interests  of  the  profession;  and  he  should  suffer  HO  opportunity  to  escape  him  in 
which  tliis  subject  was  mentioned,  without  expressing  his  opinion  upon  the  injustice  which  had  prompt- 
ed their  exclusion.' 

t  "  Nostram  autem  consummationem,  qua?  a  vobis  Deoadnuente  componetur,  Digestorum  vel  Pan- 
dectarum  nomen  habere  sancimus  :  nullis  jurisperitis  in  posterum  audentibus  commentarios  illi  appli- 
care,  et  verbositate  sua  supradicti  codicis  compendium  confundere  ;  quemadmodum  in  antiquionbus 
factum  est,  cum  per  contrarias  interpretantium  sententias,  tottim  jus  pene  conturbatum  est  :  sed  suffi- 
cit  per  indices  tantummodo  et  titulorum  subtilitatem  (quae  crapariTXa  nuncupantur)  quaodam  adrnoni- 
toria  ejus  facere,  nullo  ex  interpretatione  eorum  vitio  oriundo.—  Pra'fatio  Digestorum,  §  12. 

"  I  refer  my  readers  to  the  Lord  Chancellor's  judgment  in  the  case  of  Ware  v.  Horwood,  reported 
as  Underbill  v.  Horwood,  in  10  Vesey,  R.  p.  209,  (and  again  reported  in  14  Vesey,  28,)  for  one  among 
many  hundred  instances  of  the  luminous  view  which  he  takes  in  delivering  his  judgment  in  cases  chief- 
ly depending  on  matters  of  fact.  This  was  the  case  in  which  great  blame  was  attached  to  the  Lord 
Chancellor  in  the  late  debates,,  because  he  had  omitted  to  give  another  judgment  in  1821  ;  and  it  is  the 
same  case  to  which  the  extraordinary  letter  relates,  which  erroneously  states  the  death  of  a  suitor  of  tile 
Court  of  a  broken  heart.  It  may  be  proper  to  inform  the  reader  that  this  cause,  of  Ware  v.  Horwood, 
irose  out  of  a  cause  of  Comber  v.  Comber  ;  which  was  pregnant  with  many  others,  as  appears  from  an 
order  made  in  182:',  but  to  be  found  in  the  Register's  book,  A.  1821,  p.  }55l,  and  this  last  cause  could 
not  itself  be  disposed  of  till  the  Court  had  delivered  the  judgments  in  the  minor  causes,  which  affected 
the  amount  of  the  funds  divisible  in  the  cause  of  Comber  v.  Comber.  The  Court  thought  fit,  in  one  stage 
of  its  proceedings,  on  account  of  delay,  to  place  the  conduct  of  this  cause  of  Comber  v.  Comber  in  the 
nanrt  F  a  ^solicitor  of  its  own  appointment,  and  to  displace  the  solicitor  appointed  by  the  parties 
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extent  of  his  labours  ;  and  1  cannot  turn 
to  the  parliamentary  debates  on  which  I 
am  commenting,  without  feelings  of  sur- 
prize." 

I  wish  the  author  had  adopted  some 
distinct  arrangement  in  this  able 
pamphlet.  So  far  as  I  can  follow  him, 
he  answers  the  cavils  about  delay  in 
Chancery  suits  by  saying, 

1st,  That,  of  the  causes  which  appear 
on  the  books  of  that  Court,  a  very  great 
proportion  are,  in  fact,  no  causes  at 
all — that  the  parties  have  died,  or  that 
the  solicitors,  from  some  technical  rea- 
sons, advised  them  not  to  have  the  case 
erased  from  the  list — or  that  the  affair 
has  been  simply  neglected — but  that, 
in  short,  the  Chancellor  cannot  decide 
on  nonentities. 

2dly,  That  of  the  real  causes  which 
appear  on  the  rolls  of  the  Court  of 
Chancery,  not  above  one-fifth  are  in 
general  ready  to  be  heard.  The  evi- 
dence has  not  been  taken — the  preli- 
minary steps  (over  which  the  Court 
has  no  control)  have  not  been  gone 
through.  The  fault  is  with  the  soli- 
citors, the  barristers,  or  the  clients, 
but  cannot  be  with  the  Court. 

3dly,  Whatever  delay  takes  place  in 
the  subsequent  stages,  over  which  the 
Court  has  control,  are — considering 
the  quantity  of  causes  the  Chancellor 
has  to  decide — astonishingly,  and,  in- 
deed, incredibly  small. 

The  first  and  the  third  of  these  have 
been  pretty  well  illustrated  already. 
The  following  passage  will  throw  very 
considerable  light  on  the  second — and 
on  the  third  also  : — 

"  Solicitors  frequently  leave  cases  with 
Counsel  for  opinions,  which  they  cannot 
get  answered  for  six,  or  even  twelve 
months,  after  they  are  left;  and  in  the 
Court  of  Chancery,  gentlemen  in  great 
practice  detain  papers  which  require  great 
labour  or  great  consideration  for  a  snnilar 
length  of  time.  It  would  he  invidious,  or 
1  could  name  several  instances  in  sup- 
port of  the  truth  of  this  observation. 
Common  cases  and  common  drafts  may 
l>e  obtained  from  King's  counsel  or  equi- 
ty draftsmen  with  dispatch,  but  those  pa- 
pers which  require  many  hours'  attention 
remain  for  months  untouched,  because  to 
begin  them  and  not  to  finish  would  be  de- 
struction to  the  time  of  a  gentleman  much 
employed  in  court,  and  it  is  seldom  that 
such  counsel  can  devote  a  day  or  two  ex- 
clusively to  one  subject.  This  is  an  in- 
convenience severely  felt  by  suitors  and 
solicitors ;  but  they  are  too  wise,  though 
they  greatly  lament  it,  to  take-  their  p.i- 
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pers  into  the  chambers  of  inexperienced 
men  for  the  sake  of  dispatch ;  and  they 
submit  to  this  delay,  to  reap  the  advan- 
tage of  the  superior  knowledge  to  be  de- 
rived from  the  experience  of  men  of  great 
professional  attainments,  rather  than  trust 
men  whose  chief  recommendation  might 
be  the  dispatch  with  which  they  transact 
their  business.  This  fact,  which  frequent- 
ly occurs,  proves  how  willingly  a  suitor 
submits  to  delay,  when  it  is  likely  to  pro- 
duce accurate  and  judicious  proceedings; 
and,  indeed,  this  delay,  to  which  he  volun- 
tarily submits  on  account  of  his  counsel's 
various  employments,  is  not  at  an  end 
when  he  has  got  his  papers  from  him,  but 
he  must,  in  country  causes,  submit  to 
great  delay  in  arranging  with  his  com- 
missioners, who  perhaps  cannot  attend 
for  several  months  after  they  are  applied 
to.  Whenever  men  submit  to  such  delay 
by  choice,  rather  than  incur  the  risk  of 
imperfect  or  injudicious  proceedings,  can 
it  be  expected  that  they  would  wish  for 
hasty  judgments  at  the  risk  of  their  ac- 
curacy ;  or  can  we  justly  censure  a  judge, 
because,  in  very  difficult  cases,  he  fears 
to  do  wrong,  and  takes  time  to  consider 
till  he  can  devote  as  many  hours  as  may 
be  necessary  to  a  full  and  fair  examination 
of  the  facts  before  him,  and  to  read  and 
reconcile  the  various  authorities  that  sip- 
ply  to  or  illustrate  them  ? 

"  It  is  mutter  of  regret  to  a  Judge,  that 
decisions  cannot  be  promptly  made  ;  but 
it  would  be  sinful  to  make  them  without 
due  examination,  and  without  conviction 
that,  when  made,  they  are  made  consist- 
ent with  the  law  that  the  Judge  who 
makes  them  is  sworn  to  administer.  The 
Lord  Chancellor  of  England  cannot  exer- 
cise too  much  care  and  caution  in  making 
his  decisions;  and  it  is  better  that  now 
and  then  an  individual  should  sustain 
great  inconvenience,  than  that  an  unjust 
precedent  should  become  established.  It 
is  not  the  Reports  alone  to  which  law- 
yers refer  for  authorities,  but  to  the  or- 
ders and  decrees  of  the  Court,  which, 
from  having  connected  with  them  all  the 
facts  of  the  case,  are  authorities  at  all 
times  to  be  found  in,  and  cited  from  the 
Register's  books,  and  they  are  entitled  to 
the  highest  respect.  No  equity  Judge 
can  foresee  the  mischief  that  may  arise 
from  a  bad  judgment,  to  his  own  reputa- 
tion, or  to  the  future  suitors  of  his  Court. 
It  is  better  never  to  decide,  than  to  de- 
ride rashly." 

The  more  minute  changes  made  or 
insinuated  by  these  prating  barristers, 
against  the  chief  living  ornament  of 
their  profession,  arc  all  disposed  of  by 
this  writer  in  a  most  clear  and  satis- 
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factory  style.  One  of  them  was,  that 
in  a  certain  case,  (Ware  v.  Harewood) 
the  Chancellor  had  sent  for  one  of  the 
solicitors  in  the  cause  to  his  private 
room. — And  what  then  ? 

"  The  solicitor,  on  such  occasions,  at- 
tends only  to  answer  questions,  and  pro- 
duce papers,  and  he  cannot,  by  such  an 
attendance,  in  the  slightest  degree  affect 
the  judgment  of  the  Lord  Chancellor, 
which  is  founded,  not  on  the  arguments 
adduced  to  him,  but  on  the  facts  and  law 
relating  to  the  cause.  Can  any  man  sup- 
pose the  Chancellor's  mind  is  so  imbecile 
or  so  corrupt,  as  to  be  influenced,  in  the 
slightest  degree,  by  any  verbal  communi- 
cation, either  from  counsel  or  solicitors, 
when  the  papers  in  the  cause,  and  the 
evidence,  are  before  him — to  produce 
which,  the  solicitor  is  sometimes  ordered 
to  attend  ?  If,  instead  of  taking  this 
course,  for  which  the  suitors  cannot  be 
charged  anything,  (the  attendance  being 
paid  for  by  the  fee  on  settling  minutes,) 
the  Lord  Chancellor  desired  the  parties 
to  attend  in  open  court,  the  etiquette  of  the 
profession  would  require  that  the  counsel, 
who  could  not  give  him  the  necessary  infor- 
mation, should  receive  fees,  and  the  suitors 
would  be  put  to  many  pounds  expense. 

"  These  interviews  are  had  for  no  other 
purpose,  than  to  obtain,  with  little  trou- 
ble, information  as  to  the  former  proceed- 
ings, which  the  solicitor,  being  better  ac- 
quainted with  than  any  other  officer,  can 
more  readily  refer  to  and  produce;  and 
solicitors  attend  instead  of  other  officers, 
because,  by  their  assistance,  the  Lord 
Chancellor  can  readily  satisfy  his  own 
mind  about  particular  proceedings  or  pet- 
ty facts,  and  thereby,  without  costs  to  the 
parties,  be  enabled  himself  to  pronounce 
a  proper  decree,  with  a  great  saving  of  la- 
bour and  time." 

But  the  great  story  of  all  was,  the 
case  of  Ware  and  Harewood.  Mr  Den- 
man  or  Mr  Williams  (for  the  Morning 
Chronicle  and  Times  are  at  variance 
as  to  this  mighty  question,)  had  said 
in  the  House  of  Commons  what 
amounted,  most  unintentionally  I  can- 
not doubt,  to  the  repetition  of  a  gross 
falsehood  (it  might  not  have  been  a  de- 
signed, but  certainly  it  was  a  gross  one) 
told  by  one  of  the  solicitors.  This  came 
in  a  letter  to  the  Chancellor,  viz.  that 
the  person  on  whose  benefit  the  suit  was 
originally  instituted,  had  died  two  years 
and  a  half  ago,  ere  judgment  was  pro- 
nounced, "  of  a  broken  heart,  occasion- 
ed by  the  distressed  condition  of  his 
affairs  ;"  and,  in  particular,  by  the  de- 
lay of  the  Chancellor's  judgment.  Now 
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hear  the  facts.  Nothing  can  be  more 
admirable  than  the  conduct  of  the  gen- 
tleman who  writes  the  pamphlet  on 
this  occasion. 

"  Th^s  assertion  appeared  to  my  mind 
so  improbable,  that,  being  a  man  unen- 
cumbered by  any  profession  or  employ- 
ment, I  determined  to  search  into  its 
truth;  and  I  applied  to  a  professional 
friend,  who  is  generally  and  deservedly 
esteemed  in  the  parish  where  the  infant 
died,  to  make  similar  inquiries.  The  re- 
sult of  our  inquiries  was  the  same ;  and 
we  learnt  from  the  infant's  friends,  AND 

THE  MEDICAL  GENTLEMAN  WHO  ATTEND- 
ED HIM  ON  His  DEATH-BED,  that  there 
was  not  any  reason  to  suppose  his  death 
was  occasioned  by  a  Chancery  suit,  or 
anything  connected  with  one  ;  and  I  shall 
prove  he  had  not  any  cause  to  grieve 
about  it.  Before  his  death  lie  used  often 
to  lament  that  there  could  be  no  salva- 
tion, no  grace,  for  such  a  sinner  as  him- 
self; but  he  did  not  make  any  unkind  al- 
lusion to  the  Court  of  Chancery,  or  to  the 
noble  Lord,  or  other  Judges  who  preside 
there.  1  am  in  possession,  through  the 
information  of  those  who  knew  him,  of 
the  particulars  of  the  offence  that  grieved 
him,  and  greatly  depressed  his  spirits, 
which  he  refused  to  disclose  to  his  doc- 
tor ;  but  delicacy  forbids  my  entering  in- 
to the  detail.  This  sentimental  suitor, 
represented  to  have  died  of  a  broken 
heart,  occasioned  by  a  Chancery  suit,  was 
a  labouring  gardener,  and  he  lived  with  a 
person  at  Peckham.  He  was  buried  at 
Linfield,  in  the  twenty-third  year  of  his 
age,  in  July  1816 ;  and  during  his  infancy 
there  had  been  spent  for  his  maintenance 
and  education  L.466,  which  was  paid  to 
his  uncle  Charles,  he  having  been  allow- 
ed that  sum  by  the  report  of  a  Master  in 
Chancery,  dated  the  1st  day  of  July,  1822. 
The  infant,  in  his  will,  disposes  of  what, 
"  if  anything,"  should  come  to  him  from 
the  Chancery  suit  relating  to  his  father's 
affairs ;  and  the  sum  of  L.  10,000,  inge- 
niously made  use  of  in  the  letter,  seems 
to  have  been,  as  regarded  this  infant  suit- 
or, (exclusive  of  what  was  due  to  his  un- 
cle for  maintenance,)  about  L.  134.  From 
searching  at  Doctors'  Commons,  I  find 
that  his  uncle  Charles,  who  was  adminis- 
trator to  his  father,  administered  to  this 
infant's  estate,  sworn  not.  to  exceed  L.  600 ; 
and  out  of  this  L.600,  L.466  was  due  to 
this  uncle,  which  had  been  expended  upon 
the  infant  during  his  minority,  he  never 
having  received,  or  been  in  a  situation  to 
receive,  anything  out  of  Court  in  his  life- 
time ;  and  therefore  L.  134  was  all  the 
infant's  interest  in  the  suit,  unless  we  can 
suppose  his  uncle  Charles  to  have  sworn 
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to  a  false  amount,  on  taking  out  letters 
of  administration.  I  find,  on  searching  at 
the  proper  office,  that  this  infant  was 
never  arrested,  and  I  cannot  learn  tlmt 
he  was  ever  known  to  be  in  pecuniary 
difficulties.  A  simple  fact  may  easily  con- 
found an  orator,  who  tinworthily  condescends 
to  listen  to  calumnies,  and  to  make  statements 
prejudicial  to  others,  uithout  minutely  exa- 
mining into  their  truth. 

"  And  now  I  will  ask  my  reader,  what 
is  his  opinion  of  the  credit  due  to  parlia- 
mentary motions,  and  the  members*  attention 
to  the  facts  on  which  they  are  founded,  even 
when  those  members  are  men  who  wear 
the  robes  of  English  advocates  ?  I  dare 
not  tell  him  mine — but  I  dare  ask  if  it 
be  necessary,  after  an  exposure  like  this, 
to  be  at  the  trouble  of  examining  the  truth 
and  tendency  of  the  other  statements,  as 
to  this  cause,  in  these  notable  debates, 
some  of  which  I  know  to  be  false,  and  all 
of  which,  it  seems,  proceeded  from  the  same 
office?*  The  above  statement  trium- 
phantly answers  this  sweeping  and  gene- 
ral interrogatory. 

"  Christian  charity  teaches  me  to  be- 
lieve that  this  scandalous  letter  might  be 
written  in  ignorance ;  and  to  write  so 
licart-rendirig  a  letter  to  the  first  Judge 
in  the  realm,  without  due  inquiry  into  the 
truth  of  that  melancholy  event  which  its 
contents  insinuate  and  allude  to,  was  cul- 
pable in  no  ordinary  degree ;  but  I  hope 
there  is  not  any  man  suffered  to  exercise 
tlui  profession  of  a  gentleman,  who,  if 
conusant  of  the  truth  of  the  case,  could 


condescend  to  be  the  author  of  such  a 
letter,  or  who,  if  he  had  done  so,  could 
read  this  statement  without  a  blush  ;  '  for 
he  that  blushes  not  at  his  crime,  but  adds 
shamelessness  to  his  shame,  hath  no  in- 
strument left  to  restore  him  to  the  hopes 
of  virtue.'  " 

Here  I  stop-— the  Whig  who  reads 
these  things  and  yet  blushes  not  for 
his  Brougham,  but  adds  shamelessness 
to  his  shame.  I  certainly  know  of  no 
instrument  by  which  such  a  man  can 
be  restored  to  the  hopes  of  virtue. 
Your  obedient  servant, 

P.  R. 
Edinburgh,  Aug.  ^0,  1 823. 

P.  S. — Mr  Denman  is  represented 
by  the  Times  as  having  said  in  the 
House,  that  "  he  was  much  more 
proud  of  his  own  silk  gown,  than  he 
would  have  been  of  any  silk  gown  the 
Chancellor  could  have  bestowed  on 
him."  If  a  lawyer  has  any  reason  to 
be  proud  of  a  silk  gown  at  all,  it  must 
be  on  the  score  of  its  being  the  mark 
of  his  real  eminence  in  the  law — and 
if  Mr  D.  seriously  thinks  the  Common 
Councilmen  of  London  better  judges, 
in  regard  to  such  a  matter,  than  Lord 
Eldon,  he  assuredly  has  good  reason 
to  be  a  happy  man.  I  wish  him  much 
joy  of  this  new  illustration  of  "  Laus 
est  a  laudatis  laudarL" 

P.  R. 


*  In  wh.it  is  stated  to  be  Mr  J.  William's  speech,  in  the  Times  of  the  5th  of  June,  I  find  these  words  : 
"  All  the  cases  he  should  bring  forward,  ami  all  the  documents  he  had,  were  furnished  by  one  single 
office ;"  and  the  learned  member  seems  to  have  been  peculiarly  happy  in  the  selection  of  his  office. 


LETTERS  OF   TIMOTHY  TICKLER,  ESQ.    TO    EMINENT  LITERARY  CHARACTERS, 

No.  VIII. 

TO   THE  EDITOR  OF  DLACKWOOD's  MAGAZINE. 

On  the  last  Number  of  the  Edinburgh  Review,  and  Things  in  General. 


MY  DEAR  NORTH,  I  wish  you  would 
excuse  me.  In  good  faith,  though  I 
earnestly  desire  to  do  all  I  can  for  your 
Alagazine,  yet  you  are  hunting  me  over 
hard,  when  you  ask  me  to  be  the  re- 
gular periodical  reviewer  of  the  rc- 
Tiews — the  mallet  of  the  malleters. 
There  is  something  rather  saucyish 
even  in  the  reviews  themselves  pre- 
tending to  get  through,  with  the  as- 
sistance of  half-a-dozen  hands,  all  the 
subjects  discussed  by  all  the  intellects 


of  England,  in  any  given  time.  There 
is  a  kind  of  assumption  of  universal 
knowledge,  which  is  laughable  enough 
in  any  dilletanti  paragraphists.  But 
you  wish  me  to  take  up  a  more  ardu- 
ous task — I  must  whip  the  cream  off 
the  whipt  cream.  I  myself,  I,  not  even 
sheltered  by  the  defensive  armour  of 
"  We,"  must.,  atyour  request,  set  my- 
self up  as  a  s  n't  'of  Encyclopaedia,  a 
walking,  stalking  'flil'tionary,  d?  omni 
scibili.  Six  feet  fbur  as  I  am,  this  is 
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rather  too  much  for  my  inches.  How- 
ever, I  shall  oblige  you  this  time, 
though,  among  other  causes  why  I 
should  wish  to  decline  giving  my  opi- 
nions on  the  last  Number  of  Mr  Jef- 
frey's Review,  this  is  a  fine  day,  and  I 
had  my  Joe  Manton  in  prime  order. 
Credit  me,  though  I  like  the  sport  cri- 
tical well  enough,  I  prefer  bagging  sa- 
voury muir-  fowl  to  bringing  down  such 
vulture-beaked  carrion  as  Brougham, 
or  parrots,  as  our  fat  friend,  or  torn-tits, 
like  Jeffrey  the  Great.  But  vogue  la 
galere ! — here  I  have  taken  pen  in 
hand,  and  shall  fall  foul  of  Blue  and 
Yellow. 

And  a  foul  book  it  is — somewhere 
about  the  basest  effusion  in  some  of  its 
articles  which  has  for  a  long  time  come 
from  the  fiction.  Good  heavens  !  with 
what  a  different  set  of  minds  I  am  now 
grappling  from  those  which  engaged 
my  attention  last  month  !  I  pin  not 
my  faith  on  the  Quarterly  Reviewers ; 
I  acknowledge  their  affectations,  and 
I  scruple  not  to  expose  their  booksell- 
ing humbug,  or  their  occasional  pueri- 
lities. But  making  every  deduction 
for  these  qualities  that  the  most  fas- 
tidious can  think  reasonable,  what  a 
solid  fund  of  honourable,  true,  hearty 
British  feeling,  remains  behind!  I  pass 
their  learning,  their  taste,  their  great 
information — I  speak  only  of  their  af- 
fection for  the  honour  and  glory  of 
England,  for  her  happiness  at  home, 
and  her  character  abroad.  My  heart 
swells  with  delight  when  I  hear  their 
praises  and  their  defences  of  the  glo- 
rious institutions  which  have  enabled 
us  to  lay  claim  to  Goldsmith's  compli- 
ment, which  have  given  colour  to  his 
boast,  of  our  being  lords  of  the  human 
race.  But  in  the  Northern  Review 
what  do  I  see  ?  Talent  occasionally,  I 
admit,  though,  of  late,  very  rarely  dis- 
played, and  never  of  a  high  or  manly 
order  ;  but  a  spirit  mean,  malignant, 
and  fiendish — sneers  at  all  that  is  sa- 
cred, scoffs  at  all  that  is  upright,  ruf- 
fian bowlings  against  all  that  is  estab- 
lished. A  hungry  discontent  lours  over 
every  page — the  chime  of  pinch-gutted 
poverty  rings  in  your  ears  in  every  sen- 
tence. Nothing  is  right,  because  the 
scribes  and  patrons  of  the  declining 
pamphlet  have  not  the  management  of 
concerns.  The  pjaj#/truth  is,  that  the 
country  has  fought  ,>ihe  good  fight, 
trampled  the  denicfti  of.  Jacobinism  to 
the  ground,  and  extinguished  the  hopes 
of  anarchy  and  murder — and  this  con- 
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trary  to  the  wishes,  and  in  opposition 
to  the  croaking  prophecies,  of  Whig- 
gery.  Still  more,  it  has  weathered 
through  the  difficulties  unavoidably  in- 
cidental to  the  gigantic  contest  in  which 
we  were  engaged,  and  prosperity,  in  the 
shape  of  diminished  taxation,  surplus 
revenues,  cheap  provisions,  increasing 
commerce,  diffused  comforts  and  lux- 
uries, and,  to  crown  all,  a  contented 
populace,  gladdens  our  eyes  on  every 
hand.  This,  too,  rankles  in  the  hearts 
of  the  Whigs.  They  prophesied  misery 
— so  far  did  they  resemble  Cassandra — 
but,  unlike  the  prophetess,  the  misery 
they  called  for  has  not  come.  Hence  the 
national  exultation  is  their  sorrow  ; — 
they  are  in  mourning  when  we  are  in 
joy.  Long  may  they  so  continue  !  It 
is  no  wonder,  therefore,  if  everything 
they  write  is  tinged  and  tainted  with 
this  unhappy  feeling ;  it  is  no  wonder 
that  they  loathe  the  soldier  who  won 
his  country's  victories,  the  sailor  who 
brushed  her  enemies  from  the  deep, 
and  the  statesmen  who  directed  her 
energies  during  danger  and  difficulty  ; 
it  is  no  wonder  that,  in  the  writhings 
of  their  woe,  they  curse  the  very  sun 
for  ripening  our  harvests,  and  the  winds 
of  heaven  for  wafting  riches  to  our 
shores.  Whig  feeling  at  present  ap- 
pears to  be  something  similar  to  that 
which  dictated  the  wish  of  a  wretched 
Radical  fleeing  to  America,  some  poor 
creature,  embittered  by  the  demoniac 
writings  of  those  whom  Mr  Hume 
calls  in  Parliament  the  most  moral  men 
in  the  empire — "  May  every  curse," 
said  the  unhappy  man,  as  he  stood 
upon  the  deck,  to  take  a  last  view  of 
the  white  cliffs  of  the  country  of  his 
birth — "  may  every  curse  which  all 
the  sects  of  England  can  devise,  with 
their  utmost  ingenuity,  fall  in  tenfold 
bitterness  on  the  accursed  land  which 
I  am  leaving  !"  There  is  not  a  Whig 
in  the  Island  who  'is  not  ready  to  re- 
spond, Amen ! 

Were  I  disposed  to  jest,  I  should 
attribute  this  uncomfortable  sensation 
to  the  empty  state  of  the  stomach,  the 
grumbling  of  the  lower  guts,  for  the 
unfortunate  devils  have  been  long 
hankering  in  vain  after  the  flesh-pots 
of  Egypt.  But  it  is  in  truth  no  jest- 
ing matter.  What  Doctor  Johnson,  in 
his  beautiful  tribute  to  the  memory  of 
Gilbert  Walmesly,  so  truly  and  ex- 
pressively called  "  the  virulence  and 
malevolence  of  the  Whig  party,"  ap- 
pears to  me  to  have  become  more  rabid 
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and  acrimonious  of  late — happily,  I 
may  add,  however,  more  powerless — 
but  yet  there  is  many  a  Catiline  among 
them ,  who  deserves  the  close  and  ear- 
nest attention  of  those  who  are  ringed 
and  banded  in  defence  of  the  constitu- 
tion of  the  country  .J-But  I  am  keep- 
ing too  long  away  from  the  considera- 
tion of  this  individual  Number  of  the 
Edinburgh,  while  I  am  dilating  on 
the  general  tendency  of  all  its  Num- 
bers. 

We  have  then,  to  set  out  with, 
a  paper  four-and-thirty  pages  thick, 
lamenting  over  the  decisions  of  the 
Lord  Chancellor  in  cases  of  infamous 
books  when  pirated.  On  this  my  opi- 
nion has  been  long  made  up,  and  it  was 
fully  expressed  in  your  Magazine,  in 
reply  to  a  something  similar  article  in 
the  Quarterly  of  last  year.  This  of 
the  Edinburgh  is  not  so  canting  as 
that  in  its  rival  Review,  but  just  as 
shallow  and  sophistical,  when  looked 
at  with  the  eye  of  common  sense.  The 
two  Reviewers  had  in  fact  different 
cards  to  play.  He  of  the  South  want- 
ed to  sell  Murray's  bad  books — the 
Northern  had  only  for  his  object  to 
abuse  the  Lord  Chancellor.  This  ar- 
ticle is  written  with  all  the  hard  ham- 
mering technicality  of  a  hired  pleader, 
and  encumbered  with  all  the  pedantic 
sweeping  of  the  lower  courts.  It  is 
also  most  scientific  in  its  distribution, 
helping  you  to  firstly,  secondly,  third- 
ly, lastly,  and  to  conclude,  in  every 
second  page.  I  pass  by  the  historical 
rubbish,  which  serves  as  balaam  for 
the  introduction,  and  which  any  soli- 
citor's boy  might  have  furnished  at 
sixpence  a  page  of  brief  paper,  and 
shall  say  a  few  words  on  the  real 
merits  of  the  question,  which  may  be 
discussed  pro  and  con  in  almost  as 
many  sentences  as  this  relentless 
scribbler  has  wasted  pages.  Let  us 
look  at  the  affair  as  it  practically 
stands.  A  bookseller  publishes  an  im- 
proper work,  which  is  immediately  pi- 
rated by  some  unprincipled  fellow,  for 
I  certainly  shall  not  say  anything  in 
favour  of  the  morality  of  the  Benbow 
and  Dugdale  school.  On  this  he  applies 
to  the  Chancellor,  to  interfere  to  pro- 
tect his  property  by  injunction,  and  the 
Chancellor  refuses,  on  the  ground  that 
no  man  can  have  property  in  a  nuisance. 
"'  Shew  me,"  says  my  Lord  Eldon, 
"  that  your  book  is  entitled  to  my 
protection,  and  it  shall  have  it.  / 
think  that  it  is  not  so  entitled,  and, 


until  my  doubt  is  removed  by  compe- 
tent authority,  I  shall  not  interfere  in 
the  matter."  I  would  be  glad  to  know 
if  this  be  not  common  sense.  But  it 
is  urged,  that  he  is  doing  that  which 
he  ought  to  prevent — that  he  is  spread- 
ing the  sale  of  injurious  works — that 
he  is  allowing  a  rogue  to  plead  on  his 
own  wrong,  &c.  &c.  Now  this  is 
sheer,  rascally  cant,  and  nothing  else 
— partly  the  low  cant  of  low  law, 
shirking  and  shifting  on  technical 
quibbles,  and  partly  the  cant  of  weak 
morality — both  equally  contemptible. 
The  Chancellor  is  no  criminal  judge. 
With  the  punishment  of  such  books 
he  has  nothing  to  do ;  other  officers 
have  to  look  to  that ;  and  his  plain 
and  clear  line  of  duty  points  out  to 
him,  that  he  must  not  protect  works 
unworthy  of  protection.  But  here  the 
ingenious  special  pleading  hack  of  the 
original  publisher  of  the  filth  comes 
in  with  an  argument,  which  I  should 
suppose  is  deemed  quite  unanswerable, 
for  it  is  urged  at  least  fifty  times  in 
this  article. — "Why  are  not  the  books 
provnd  to  be  bad  by  the  competent  au- 
thorities ?  or,  until  so  proved,  presu- 
med to  be  innocent  ?"  On  the  conduct 
of  the  competent  authorities,  I  shall 
speak  by  and  by — but  here,  I  must 
say,  that  this,  on  the  part  of  the  pub- 
lisher, is  the  most  impudent  of  argu- 
ments. Here  is  a  question  of  proper- 
ty,— Mr  A  has  invaded  what  belongs 
to  Mr  B,  and  the  law  has  pointed  out 
to  Mr  A  what  is  his  remedy.  An  ac- 
tion is  open  to  him,  by  which  he  can 
deprive  the  pirate  of  the  books  he  has 
printed.  The  reviewer  has  quoted  the 
very  act,  authorizing  the  proceeding, 
in  p.  282.  From  motives  of  conveni- 
ence, however,  he  prefers  claiming  the 
assistance  of  Chancery ;  he  must,  there- 
fore, submit  to  have  the  nature  of  his 
property  decided  by  the  single  breast 
of  the  Chancery  judge.  That  breast 
may  be  in  error — it  is  the  common  lot 
of  humanity,  (though  in  the  cases  com- 
plained of  there  has  been  no  error,)  but 
there  exists  a  method  by  which  the 
complainant  may  appear  with  a  direct 
certainty  of  removing  any  doubt  which 
may  arise  in  the  Chancellor's  mind — 
I  allude  to  the  very  simple  plan  of 
coming  into  his  court  fortified  by  the 
much  panegyrized  verdict  of  a  jury  in 
his  favour.  He  omits  to  do  this,  and  the 
very  omission  brings  him  forward  in  a 
suspicious  character.  Let  Mr  Murray 
prosecute  Mr  Benbow,  get  his  penny 
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a-sheet  damages,  confiscate  the  pirated 
copies,  and  then,  when  he  has  obtained 
common-law  revenge  against  his  bro- 
ther bookseller,  when  the  ordinary  ju- 
risdiction has  pronounced  him  possess- 
ed of  defensible  property,  come  into 
the  court  of  final  appeal  to  demand  its 
extraordinary  protection  against  all  pi- 
rates whatever.  But  Mr  Murray  well 
knows,  that  no  twelve  men,  on  their 
oaths,  would  declare  Don  Juan  any- 
thing but  a  nuisance,  and  therefore 
very  wisely  keeps  away  from  their  de- 
cision. It  is  found  much  easier  to  get 
hack-fellows  about  Albemarle  Street 
to  sully  the  Quarterly  with  stuff  abu- 
sing the  Chancellor,  which,  out  of  ha- 
tred to  Lord  Eklon,  is  echoed  by 
Brougham  from  the  Mount  of  Procla- 
mation. 

In  truth,  the  whole  article  is  evident- 
ly enough  the  product  of  the  same  feel- 
ings which  have  of  late  inspired  that 
gentleman,  arid  some  other  barristers 
of  inferior  ability,  to  so  many  exer- 
tions of  a  similar  tendency.  The  Chan- 
cellor is,  without  doubt,  the  greatest 
lawyer  now  in  the  world — he  is,  even 
the  Whigs  admit,  as  upright  a  judge 
as  ever  adorned  the  Bench  of  England 
— he  is  a  Tory — he  is  a  member  of  a 
Tory  Administration — he  stands,  both 
in  his  judicial  and  in  his  ministerial 
capacity,  as  high  as  any  man  can  do  : 
What  wonder,  then,  that  his  name 
should  be  gall,  and  his  glory  worm- 
wood, to  the  Whigs?  They  look  at 
Lord  Erskine,  and  they — yes,  even 
they — blush.  They  cannot  away  with 
this  unapproached  and  unquestioned 
eminence.  They  cannot  endure  the 
spectacle  of  this  Tory  greatness,  and 
they  abuse  the  man  !  It  is  all  as  it 
should  be. 

The  Morning  Chronicle  openly  and 
boldly  attacks  the  Chancellor  for  not 
giving  Mr  Henry  Brougham  a  silk- 
gown.  This  topic  is  not  touched  upon 
in  the  Edinburgh  Review  ;  but  the 
Edinburgh  Review,  immediately  after 
the  appearance  of  the  series  of  papers 
upon  this  topic,  puffs  the  Morning 
Chronicle  as  the  most  "  liberal  and 
decorous"  of  journals  ;  and  inserts  an 
article,  the  object  of  which  is  to  con- 
vince the  world,  that  the  Chancellor 
is  profoundly  ignorant  of  the  first 


principles  of  the  law  of  England,  be- 
cause he  will  not  protect  the  property 
of  lewd,  irreligious,  blasphemous  li- 
bels— because,  in  their  own  words,  he 
does  that  the  effect  of  which  is  to  suf- 
fer "  a  Hone,  or  a  Beribow,  to  be  ar- 
rayed in  the  spoils  of  a  Moore  and  a 
Byron  !" 

Not  being  an  English  lawyer,  I  do 
not  mean  to  enter  the  lists  with  Mi- 
Brougham  as  to  the  technicalities  of 
his  trade.  But  I  shall  just  mention 
in  a  single  sentence,  why  I  conceive 
the  whole  of  the  argument  in  this  writ- 
ten pleading  of  his  to  be  founded  on 
a  palpable  fallacy.  The  argument, 
the  only  thing  that  can  aspire  to  the 
name  of  an  argument,  is — that  injunc- 
tions are  granted,  in  cases  of  patents, 
before  the  property  of  the  patent  is 
ascertained  in  a  court  of  law ;  and 
that,  therefore,  injunctions  should  at 
once  be  granted  in  the  case  of  books, 
leaving  the  question  of  property,  or 
not  property,  to  be  subsequently  dis- 
cussed in  a  court  of  law,  and  settled 
by  the  voice  of  a  jury.  Now,  I  just 
ask,  is  this  the  course  that  has  been 
adopted,  or  that  would  be  adopted,  in 
regard  to  a  patent  poison  ?  If  so,  then 
Lord  Eldon  is  wrong ;  if  not  so,  he  is 
right;  and  Lawyer  Brougham's  thirty 
pages  have  been  dearly  paid  for, if  he 
got  ten  guineas  a-sheet  for  them. 

As  for  the  other  attempt  at  an  ar- 
gument, viz. — "  Chancellors,  in  for- 
mer days,  protected  by  their  injunc- 
tions the  property  of  Pope's  Dunciad, 
Swift's  Miscellanies,*  &c.  &c. ;  there- 
fore the  present  Chancellor  should  also 
protect  the  property  of  Cain,  and  Don 
Juan,  and  Tommy  Little :" — As  for 
this,  I  confess,  I  make  very  little  of  it. 
Were  former  Chancellors  in  the  habit 
of  granting  injunctions  to  protect  hooks, 
the  libellous  tendency  of  which  was 
known  to,  or  laid  before  them  ?  This 
is  the  real  and  the  only  question. 

"  Is  it  not  intolerable,  however," 
say  the  Anti-Cancellarii,  <e  that  you 
should  suffer  works,  which  you  your- 
selves declaim  against  as  infamous,  to 
be  circulated  with  the  most  unre- 
strained freedom  ?"  This,  I  own,  is 
the  practical  question  ;  but  the  Chan- 
cellor has  nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
it.  Here  his  Majesty's  Attorney- Ge- 


*  By  the  way,  the  reader  will  he  amused  with  finding  the  assertion,  that  the  Dun- 
ciad was  "  one  series  of  libels,"  in  the  same  number  with  all  these  fine  diatribes 
about  the  novel  origin  of  libelling.  But  let  that  pass. 
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neral  steps  in,  and  we  must  ask  him 
to  justify  his  conduct,  as  he  can  most 
easily  do.  How  rejoiced  would  be  the 
Whigs,  if  they  could  clamour  him  into 
commencing  a  crusade  against  the 
press !  Wisely,  most  wisely,  does  he 
keep  from  it,  being  taught  by  the  re- 
sult of  the  cases  against  Hone,  that 
an  appearance  of  persecution  suffices 
to  sell  trash  the  most  stupid,  blasphe- 
mous, and  ill-intended,  and  to  supply 
the  ever-watchful  enemies  of  minis- 
ters with  sounding  common-places  in 
defence  of  the  liberty  of  the  press, 
which,  after  all,  these  noisy  declaim- 
ers  tremble  before  and  detest.  I  am 
rejoiced  at  this  determination  of  our 
rulers.  Never,  never  was  I  afraid  of 
our  being  able  to  defeat  the  foes  of 
religion  and  order  at  their  own  wea- 
pons— of  being  fully  powerful  enough 
to  put  them  down  by  the  pen ;  and 
accordingly  /  never  shall  call  for  the 
arm  of  power  to  aid  us.  As  I  have  of- 
ten said  before,  give  us  a  clear  stage— - 
let  us  expose  the  fallacy  of  the  argu- 
ments, the  villainy  of  the  writers,  the 
stupidity  of  the  compositions,  the  pro- 
fligacy of  the  lives  of  the  liberates,  and 
I  warrant,  that  no  man  worth  retain- 
ing will  fail  to  be  shocked  by  the  hi- 
deousness  of  the  picture,  or  will  hesi- 
tate to  depart  from  their  banners.  See 
what  we  ourselves  have  done  for  the 
Cockneys — see  what,  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  Lord  Byron  is  doing  for  himself, 
and  pluck  up  your  heart,  comforting 
it  with  the  assurance,  that  merry  old 
England  is  not  yet  destined  to  be 
yielded  to  the  dominion  of  the  devil. 

The  real  effect  of  the  Chancellor's 
decrees,  is,  as  this  Reviewer  well 
knows,  to  keep  out  of  the  market  books 
of  clever  wickedness.  Most  truly  does 
he  say,  (p.  305,)  "  Fame  is  good  as 
garnish,  but  something  more  is  re- 
quired." Sorry  should  I  be  indeed  to 
think  that  money  is  the  sole  stimu- 
lant of  genius,  or  to  imagine  for  a  mo- 
ment that  Paradise  Lost,  or  Hamlet, 
ay,  or  Childe  Harold,  was  called  into 
being  by  any  such  paltry  considera- 
tion. But  I  do  think,  that,  when  a 
man's  mind  becomes  so  debauched  as 
to  compose,  in  cold  blood,  corrupting 
and  unmanly  works,  gain  is  a  greater 
stimulant  than  any  wretched  fauie 
which  they  may  confer  ;  and  that  the 
example  of  a  highly  paid  and  success- 
ful profligate  of  genius  must  operate 
as  an  encouragement  on  the  mercenary 
crew,  who  are  always  ready  to  enlist 


their  pens  in  any  cause  at  the  com- 
mand of  the  highest  bidder.     Now, 
sir,  when  wealthy  booksellers  are  fright- 
ened away,  by  the  certainty  that  such 
property  is  incapable  of  being  protect- 
ed, this  ungodly  source  of  traffic  is  cut 
off.    Murray  gave  L.1000  for  the  first 
two  cantos  of  Don  Juan — if  Hunt  gave 
L.100  for  the  three  last,  it  is  as  much 
as  he  could  have  afforded.     This  is  of 
itself  a  consummation  devoutly  to  be 
wished.     Let  us  not  be  afraid,  that 
the  little  possible  extra  damage  done 
to  public  morals  by  the  increased  dif- 
fusion of  the  one,  two,  or  three  pirated 
works,  will  counterbalance  the  good 
done  by  the  establishment  of  the  great 
principle.    Besides,  I  doubt  the"  fact 
of  the  great  increase  of  the   diffu- 
sion.    Two  and  two  in  trade  as  often 
make  one  as  they  make  four.    In  the 
hands  of  a  rich,  powerful,  and  fashion- 
able bookseller,  five  or  six  editions 
would  be  put  off  among  the  trade  or 
the  gentry,  by  his  exertions  and  those 
of  his  friends ;  while  the  pirate,  who 
prints  but  for  the  canaille,  depends 
only  on  the  first  burst  of  feverish  cu- 
riosity, which  is  soon  cooled,  when  the 
rabble  find  that  the  books  pirated  are 
not  destined  for  their  palates.     Such 
has  been  notoriously  the  case  with  the 
Don ;  but,  at  all  events,   the  cry  in 
behalf  of  public  morals  comes  admira- 
bly from  the  publishers  of  books  to 
which  they  are  ashamed  to  put  their 
names,  and  from  writers  in  the  Edin- 
burgh Review.     Of  one  thing  I  can 
venture  to  assure  these  persons,  that 
the  way  in  which  these  works  come 
before  the  public  neutralizes  them  very 
much.     They  are  graced  neither  by 
the  persecution  of  the  great,  or  the  puf- 
fery of  the  cultivated.    Nay,  the  very 
apathy  and  indifference  of  the  head  of 
the  ministry  deprives  them  of  much 
factitious   piquancy.     The  cool  con- 
tempt with  which  Lord  Eldon  per- 
mits the  circulation  of  poems  libelling 
his  government,  and  decrying  the  sys- 
tem of  which  he  is  one  of  the  most 
able  supports,  communicates  itself  in- 
sensibly to  their  readers,   and  they, 
who  would  have  looked  on  them  as 
most  decisive  knockdown  blows  to  his 
authority,  if  he  had  let  loose  the  At- 
torney-General against  them,  now  con- 
sider them  as  mere  bagatelles,  which 
ministers  are  very  right  in  not  mind- 
ing. 

Has  anyone  ventured  to  say  a  word  in 
favour  of  the  individual  book  clamour- 
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eel  about?  Not  one.  Peter  Pindar 
was  a  very  funny  blackguard,  but  still 
a  very  great  blackguard.  Southey's 
Wat  Tyler  was  cushioned  by  himself, 
and  only  brought  to  light  by  most  un- 
grateful scoundrelism.  Don  Juan  was 
owned  neither  by  author  nor  publisher. 
Lawrence,  trembling  and  liverstruck, 
recalled  his  filthy  physiology,  and 
made  a  craven  amende  for  having  in- 
cautiously authorised  its  publication. 
Are  these  cases  on  which  we  are  to 
impugn  the  conduct  of  a  great  consti- 
tutional judge  ?  I  doubt  it.  In  a 
word,  his  conduct  has  kept  a  Jlood  of 
improper  books  from  the  market,  ivith- 
out  recurring  to  the  unpopular  method 
of  prosecution,  and  has  neutralized  the 
power  of  those  which  have  already  crept 
in.  Until  this  fact  is  overthrown,  let 
them  rail  at  the  Lord  Chancellor  with 
impotent  fury.  His  character  I  shall 
not  stoop  to  defend  from  such  folks 
as  Brougham  or  Denmau ;  but,  Mr 
Editor,  you  ought  to  give  us  a  separate 
paper  on  him,  whom  I  shall  ever  con- 
sider, when  regarded  in  all  points  of 
view,  as  the  GREATEST  OF  OUR  CHAN- 
CELLORS.* Excelled  he  may  be  by 
some  of  his  predecessors  in  different 
detached  accomplishments ;  but,  view- 
ing him  in  all  particulars,  I  hesitate 
not  to  repeat  my  assertion. 

There  is  an  isolated  passage  in 
this  Review,  on  which  I  must  be  per- 
mitted to  say  a  single  word.  Mr 
Brougham,  in  the  course  of  ridiculing 
the  selection  of  a  Lord  Chancellor  to 
decide  questions  of  a  literary  nature, 
and  enforcing  the  propriety  of  sending 
all  such  delicate  questions  to  a  jury, 
has  these  words  : — 

"  Look  at  the  opinions  now  received 
and  consecrated,  as  among  the  greatest 
"blessings  which  natural  reason  has  given 
to  mankind;  see  their  original  fathers 
and  assertors  remunerated  by  the  prison 
and  the  block ;  ask  whether  their  names 
could  have  been  handed  down  to  us,  for 
our  shame  almost  as  much  as  our  glory, 
had  a  free  and  unbiassed  jury  passed  between 
them  and  their  country,  or  rather  them  and 
the  human  race.  Conceive  a  jury  bringing 
in  a  verdict  of  guilty  against  Galileo ;  though 
we  dare  say  he  was  a  very  sincere  and  honest 
Cardinal,  who  sent  to  gaol,  and  bread  and 
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water,  at  the  age  of  70,  the  man  who  taught 
Italy  to  think,  because  he  suspected  the  earth 
went  round  the  sun,  and  tfiat  it  had  not  four 
corners.  What  would  have  been  Sir  Thomas 
Mores  Index  Expurgatorius,  or  that  of  the 
ecclesiastical  Chancellors  of  former  times  ? 
IVe  knou>  as  respectable  houses  as  any  in  the 
•kingdom,  where  Shakespeare  was  (and  most 
jrrobably,  notwithstanding  the  Family  Edi- 
tion, still  is)  a  prohibited  book." 

Now  really,  if  Mr  Brougham  is  se- 
rious here,  he  must  be  declining  in 
understanding.  Does  not  Mr  Brougham 
know,  that,  within  these  hundred 
years,  certain  people,  called  wizards 
and  ivitches,  were  every  day  tried  and 
convicted  to  the  death  by  free  and 
unbiassed  juries,  all  over  England  and 
and  Scotland  ?  Does  he  venture  to 
doubt,  that  the  judges  were  convinced 
of  the  absurdity  of  the  verdicts  in 
these  cases  long  before  the  juries? 
Not  he.  Neither  does  he  doubt,  I 
am  sure  he  has  too  much  sense  to 
doubt,  that  a  free  and  unbiassed  jury 
of  worthy  Italian  farmers  and  crafts- 
men of  the  fifteenth  or  sixteenth  cen- 
tury, would  have  regarded  Galileo  with 
at  least  as  much  horror  as  the  Cardi- 
nal. He  does  not  seriously  doubt  that 
Sir  Thomas  More's  criticism  was  ra- 
ther more  likely  to  be  liberal  than 
that  of  any  twelve  free  and  unbiassed 
cheesemongers  of  Portsoken  tempore 
Henrici  Octavi — and  if  he  knows  any- 
thing of  Scotland,  he  must  know,  that, 
at  this  very  day,  it  weuld  be  no  diffi- 
cult matter  to  convince  many  a  good' 
free  and  unbiassed  Presbyterian  jury 
of  ruling  elders  to  inflict  the  utmost 
penalties  the  law  might  put  in  their 
hands  upon  the  author  of  the  first 
scene  in  Othello.  In  short,  I  cannot 
bring  myself  to  argue. seriously  upon 
such  a  subject  with  a  person  of  Mr 
Brougham's  accomplishments.  He 
cannot  be  sincere  when  he  says,  that  a 
knot  of  London  tradesmen  would  be 
fitter  than  Lord  Eldon  to  determine 
questions  of  this  kind.  A  jury,  if  it 
be  what  it  pretends  to  be,  is  chosen 
from  the  people ;  and  to  say  that  the 
people  are  not,  more  than  the  first 
men  and  greatest  geniuses  in  the  land, 
subject  to  the  influence  of  silly  preju- 
dice as  to  such  matters  as  books — this 


*  Long  may  it  be  before  we  write  the  article  which  Tickler  calls  for !  As  long  as 
his  lordship  is  in  power,  we  shall  refrain  from  expressing  all  our  feelings  towards  him. 
When  he  retires,  and  the  voice  of  truth  cannot  be  mistaken  for  the  lispings  of  adula- 
tion, we  shall  comply  with  Timothy's  request.— C.  N. 
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is  really  a  proposition  which  I  cer- 
tainly do  not  imagine  it  possible  for 
any  man,  in  Scotland  at  least,  to  hold 

up  his  face  to. 

There  is  an  immensity  of  miscella- 
neous skirmishing  in  tbjpfrticle,  hard- 
ly worth  attention  ;***ut  I  shall,  to 
wind  up  the  affair  nobly,  extract  one 
admirable  light  or  shadow  (call  it  as 
you  please)  of  Whiggery. 

"  The  court  and  the  pirate  play  into 
each  other's  hands.  Now,  suppose  the 
government,  of  which  the  Lord  Chancel- 
lor is  a  member,  were  wicked  or  vindic- 
tive enough  to  seek  the  ruin  of  an  author, 
to  insult  his  feelings,  and  stain  his  repu- 
tation, a  pirate  need  only  be  set  to  work, 
and  the  equitable  waste  is  completed.  A 
door  is  at  once  opened  to  all  the  abuses 
and  collusions  for  the  basest  of  private 
purposes." 

The  man  who  wrote  this  must  be 
"  in  ruffian  Whiggery  thrice  dyed ;" 
so  base  a  notion  never  could  find- place 
in  a  Tory  bosom.  But  this  employ- 
ment of  government  power  is  quite 
consistent  with  the  practice  of  those 
who,  in  1806,  put  a  Chief  Justice  in- 
to the  Cabinet,  there  to  decide  on  state 
prosecutions,  which  he  was  afterwards 
to  try  as  judge : — and  who  made  the 
Auditor  of  the  Exchequer  First  Lord 
of  the  Treasury, — thus  to  be  a  check 
upon  his  own  accounts.  No  wonder 
that  any  corruption  of  justice  should 
occur  to  such  minds  as  a  regular  and 
ordinary  engine  of  state  policy. 

It  must  have  gratified  Mr  Brougham 
very  much  to  see  that  all  this  laboured 
article  went  for  nothing,  when,  within 
ten  days  of  its  appearance,  the  case  of 
Dugdale  against  Byron  came  to  be 
heard  and  determined.  It  must  have 
gratified  him  particularly  to  observe 
that  even  Lord  Byron's  counsel  did  not 
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venture  to  borrow  a  single  argument 
from  this  grand  Essay,  which  had  all 
the  look  of  being  got  up  on  purpose  for 
this  very  occasion. 

The  article  on  Sir  William  Gell  is 
amusing  to  me.  It  amuses  me  very 
richly  to  see  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers 
maintaining  the  cause  of  the  Greeks 
solely  or  chiefly  on  the  ground  of  our 
common  Christianity.  This  amuses 
me,  and  must  amuse  everybody.  Just 
imagine  the  appearance  of  such  an  ar- 
gument ten  years  ago  within  the  blue 
and  yellow  covers  !  Such  wonders,  O 
Christopher,  has  your  hand  accom- 
plished.— As  for  the  Greeks,  I  confess 
that  I  am  for  them  at  least  as  warmly 
as  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers  can  be. 
As  for  this  article,  all  I  shall  say  more 
of  it,  is,  that  its  imbecility  and  puerile 
tone  have  a  tendency  to  make  one 
think  with  rather  less  shame  of  the 
abortion  on  the  same  subject  in  the 
last  Quarterly ;  which  last,  by  the 
way,  is  now  generally  understood  to 
have  been  a  contribution  of  Lord  Er- 
skine  ! — Lord  Erskine  contributing  to 
the  Quarterly !  This,  indeed,  may 
make  quiet  people  stare  ! 

The  article  on  Mr  Rae  Wilson's 
travels,  is  one  the  writer  of  which 
evidently  works  in  a  muzzle.  The 
book  is  truly  an  absurd  one,  and  he 
need  not  have  feared  to  take  his  laugh 
out  heartily.  Mr  Wilson,  however, 
is  a  most  benevolent  and  philanthropic 
person ;  and  I  am  well  pleased  that 
circumstances  have  conspired  to  spare 
his  bacon. 

Of  Leonard  Horner'slongand  would- 
be- witty  production  on  Geology,  I  beg 
leave  to  make  no  mention.  I  dare  say 
Mr  Bout  is  as  great  a  charlatan  as  the 
Review  says  ;  but  as  to  M.  NKCKER  DE 
SAUSSURE,  I  must  just  hint  my  sus- 


*  We  beg  leave  to  supply  a  characteristic  trait  of  Brougham.  Scholar  and  beg- 
gar, he  tells  us,  (page  305,)  after  Adam  Smith,  are  synonymous.  However  that  might 
have  been  in  the  days  of  the  great  economist,  it  will  hardly  hold  true  now.  To  say 
nothing  of  ourselves,  or  the  Great  Unknown,  or  Sir  Humphrey  Davy,  or  some  dozen 
others,  who  are  coining  money,  why  did  not  B.  look  at  the  very  names  at  the  head 
of  his  article  ?  Dr  Walcot,  or  Dr  Southey,  or  Dr  Lawrence,  or  Dr  Byron,  (we  beg 
pardon,  Lord  Byron)  cannot  come  under  any  of  the  mendicity  regulations.  Sir  R. 
Wilson,  to  be  sure,  is  an  author,  but  it  was  not  his  writings  that  have  brought  him 
to  the  state  you  see 

"  The  Childe  of  Vigo  and  of  beggary." 

But  the  Queen's  leading  counsel  reverted  to  his  own  writings,  and,  perfectly  con- 
scious that,  if  he  had  stuck  to  composing  such  valuable  concerns  as  Essays  on  Co- 
lonial Policy — Brougham's  magnum  opus — he  would  have  had  abundant  claim  to  the 
title  of  beggar,  whatever  right  he  might  or  might  not  have  had  to  that  of  scholar. — 
C.  N. 


Letters  of  Timothy  Tickler,  Esq.     No.  VIII. 


picion,  that  he  might  have  fared  very 
differently,  had  his  book  not  contained 
offences  more  serious  in  the  eyes  of 
his  reviewers,  than  any  mere  geologi- 
cal blunders.  M.  Necker's  book  is  far 
from  being  a  mere  geological  affair. 
He  describes  the  scenery,  the  man- 
ners, the  society,  and,  above  all,  the 
literary  society  of  Scotland.  He  was 
here  and  wrote  his  book  at  the  time 
when  the  "  Jeffrisii,  Brogami,  et  alii 
Librariorum  vernae,"  were  in  their  ze- 
nith of  glory  ;  and,  wonderful  to  say, 
he  never  mentions  one  of  the  whole 
set.  Could  they  have  been  hurt  by 
this  omission,  which,  considering  M. 
Necker's  copious  notices  of  certain 
Tory  authors,  is  certainly  rather  a  re- 
markable feature  in  the  book  ? 

I  come  now  to  what  you  have  pro- 
bably been  looking  for.  It  would  be 
consummate  affectation  in  me  to  deny 
that  my  sensations  in  reading  the  arti- 
cle, "  on  the  Periodical  Press,"  were, 
on  the  whole,  of  a  most  pleasurable  cha- 
racter. I  shall  not  indeed  deny,  that 
once  or  twice  in  the  course  of  the  pe- 
rusal, I  felt  a  certain  decree  of  pain. 
It  was  impossible  it  should  be  other- 
wise, considering  that  I  once  had  a  very 
considerable  esteem  for  Mr  Jeffrey — I 
don't  mean  to  say  any  very  consider- 
able admiration  for  his  literary  talents 
— that  I  don't  pretend  to  say — but  a 
considerable  esteem  for  his  Editorial 
tact.  I  say  it  would  have  been  very 
odd,  if  any  man  who  had  ever  consi- 
dered this  Editor  as  entitled  to  respect 
of  any  kind,  or  on  any  score,  could  have 
read  that  article  without  something  of 
occasional  pain.  I  admit  that  this  was 
my  case.  I  did  feel  pain  now  and  then 
from  the  sight  of  such  sore  degradation 
in  a  person  for  whom  I  once  entertain- 
ed something  like  respect  and  esteem  ; 
or,  if  these  be  too  strong  and  high 
terms,  at  least  let  me  say,  something 
like  a  degree  of  kindliness  and  affec- 
tion. I  always  considered  Mr  Jeffrey  as 
a  man  of  sharp  but  very  limited  faculties. 
I  always  laughed  at  the  notion  of  his 
being  a  critic,  either  in  politics  or  in  li- 
terature; but  I  thought  him,  (I  shall 
frankly  confess  the  truth,)  a  capital 
Editor,  as  Editors  go — I  thought  there 
was  something  like  a  proper  feeling  as 
to  some  things,  which  I  need  not  par- 
ticularize here,  mixed  up  with  all  his 
vanity,  folly,  and  blindness ;  and  as 
one  may  have  a  love  for  one's  spaniel 
in  spite  of  his  impudence,  so  I  had  an 
affection  for  Mr  Jeffrey.  I  thought 
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him,  after  all,  an  honest  sort  of  little 
fellow — I  gave  him  credit  for  being  as 
fair  in  his  way  as  the  different  circum- 
stances of  his  natural  turn  of  mind  and 
temper,  his  limited  and  imperfect  edu- 
cation, and  his  unfortunate  situation 
in  regard  to  company  and  occupations, 
could  well  permit. — This  was  my  feel- 
ing in  regard  to  Mr  Jeffrey  as  Editor 
of  the  Edinburgh  Review — for,  of 
course,  I  am  not  sgeaking,  nor  about 
to  speak,  of  him  in  any  other  capacity. 
Such,  I  say,  were  my  notions  of  him 
qua  Editor  of  the  Buff  and  Blue. — I 
say  all  this,  to  prevent  mistakes  among 
your  readers.  As  for  you,  you  are  quite 
well  aware  what  my  feelings  used  to 
be. 

Even  you,  however,  will  scarcely  be 
able  to  guess  what  my  feelings  now  are. 
I  confess  I  am  sorry  to  announce  a  fact 
which  will  give  pain  even  to  you.  I 
cannot  look  on  the  appearance  of  this 
article  as  anything  less  or  more  than 
the  death-warrant  of  Mr  Jeffrey's  edi- 
torial reputation.  It  is  really  a  sad 
thing  to  stand  by  and  see  a  man  dang- 
ling in  a  noose  of  his  own  fastening. 
But  such  really  is  Jeffrey's  case.  He 
is  gone — dished — dead — utterly  de- 
funct. We  have  witnessed  the  last 
spasm.  There  is  nothing  for  it  now 
but  to  lay  the  body  on  the  table,  and 
bring  out  the  necessary  instruments  of 
dissection. 

But,  no.  My  dear  sir,  I  shall  spare 
you  the  trouble  of  a  long  and  formal 
cutting  up  of  this  unfortunate  victim. 
I  shall  merely  lay  open  the  skin  here 
and  there,  and  shew  you  a  few  of  the 
prime  points.  Give  me  your  eyes,  then, 
kind  Christopher. — But  to  drop  our 
metaphors — 

Who  wrote  this  article  ?  This  is  the 
first  question  that  will  naturally  occur 
to  you,  and  to  every  one.  I  have  made 
some  little  inquiry,  and  the  result  is 
considerable — very  considerable — -con- 
firmation of  what  my  own  first  impres- 
sions suggested  to  me ;  viz.  that  the  pro- 
duction belongs  to  nobody  but  the  gal- 
lant of  Southampton-How,  Holborn — 
"  the  modern  Pygmalion"  himself— 
yes,  no  other  mother's  son  but  Mr  Wil- 
liam Hazlitt,  author  of  the  Liber  Amo- 
ris  ! 

That  he  wrote  the  article  as  it  stands 
in  the  Edinburgh  Review.  I  am  not 
such  a  ninny  as  to  imagine  for  a  single 
moment.  He  (or  some  of  his  crew  in 
London,  acting  under  his  control  and 
dictation)  wrote  an  article  "  on  the  pe- 
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riodical  press,"  and  sent  down  that  ar- 
ticle to  "  the  Prince  of  Critics  and  the 
King  of  Men."  The  King  of  Men  and 
Prince  of  Critics  opened  the  packet 
with  high  feelings  of  aversion  and  re- 
luctance. The  affair  of  the  Liber  A  mo- 
ris  was  too  fresh — too  recent.  The 
universal  disgust  was  too  strong,  vivid, 
and  ebullient.  The  shame  of  having 
seen  himself  mentioned  in  print  as  A 
FRIEND  and  boon  companion  of  such 
an  animal  as  the  author  of  that  odious 
and  loathsome  piece  of  lewdness  and 
profligacy,  was  a  feeling  that  had  not 
yet  had  time  to  cool.  The  idea  that 
such  a  person,  or  that  any  of  his  Cock- 
ney clan,  should  still  continue  to  write 
for  the  Edinburgh  Review,  was  a  thing 
from  which  the  mind  of  the  editor  re- 
volted. How  shall  I  suffer  it  to  be 
known  that  I  tolerate  such  coadjutors, 
and  yet  expect  that  our  former  friends 
will  not  begin  to  shy  old  Blue  and  Buff 
altogether  ?  This  was  the  question 
that  arose — this  was  the  cold  qualm 
that  shot  through  the  heart  and  the 
liver  of  our  Editor. 

But  what  was  to  be  done  ?  The  mo- 
dern Pygmalion  knew  such  and  such 
things — the  author  of  the  Liber  Amo- 
ris could  do  such  and  such  things — 
What  was  to  restrain  the  author  of  the 
Liber  Amoris  ? — Mr  Jeffrey  was  in  a 
pitiable  state  at  that  moment.  He  he- 
sitated long — he  pondered  deeply — he 
stirred  the  shallow  pool  of  his  reflec- 
tion, until  it  was  a  true  puddle — and 
he  ended  with  choosing  that  which,  in 
the  then  perturbed  and  jumbled  state 
of  all  his  faculties,  seemed  on  the  whole 
to  be  by  one  hair's-breadth,  and  no 
more,  the  lesser  of  the  two  evils.  He 
took  what  seemed  to  be  the  shorter 
horn  of  this  unhappy  dilemma ;  but 
short  as  it  seemed,  it  has  proved  quite 
sufficient  to  transfix  him  to  the  back- 
bone, and  hold  him  out  a  fair  object  of 
the  most  deliberate  derision.  When  he 
laid  his  shrinking  and  wavering  hand 
on  it,  he  more  than  suspected  what  was 
to  be  the  result— he  now  feels  it — and 
he  will  not  speedily  get  rid  of  that  feel- 
ing— the  more  is  the  pity. 

I  do  pity  Mr  Jeffrey  individually — 
to  a  certain  ex  tent ;  and  yet  I  must  once 
more  repeat,  that,  on  the  whole,  I  wit- 
ness this  consummation  with  feelings 
of  internal  benignity,  and  a  deep  sere- 
nity of  satisfaction.  That  the  Editor 
is  dished,  I  sec ;  and  I  am  sorry  for  it. 
But  the  Edinburgh  Review  is  ruined — 
I  see  that;  and  I  rejoice.  Yes,  the  great 


work  at  last  is  complete ;  and  far  be  it 
from  me  to  regret,  that  it  was  reserved 
for  this  vile  hand  to  give  the  coup-de- 
grace.  Debellare  superboa  was  ever 
your  motto.  The  Blue  and  Yellow  had 
long  ceased  to  be  your  game.  You, 
Christopher,  tamed  the  party-coloured 
beast  of  prey  in  his  strength — you  broke 
him  in  his  vigour — we  all  pitied  him  in 
his  decline. — You  were  the  judge  who 
tried  and  condemned.  It  was  a  fit  thing 
that  such  a  person  as  the  author  of  the 
Liber  Amoris  should  be  found  to  do  the 
one  small  and  dirty  office  that  justice 
required,  after  these  preliminaries  had 
been  duly  gone  through.  He  has  done 
his  work  well.  He  has  pulled  out  the 
one  small  pin  that  sustained  that  trem- 
bling leaf — the  drop  has  fallen — the  old 
and  hardened  offender  has  at  last  paid 
the  debt. 

To  drop  the  metaphor  and  speak 
reasonably,  there  was  just  one  little  bit 
of prestige  'which  still  adhered  to  the  old 
and  battered  reputation  of  the  Blue  and 
Buff  Review.  That  Cockneys  were  oc- 
casionally allowed  to  write  puffs  of  each 
other  in  the  work,  was  known  ;  but  still 
these  were  kept  far  in  the  back  ground. 
Their  articles  being  all  about  them- 
selves, their  little  poems,  and  essays, 
and  lectures,  and  so  forth,  were,  of 
course,  on  most  trivial  subjects,  and 
made  no  sort  of  impression  on  the  pub- 
lic mind ;  they  were  regarded  as  the 
merest  Balaam  ;  and,  although  people, 
remembering  what  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view had  once  been,  and  the  tone  it  had 
once  sustained,  were  a  little  vexed  to 
see  it  reduced  so  far  as  to  seek  even  its 
Balaam  from  such  quarters — still  it  was 
but  the  Balaam — every  book  must  have 
Balaam — anil  nobody  took  the  trouble 
to  be  either  very  sorry  or  very  angry 
about  what  the  Balaam  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Review  was,  or  by  whom  it  might 
be  furnished. 

But,  now,  what  has  happened  ? — 
Our  solitary  bit  of  prestige  has  indeed 
vanished.  What  do  we  see  now?  Why, 
we  see  Mr  Jeffrey  obliged  to  allow  his 
Balaamites,  his  Helots,  his  Cockneys, 
to  write  the  first  article  that  ever  the 
Edinburgh  Review  contained  on  per- 
haps the  most  important,  and  certain- 
ly the  most  delicate  subject,  that  ever 
that  Review  had  the  misfortune  to 
meddle  with — on  the  Periodical  Press 
of  Britain  !  ! !  He  has  suffered  these 
people  to  produce  boldly,  under  the 
shelter  of  his  blue  and  yellow  covers,  a 
regular  essay — the  sole  and  visible  ef- 
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feet  of  which,  is  to  identify  the  Edin- 
burgh Review  with  all  that  mass  of 
low,  periodical,  Cockney  abomination 
— in  the  standing  aloof  from  which— 
in  the  notion  of  its  being  altogether 
above  that  sphere — in  the  idea  that,  in 
spite  of  occasional  by-jobs,  the  Edin- 
burgh Review,  on  the  whole,  and  as  a 
work,  stood  quite  out  of  the  way,  and 
out  of  the  reach,  of  such  gentry— the 
sole  surviving  fragment  of  prestige  still 
adhering  to  the  reputation  of  this  Re- 
view was  universally  considered  as 
consisting. 

Mr  Jeffrey  has  sunk  so  low  as  to  suf- 
fer this  thing  to  be  done.  He  was  sorry, 
vexed,  grieved,  ashamed — all  that  is 
true ;  but  he  was  so  tied  up,  and  ham- 
pered, and  fettered — he  found  himself 
in  a  situation  of  such  absolute  imbeci- 
lity and  helplessness — that  he  could 
not  prevent  the  Cockneys  from  shew- 
ing the  whole  world  that  they  were  able 
to  make  a  cat's-paw  of  him  and  his  Re- 
view— that  they  were  able  to  make  his 
Review  open  its  mouth,  and  speak  on 
a  subject  of  which  he  had,  for  nearly 
the  quarter  of  a  century,  carefully  and 
prudently  eschewed  the  least  mention 
— a  subject  from  which  he  had  always 
shrunk — which  he  and  his  old  friends 
had  never  ventured  to  come  within 
miles  of  5 — he  has  suffered  William 
Hazlitt,  author  of  the  Liber  Amoris, 
an  old  newspaper-monger — a  gentle- 
man of  the  press,  that  has  lived  all  his 
days  by  scribbling  dramatic  criticisms, 
and  leading  paragraphs,  and  so  forth, 
for  the  different  London  newspapers 
and  magazines; — he  has  suffered  this 
low,  vulgar,  impudent  gentleman  of 
the  press  —  the  writer  of  that  filthy 
book,  which,  but  for  its  dulness, 
and  the  obscurity  of  its  author,  must 
long  ere  now  have  been  burnt  by  (f  the 
hands  of  the  common  hangman ;" — he 
has  suffered  this  despicable  member  of 
the  Cockney  School  to  write  an  Essay 
in  the  Edinburgh  Review  on  "  the  Pe- 
riodical Press  of  Britain."  Francis 
Jeffrey  has  been  obliged  to  swallow 
this  bitter  pill. 

This  one  fact  is  enough.  I  might 
stop  here — when  I  have  just  stated  the 
thing — when  I  have  just  told  what  it 
is  on  the  face  of  it,  I  have  done  enough. 
But, -however,  since  I  have  begun  with 
a  folio  sheet,  I  shall  finish  it  ere  I  lay 
down  my  pen. 

Good  Heavens !  how  could  all  the 
blarney  Hazlitt  has  been  pouring  out 
of  late  ever  so  completely  blind  Mr 
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Jeffrey,  as  to  allow  him  to  make  such 
an  exhibition  ?  Jeffrey,  I  suppose, 
knews  that  it  was  the  Caliph  Omar 
who  is  said  to  have  burned  the  Alex- 
andrian library.  Yet  here  he  lets  the 
vulgarism  of  Cockaigne  put  the  blame 
on  the  shoulders  of  Osmyn. — (P.  351 .) 
Mr  Jeffrey  cannot  be  stupidly  igno- 
rant of  a  boarding-school  miss's  share 
of  Italian ;  yet  here  he  lets  his  besot- 
ted contributor  say  that  Mrs  Radcliffe 
was '"  an  incognito." — (P.  360.)  Mr 
Jeffrey,  I  take  it,  can  read  Latin ;  yet 
here  we  have  Tibullus's  trite  line  mis- 
quoted, as  mille  ornatuts  habet,  mille 
decenter,  by  the  poor  critic, 
"  With  Midas'  ears  committing  short  and 
long." 

Mr  Jeffrey  was  born  many  a  mile 
away  from  the  sound  of  Bow ;  yet 
here  he  allows  Hazlitt  unrelentingly 
to  paradesuch  words  as  "Heremitress" 
(p.  357,)  and  to  Cockneyize  the  title  of 
Gifford's  poem  into  the  "  BARviad," 
(p.  376.)  But  why  need  I  waste  my 
time  in  holding  up  to  public  derision 
a  man  whom  we  have  already  made 
one  of  the  bywords  of  public  scorn  ? 
I  vow  to  Heaven,  I  am  not  thinking  of 
him  at  all;  but  am  shocked  at  the 
mental  cloud  which  has  fallen  over  a 
man  whom  I  always  admitted  to  be  a 
sharp  and  petulant,  if  not  a  deep  cri- 
tic, and  who,  I  imagined,  never  would 
sit  down  in  company  with  such  a  lite- 
rary flunky. 

You  had  some  time  since  a  necessity 
to  say  something  about  Hazlitt,  in 
your  review  of  his  Table-Talk ;  and 
you  could  rind  nothing  so  apt  to  com- 
pare him  to,  as  a  mere  ulcer,  a  sore 
from  head  to  foot,  a  poor  devil,  so 
completely  flayed,  that  there  was  not 
a  square  half  inch  of  healthy  flesh  on 
his  carcase.  In  the  Review,  he  cuts 
the  same  figure,  he  acts  the  same  part, 
of  an  overgrown  pimple,  sore  to  the 
touch.  He  feels  that  he  is  exiled  from 
decent  society ;  and  how  does  he  ac- 
count for  his  misfortune  ?  Hear  his 
own  theory : — 

"  A  professional  man,  who  should  come 
into  the  world,  relying  on  his  genius  or 
learning  for  his  success,  without  other  ad- 
vantages, would  be  looked  upon  as  a  pe- 
dant, a  barbarian,  or  a  poor  creature. 
'  Though  he  should  have  all  knowledge, 
and  could  speak  with  the  tongues  of  angels, 
yet,  without  affectation^  he  would  be  no- 
thing.' He  who  is  not  acquainted  with  the 
topic,  who  is  not  fashioned  in  the  mode  of 
the  day,  is  no  better  than  a  brute." 

Cruel  and  hard-hearted  treatment ! 
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So  the  world  in  general  look  on  this 
tf  professional  man  of  genius  and  vir- 
tue" as  a  pedant,  a  barbarian,  a  poor 
creature,  and  a  brute.  Wicked  world ! 
No  wonder  that  we  have  earthquakes. 
He  told  us  already,  in  his  Table-Talk, 
that  all  the  people  of  London  will  not 
look  on  his  books,  for  fear  of  being 
thought  Cockneys ;  and,  by  this  ac- 
count, it  would  seem  that  his  person 
gets  little  better  treatment  among  them. 
The  old  lamentation  over  his  works 
is  here  continued.  He  confesses  (p. 
357,)  that  all  he  can  do  is  to  "  glitter, 
flutter,  buzz,  spawn,  die,  stink,  and  be 
forgotten ;"  and  (p.  358,)  that,  when 
princes  scowl  on  him,  which  I  should 
suppose  they  never  do,  as  I  cannot 
conceive  how  Hazlitt  could  come  with- 
in scowl  of  a  prince,  he  is  obliged  to 
hope,. that  "  the  broad  shining  face  of 
the  people  MAY  turn  to  him  with  a  fa- 
vourable aspect."  May  turn  !  Vain 
hope  !  Have  you  not  already  informed 
us,  that  people  are  afraid  of  looking 
into  your  books,  lest  they  should  be 
suspected  of  Cockneyism,  or  perhaps 
because  they  dreaded  undergoing  that 
dire  metamorphosis  by  merely  poring 
over  your  pages.  He  grumbles  at 
booksellers  for  refusing  to  buy  his 
books,  (p.  359,)  while  they  are  so  in- 
considerate as  to  take  the  same  stuff  in 
fragments  as  filling  for  unhappy  ma- 
gazines. As  to  his  reputation,  he  gives 
up  that  entirely,  by  admitting,  that 
almost  the  only  writers  who  can  keep 
their  reputation  above  water  are  ano- 
nymous critics  ;  unless  he  has  the  va- 
nity to  make  himself  one  of  the  al- 
mosts,  which  the  poor  fellow  is  too 
candid  to  think  of.  Yet  what  he  wants 
is  not  much.  He  is  ready  to  give  up 
eternal  fame  for  a  newspaper  puff,  (p. 
357)  ;  and  as  he  was  once,  and  long, 
if  indeed  he  be  not  still,  one  of  the 
glorious  company  himself,  that,  I  am 
sure,  he  can  find  no  great  difficulty  in 
getting,  by  sporting,  in  favour  of  a 
brother  of  the  quill,  a  shilling  or  two 
on  an  extra  go  of  brandy  and  water  at 
the  Wrekin,  or  a  tumbler  of  hot  and 
hot  British  Hollands  at  the  Cart  and 
Horses,  or  any  other  fashionable  hotel 
resorted  to  by  those  eminent  literati. 
There,  no  doubt,  Mr  Hazlitt  is  great ; 
and  I  am  proud  to  perceive  that  he 
has  no  mock  modesty  about  him  on 
the  point ;  for  he  candidly  draws  a 
simile  from  his  own  long  experience 
in  such  campaigns,  assuring  us,  (p. 
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354,)  "  that  the  mixing  of  liquors  is 
no  doubt  a  bad  thing,  and  muddles 
the  brain ;  but,  in  a  certain  stage  of 
society,  is  perhaps  unavoidable,"  i.  e. 
in  the  stage  of  society  of  the  Cow  and 
Cauliflower,  or  other  place  blessed  by 
the  presence  of  the  august  body,  which 
kindly  informs  the  public  mind  of  all 
passing  events,  and  directs  the  genius 
of  the  age,  at  three  pounds,  odd  shil- 
lings and  pence,  paid  weekly  during 
the  session  of  Parliament. 

The  rest  of  the  introduction  to  the 
consideration  of  his  subject,  he  has 
filled  with  utter  nonsense  about  paint- 
ing, (for  H.  was  bred  a  water-colour 
painter,  which  profession  he  gave  up 
on  finding  that  he  could  not  earn  salt 
to  his  porridge  by  it,  it  being  univer- 
sally acknowledged  that  he  could  not 
delineate  a  churn-staff,  and  on  that 
ground  thinks  himself  admirably  qua- 
lified to  talk  on  gusto  and  vertu,)  and 
common-place  stuff  about  trite  litera- 
ture. It  concludes  with  this  splendid 
sentence,  which,  if  even  Mr  Jeffrey 
the  Great  himself  can  interpret  for  me, 
he  shall  be  to  me  for  ever  a  Magnus 
Apollo.  "If  our  several  contempora- 
raries  were  to  criticize  one  author  as  a 
constant  habit,"  what  then  ? — "  there 
would  be  no  end  of  the  repeated  re- 
flections, and  continually  lessening 
perspective  of  cavils  and  objections, 
which  would  resemble  nothing  in  NA- 
TURE but" — what  in  NATURE  ?  Pray 
guess,  good  reader,  "  but  the  Caffee 
Qsic^  des  M illes  [sic]  Colonnes !  !" 
P.  360.  Alas !  poor  Jeffrey  !  criti- 
cizing one  author  as  a  constant  ha- 
bit !  what  an  idea  !  and  then  the  re- 
flections, and  the  perspective,  and 
the  nature !  and,  proh  pudor  !  the 
French  !  Why,  dear  Mr  Jeffrey,  these 
fellows  will  make  us  suspect  you  of 
having  forgotten  the  most  childish  ac- 
quirements. 

But  to  proceed — I  hinted,  some  pa- 
ragraphs ago,  thac  Mr  Jeffrey  has  alter- 
ed this  article  a  good  deal  since  it  made 
its  first  appearance  on  his  writing-table. 
The  two  chief  alterations,  however, 
must  be  allowed  to  be  the  curtailments 
which  the  production  has  undergone, 
in  respect  of  the  notices  which  it  origi- 
nally set  forth  touching  Cobbett  and 
your  own  Magazine.  Both  of  these  cur- 
tailments appear  to  me  to  have  been  in- 
judicious. If  such  an  article  was  to  ap- 
pear at  all,  it  should  have  appeared  with 
all  its  original  beauties  and  defects  up- 
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on  its  head.  It  could  then  have  been 
said, "  Poh,  Mr  Jeffrey  was  busy — or  he 
was  from  home — and  this  article  was 
stuck  in  without  his  knowledge  or  re- 
vision.— It  is  a  blot ;  but  what  book 
is  without  a  blot  now  and  then  ?  You 
must  not  condemn  the  Review  for  the 
sake  of  one  production,  hastily  and 
unwarily  suffered  to  appear  in  it." 
Many  ure  the  times  when  shifts  like 
these  have  been  resorted  to,  and  with 
tolerable  success,  by  the  patrons  of  the 
Blue  and  Yellow.  But  here  it  will  not 
do  : — there  is  evidence — there  is  the 
clearest  evidence — that  the  great  Mr 
Jeffrey's  own  pen  has  been  at  work.  As 
it  stands,  the  article  is  a  mere  piece  of 
stottery  ; — it  is  incomplete ;  it  is  im- 
perfect ;  it  is  curtailed  ;  it  is  mane  and 
mutilated ;  whole  paragraphs  have  been 
scored  out — others  have  been  clippped 
and  docked.  The  thing  is  not  what  it 
was  meant  to  be  ;  nobody  can  glance  it 
over  without  being  satisfied  that  Mr 
Jeffrey  has  bondjtde  combed  and  car- 
ved upon  the  Cockney  abortion — that 
HE  has  really  edited  HAZLITT  ! 

The  notice  of  Cobbett,  as  it  now  ap- 
pears, is  really  the  most  pitiable  make- 
helieve  I  ever  met  with.  "  Willing  to 
wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike,"  is 
truly  a  line  which  the  man  who  edited 
this  has  a  right  to  quote.  I  have  no 
sort  of  doubt  in  my  own  mind  that 
the  Cockney's  original  MS.  contained 
three  or  four  pages  of  puff  upon  Cob- 
bett. — Hazlitt,  for  one,  never  can 
mention  Cobbett  without  letting  his 
breath  out  in  his  praise  ;  and  I  ap- 
prove of  William  Hazlitt  for  admi- 
ring, which  he  really  appears  to  do 
from  his  heart,  the  great  and  singu- 
lar merits  of  William  Cobbett.  But 
here  was  a  ticklish  piece  of  busi- 
ness for  Mr  Jeffrey  to  have  any  hand 
in.  Many  years  ago,  as,  indeed,  even 
the  extant  paragraph  acknowledges, 
Brougham  made  a  savage  attack  on 
Cobbett's  character  in  the  Edinburgh 
Review.  Cobbett  did  not  suffer  from 
that,  of  course,  but  he  resented  it  not- 
withstanding. For  the  last  ten  years, 
he  has  badgered  Jeffrey  ;  and,  to  use 
his  own  powerful  expression,  passim, 
"  all  the  vile,  canting,  coxcomb  gang 
of  the  Edinburgh  Review."  This  has 
invariably  been  Cobbett's  language — 
at  least  it  was  so  until  within  the  last 
two  or  three  months.  He  has  lashed 
their  tergiversations ;  he  has  exposed 
their  gross  errors  in  politics  and  politi- 
cal economy ;  he  has  moved  the  world's 
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laughter  with  his  jeers  about  their 
prophecies ;  he  has  battered  them,  in 
a  word,  on  the  ground  which  was  com- 
mon to  them  and  him,  with  a  vigour 
only  equalled  by  that  which  you  and 
your  friends  have  exhibited  against 
them  quoad  alia.  He  has  been  the 
other  great  thorn  in  Jeffrey's  side. 
The  moment  you  gave  him  a  pause, 
Cobbett  was  sure  to  dig  in — the  mo- 
ment the  old  sergeant  cried  halt, 
plunge  went  your  spur  again.— In 
short,  between  you,  you  kept  Mr  Jeffrey 
in  eternal  hot  water  ;  and  I  believe  he 
would  often  have  been  greatly  puzzled, 
if  anybody  had  put  Fortunatus'  cap  on 
his  head  for  an  instant,  which  of  the 
two  to  wish  first  in  perdition  and  the 
abyss.  Of  late,  however,  as  I  have 
hinted,  there  have  been  some  symp- 
toms of  a  change  in  this  matter.  We 
have  seen  Mr  Brougham  puffing  Mr 
Cobbett's  Cottage  Economy  in  the 
Edinburgh  Review.  The  book  deser- 
ved all  that  was  said  in  its  praise,  that 
is  true ;  but  still,  to  see  Mr  BROUGHAM 
puffing  his  old  arch  enemy  was  some- 
thing. Then  we  have  seen  Mr  Brough- 
am presenting  Mr  Cobbett's  petitions 
about  the  national  debt,  the  equitable 
adjustment,  &c.,  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons— introducing  Mr  William  as  a 
f(  distinguished  writer" — "  a  man  of 
original  and  acknowledged  genius," 
and  the  like.  We  have  seen  this,  and 
we  have  seen  Mr  Cobbett,  on  his 
part,  devoting  many  whole  columns  of 
his  Register  to  the  puffing  of  Mr 
Brougham.  We  have  seen  Mr  Cobbett, 
who,  only  a  year  before,  concluded 
one  of  the  severest  diatribes  he  ever 
penned  with  these  words — "  Law- 
yer Brougham  praises  him — THAT  is 
ENOUGH  ! ! !" — WehaveheardMr  Cob- 
bett, who  treated  Mr  Brougham  in 
this  style  of  supreme  scorn  not  twelve 
months  before,  singing  out  about  Mr 
Brougham's  "  learning,"  "  genius," 
({  honesty,"  and  what  not,  as  if  he  had 
been  to  be  paid  a  guinea  for  every  pret- 
ty word  he  could  produce.  We  have 
seen  all  this,  and  we  were  of  course 
aware  that  some  underhand  work  had 
been  going  on  between  Messrs  Brough- 
am and  Cobbett.  But  still  there  was 
no  puffery  of  Jeffrey  in  Cobbett — 
no :  the  treaty  between  Brougham 
and  him  appeared  to  be  strictly  a 
personal  one.  The  abuse  of  Mr  Jeffrey 
and  of  the  Review  itself  still  con- 
tinued. Brougham's  praises  were  ever 
and  anon  wound  up  with  wonder 
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how  such  a  great  man  could  stoop  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  such  "  a 
gang"  as  Jeffrey's.  Under  these  cir- 
cumstances, what  could  Mr  Francis 
Jeffrey  do  with  this  Cockney's  puff 
upon  Mr  William  Cobbett  ?  The  puff 
of  Cobbett  by  Brougham  had  indeed 
softened  Cobbett  towards  Brougham 
personally ;  but  the  rage  and  contempt 
of  the  man  for  Mr  Jeffrey,  and  for 
Mr  Jeffrey's  Review,  were  still  ex- 
pressed without  stint  or  stay.  Should 
he  insert  Hazlitt's  puff,  perhaps  Cob- 
bett might  thank  Hazlitt  for  it ;  but 
here  was  proof  enough  that  he  would 
not  thank  Mr  Jeffrey.  He  could  not, 
therefore,  bring  himself  to  put  Haz- 
litt's trash  in  as  it  stood — he  could 
not  do  this.  He  had  gone  as  far  in  the 
way  of  stooping  to  Cobbett  as  he  could 
bring  himself  to  do  without  receiving 
some  sort  of  intimation  that  Cobbett 
would  accept  of  his  humiliation,  and 
"be  merciful  in  future.  At  the  same 
time,  he  had  already  suffered  so  shock- 
ingly, that  he  durst  not  for  the  life. of 
him  dream  of  putting  out  the  puff, 
and  inserting  an  attack  of  his  own 
penmanship  in  its  room.  He  was  not 
so  fool-hardy  as  to  dream  of  this.  What 
then,  amidst  all  this  net- work  of  stulti- 
fying difficulty,  remained  for  the  noble 
Francis  Jeffrey? — Why,  just  to  do 
what  he  has  done — to  score  out  all 
the  hack's  hearty  laudation,  and  retain 
just  enough  to  shew  that  there  had 
been  such  a  thing  in  the  article,  and 
that  he  had,  in  his  editorial  magnani- 
mity, erased  it. — Hiatus  valde  deflnn- 
dus  !  But,  my  word  for  it,  this  gentle- 
man is  not  the  boy  to  allow  anything 
he  has  written  to  remain  unprinted, 
and  therefore  unpaid ;  and  we  shall 
have  it  all  in  good  time  in  some  other 
corner  of  the  "  Periodical  Press." 

But  only  to  think  of  the  paragraph 
\vhich  immediately  succeeds  this  pre- 
cious one  about  Cobbett !  It  is  a  puff 
of  THK  EXAMIXF.R,  which  the  Edin- 
burgh Review  is  made  to  say  stands 
"  next  to  Cobbett's,"  (among  the 
weekly  papers,)  "  in  point  of  talent." 
The  Examiner  classed  next  to  Cobbett 
in  anything  is  odd  enough,  but,  "  in 
point  of  talent,"  is  really  the  joke  of 
aH  jokes ; — the  Examiner,  that  has 
tumbled  down  first  from  a  shilling  to 
tenpence — then  from  tenpence  to  se- 
venpence-halfpenny — then  to  sixpence 
— and  now  to  fuurpence  ; — the  Exa- 
miner, that,  even  with  his  reduced 
prices,  has  less  circulation  at  this  mo- 
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ment  than  almost  any  Sunday-paper 
in  existence,  and  that  circulates  among 
a  more  ignoble  cls?s  of  readers  than 
perhaps  any  one  of  the  array — the 
Cockney  Court-Gazette  ! — the  weekly 
trash- work  of  the  Hunts  ! — Oh,  my 
dear  Mr  Jeffrey,  this  indeed  is  a  tum- 
ble ! 

I  confess  I  am  a  little  puzzled  with 
the  last  sentence  of  this  character  of 
the  Examiner.  Is  it  Hazlitt's  ?  Is  it 
Jeffrey's?  Is  it  a  pic-nic  affair? — 
"  With  the  exception  of  a  little  egot- 
ism, and  twaddle,  and  flippancy  and 
dogmatism  about  religion  and  morals, 
and  mawkishness  about  firesides,  and 
furious  Buonaparteism,  and  a  vein  of 
sickly  sonnet-writing;  we  suspect  the 
Examiner  must  be  allowed  to  be  THE 

ABLEST  and  MOST  RESPECTABLE  of 

the  publications  that  issue  from  the 
Weekly  Press."  This  is  the  sentence 
as  it  stands,  near  the  bottom  of  page 
368.  How — why — by  what  fatuity  it 
was  allowed  to  appear  there,  I  con- 
fess my  utter  inability  to  make  any 
conjecture. 

If  it  be  Hazlitt's,  what  can  be  so  ex- 
quisite as  a  rebuke  of  egotism  and 
twaddle  from  the  worthy,  who,  in  his 
very  last  book,  (no,  the  Liber  Amoris 
was  the  last,  but  in  the  one  immedi- 
ately preceding  the  Liber  Amoris,) 
took  occasion  to  tell  the  world  that  it 

Was  ON  THE   10TH  OF  AUGUST,    1794, 

HE  first  read  the  Nouvelle  Eloise, 
"  over  a  bottle  of  sherry,  and  at  the  inn 
of  Llangol/en," — who,  in  the  penult 
number  of  the  Liberal,  favoured  us 
with  all  those  charming  particulars 
about  the  old  Unitarian  preacher  his 
father,  and  his  own  first  introduction 
to  Mr  Coleridge, — whose  excessive  and 
illustrious  egotism  is,  in  short,  one  of 
the  most  striking  features  throughout 
the  whole  of  his  lucubrations.  If  it  be 
Hazlitt's  again,  if  it  really  be  Hazlitt's, 
can  anything  be  so  superb  as  a  sneer 
against  "  flippancy  and  dogmatism 
about  ?'eligion  and  morals,"  from  the 
author  of  the  Loves  of  "  H."  and 
Sally  in  our  Alley — the  man  who  has 
just  insulted  the  public  with  publish- 
ing a  full  and  particular  account  of 
his  laborious  and  deliberate,  but  un- 
successful attempts,  to  seduce,  be- 
neath her  father's  roof,  (he  being  at 
the  time  a  married  man,  and  the  fa- 
ther of  a  family,)  a  poor  servant  girl 
who  waited  upon  him  in  his  lodging- 
house  ?  Egotism  and  flippancy  about 
religion  and  morals,  indeed  !  But  no, 
VI 
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no— this  must  be  an  interpolation—  ber  of  the  Review  in  which  "  furious 
this  must  be  Mr  Jeffrey's.  And,  if  the 
sentence  be  his,  will  that  mend  the 
matter  ?  Turn  to  the  article  on  Buo- 
naparte, in  this  very  number  of  the 
Review,  and  see  Buonaparte  there 
gravely  characterized  as — But  do  let  us 


take  the  very  words  (they  occur  at  the 
bottom  of  page  515.) 

"  We  deem  it  impossible  for  any  one, 
how  strongly  soever  he  may  have  been 
prejudiced  against  Napoleon,  to  rise  from 
the  perusal  and  study  of  these  details, 
without  an  intimate  persuasion  that  few 
great  men  have  ever  been  more  WORTHY  OF 
ESTEEM.  His  insatiable  ambition  re- 
mains, in  reality,  the  only  charge  against 
his  character,-  and  it  must  be  allowed  to 
have  been  mingled  with  as  much  of  good 
as  ever  was  known  to  be  compatible  with 
a  thirst  for  power.  The  destruction  of 
pernicious  abuses — the  improvement  of 
the  condition  of  the  people  at  large — 
went  hand  in  hand  with  every  act  by 
which  he  sought  his  own  personal  ag- 
grandizement. In  many  cases  this  was 
the  necessary  consequence  of  the  debased 
condition  of  the  countries  he  overran  and 
subdued.  Any  change,  for  instance,  must 
unavoidably  have  proved  beneficial  to 
Spain  and  Italy;  nor  could  he  conquer 
them  without  bettering  their  condition  in 
every  essential  particular.  Hut  it  is  only 
just  to  add,  that  his  own  inclination  was  to 
root  out  antiquated  evils,  and  tliat  lie  placed 
his ,  chit fest  glory  in  being  the  regenerator  of 
the  modern  world.  The  volumes  before  us 
afford  evidence,  in  every  page,  of  his  thoughts, 
at  least  during  the  last  ten  years  of  his  reign, 
having  been  all  directed  towards  raising  for 
himself  this  most  durable  monument,  by  en- 
titling himself  to  the  gratitude  of  all  ages, for 
rendering  to  mankind  the  inestimable  service 
of  freeing  them  from  the  thraldom  of  invete- 
rate abuses  in  church  and  state." 

These  words  are  worthy  of  being 
written  in  letters  of  brass.  Buonaparte 
more  worthy  of  esteem  than  almost 
any  great  man  that  ever  existed  !  No 
charge  against  Buonaparte's  character 
but  the  thirst  of  power  !  Buonaparte 
thought  of  nothing  from  1804  to  1814, 
but  "  entitling  himself  to  the  grati- 
tude of  all  ages  for  rendering  to  man- 
kind the  inestimable  service  of  freeing 
them  from  the  thraldom  of  inveterate 
abuses  in  church  and  state  !"  These 
are  expressions  on  which  I  am  not 
such  a  ninny  as  to  offer  any  remark. 
They  are,  unquestionably,  however, 
the  ne  plus  ultra  of  furious  Buonapar- 
teism,  and  they  occur  in  the  same  num-i 

VOL.  xiv; 


Buonaparteisrn"  is  mentioned  as  con- 
stituting one  of  the  few   deductions 
which  must  be  made  from  the  general 
"  respectability"  of  the  Examiner  pa- 
per.    Another  of  these  deductions  is 
said  to  be  "a  vein  of  sickly  sonnet- 
writing."     Now,  who  is  this   sickly 
sonnetteer  ?  Is  it  anybody  but  that  very 
identical  Leigh  Hunt,    King  of  the 
Cockneys,  the  most  sickly  and  disgust- 
ing of  all  whose  poetical  productions 
(the  incestuous  Rimini  story)  is  cha- 
racterized, three  or  four  pages   far- 
ther down,  in  this  very  article,  as  "  an 
elegant  and  pathetic  poem,  by  the  edi- 
tor of  an  opposition  paper."    How  are 
we  to  reconcile  all  these  contradic- 
tions ?    I,  for  one,  cannot  read  the 
whole  sentence,  be  it  whose  it  may, 
over  again,  without  being  convinced 
that  even  the  devil  can  speak  truth  at 
times.    Truth  he  hates;  but   truth, 
like  murder,  will  out. — Just  pause  for 
a  moment,  and  read  the  words  over 
again.     Well  now :  Would  anybody 
desire  a   more  intelligible   definition 
than  that  which  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view itself  furnishes,  when  it  talks  of 
"  an  able  and  respectable  paper,  which 
has  no  faults  except  that  it  is  flippant 
about  religion   and   morals,    (which, 
being  interpreted,  means  that  it  wages 
uniform  war  against  the  principles  of 
chastity  and  decency,  and  overflows 
with  eternal  blasphemies  against  the 
faith  of  the  Bible,)— that  it  is  full  of 
mawkishness  about  firesides,  egtnisrti, 
twaddle,  and  sickly  sonnet- writing" — 
that  is  to  say,  in  other  words,  that  it 
is  full  of  Cockney  ism  and  Leigh  Hunt 
— and,  finally,  that  it  is  full  of  iiltra- 
Buonaparteism,  which  means  neither 
more  nor  less  than  that  it  is,  like  the 
Edinburgh  Review  itself,   character- 
ized  by  the   basest  Jacobinism,   the 
most  unrelenting  hostility  to  all  the 
established  institutions    of  Christian 
Europe,  in  "  church  and  state." 

I*  shall  say  no  more  for  the  present 
about  this  "  most  respectable  publica- 
tion." 

And  yet,  ere  I  leave  the  Cockneys, 
I  may  perhaps  as  well  take  notice — 
very  shortly  it  shall  be — of  the  pass- 
age a  little  way  down  about  Mr  John 
Keats.  It  is  said  by  this  Edinburgh 
Reviewer,  that  John  was  attacked  as  a 
bad  poet,  merely  because  he  had  been 
praised  in  the  Examiner  in  a  way  quite 
unconnected  with  politics,  for  some  of 
his  juvenile  verses  ;  and  that  he  would 
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have  fared  very  differently,  had  he 
flung  King  Leigh  Hunt's  puff  iiv  his 
face,  and  bowed  at  the  knee  of  William 
Gifford,  editor  of  the  Quarterly  Re- 
view, and  author  of  the  Baviad  and 
Mseviad.  Now,  the  wholoof  this  is 
made  up  of  direct  mis-statement  and 
base  misrepresentation.  In  the  first 
place,  long  before  any  Tory  Review 
whatever  took  notice  of  Keats,  he  had 
not  merely  been  puffed  in  the  Exa- 
miner, hut  he  had  put  forth  sonnets 
upon  sonnets  of  his  own,  in  ho- 
nour of  Leigh  Hunt,  calling  Leigh 
Hunt  "  a  kind  martyr,"  &c.  because 
he  had  been  clapped  into  Newgate 
for  a  beastly  libel  upon  his  sove- 
reign ;  and,  in  short,  had  identified 
himself  in  a  hundred  different  ways, 
with  all  the  bad  political  principles, 
as  well  as  with  all  the  bad  poetical 
taste,  of  the  Cockney  school.  Here, 
therefore,  is  one  clear  mis-statement 
as  to  matter  of  fact.  In  the  second 
place,  it  was  not,  as  is  so  plainly 
insinuated,  the  author  of  the  Ba- 
viad  and  Maeviad  who  commenced 
the  attack  upon  Keats.  Keats-  had  been 
dished — utterly  demolished,  and  dish- 
ed by  Blackwood — long  before  Mr  Gif- 
ford's  scribes  mentioned  his  name.  The 
Quarterly  Review  did  not  invent  the 
name  "  Cockney-School,"  but  only 
adopted  that  name  after  it  had  been 
introduced  by  Blackwood  into  univer- 
sal use,  and  had  in  fact  become  as 
much  an  integral  part  of  the  language 
of  English  criticism,  as  any  other 
phrase  in  the  dictionary.  It  is  then 
absurd,  and  worse  than  absurd,  to  say 
that  Mr  Keats  would  have  altered 
his  condition  in  any  respect  whatever, 
by  trying  to  conciliate  the  smile  of  the 
Quarterly  editor.  It  is  possible,  and, 
indeed,  it  is  highly  probable,  that  he 
was  vexed  with  finding  himself,  and 
the  rest  of  the  Cockney  school,  cha- 
racterized in  the  Quarterly  by  the 
phrases  which  Blackwood  had  invent- 
ed. But  that  was  a  mere  flea-bite. — 
All  the  other  Reviews  had  adopted  the 
tone  ere  then.  The  concern  was  ut- 
terly undermined  three  years  ere  the 
Quarterly  put  a  single  pick-axe  to  its 
foundation.  As  for  the  absurd  story 
about  Mr  John  Keats  having  bccnfi/dto 
death  by  the  Quarterly,  or  by  any  other 
criticism,  I  confess  I  really  did  not  ex- 
pect to  meet  with  a  repetition- of  such 
stuff  in  the  Edinburgh  Review.  If  peo- 
ple die  of  these  wounds,  what  a  prince 
of  killers,  and  king  of  murderers,  must 


Mr  Jeffrey  be  !  In  law,  the  intention 
makes  the  crime,  and  he  who  fires  a 
pistol  at  my  body  is  a  murderer,  al- 
though he  happens  to  miss  me,  or  al- 
though I  recover  of  the  wound  he  in- 
flicts. Granting,  then,  that  this  is  the 
law,  what  are  we  to  say  to  the  man 
who  cut  up  Byron's  Hours  of  Idleness  ? 
That  review,  surely,  was  meant  to  be 
as  severe  as  any  review  that  was  ever 
penned  touching  poor  Johnny  Keats. 
The  article  on  Lord  Thurlow — the  ar- 
ticle proh  pudor  !  on  Joanna  Baillie — 
the  article  on  Tom  Little's  smutty 
Poems — all  these,  and  a  hundred  more, 
were  at  least  intended  to  murder  poeti- 
cal reputations ;  and  as  for  the  reviewers 
of  Keats  really  meaning  to  murder,  not 
the  poetaster,  but  the  boy — the  living 
individual  Johnny — why  this,  I  sup- 
pose, is  more  than  the  Examiner  him- 
self will  hold  up  his  face  to.  This  Edin- 
burgh Reviewer,  to  conclude,  reproach- 
es very  bitterly  the  Quarterly  Review- 
er of  Keats  for  mentioning  his  profes- 
sion, and  says,  that  his  being  a  young 
apothecary  would,  under  different  cir- 
cumstances, have  been  converted  into 
a  ground,  not  of  censure,  but  of  praise, 
All  this  may  be  true ;  but  I  would  just 
ask  of  Mr  Jeffrey,  who  it  was  that,  in 
the  pages  of  this  same  Edinburgh  Re- 
view, quizzed  Mr  Thelwall  for  being 
a  tailor — a  trade  at  least  as  harmless  as 
the  other,  I  suppose  ?  Thelwall  replied 
to  that,  by  telling  somebody  or  other 
connected  with  the  Edinburgh  Review, 
that  his  father  or  grandfather,  I  forget 
which,  was  a  barber.  This  had  the 
effect  of  stopping  for  some  time  the 
stream  of  allusions  to  professions,  &c. 
in  the  Edinburgh  Review.  Why  did 
not  Mr  Keats  try  the  same  trick  with 
the  Quarterly  ?  But  the  truth  is,  that 
all  this  is  shocking  stuff.  Who  serious- 
ly thinks  the  worse  of  a  man  for  being 
an  apothecary,  or  for  being  the  son  of 
a  barber  ?  No  such  absurdities  exist 
in  this  age  of  the  world.  And  the  per- 
son, if  such  there  be,  who  really  feels 
the  least  annoyance  from  any  such  tri- 
fles as  these,  must  certainly  boast  the 
manhood,  not  of  a  barber,  nor  of  an 
apothecary,  but  of  a  most  superlative 
tailor.  If  John  Keats  cared  for  being 
called  an  apothecary,  being  one,  he 
must  really  have  been  a  greater  goose 
than  even  I  ever  took  him  for.  Such 
allusions  have  been  in  use  ever  since 
there  were  books  and  reviewers  in  the 
world.  Good  heavens !  what  would 
become  of  Moliere,  Fielding,  Smollett, 
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Le  Sage,  Cervantes — in  short,  of  all  the 
comic  writers  the  world  ever  saw,  if  it 
is  to  be  considered  a  crime  to  take  a  few 
slaps  at  "  The  Three  Black  Graces," 
Law,  Physic,  and  Divinity  ?  But  let  us 
hear  no  more  of  Johnny  Keats.  It  really 
is  too  disgusting  to  have  him  and  his 
poems  recalled  in  this  manner,  after  all 
the  world  thought  they  had  got  rid  of 
the  concern.  I  would  just  ask  any 
candid  man  this  question — "  What 
did  Keats  write  ?" — "  Keats  !"  would 
be  the  answer,  "  I  never  heard  the 
name — Oh  !  yes,  I  do  remember  some- 
thing— Keats  ! — was  it  Keats  you  said  ? 
— Are  you  sure  you  did  not  mean 
Cottier 

But,  just  before  I  quit  for  ever  the 
topic  of  J.  Keats,  let  me  ask  Mr  Jef- 
frey one  short  and  simple  question. 
His  Review  says,  that  John's  "fine 
Jitney  and  powerful  invention  were  too 
obvious  to  be  treated  with  neglect,"  and 
that  therefore  the  Tory  critics  set  to 
abusing  John.  The  question  I  wish 
to  put  is  this — If  Keats's  fancy  and  in- 
vention were  so  wonderfully  obvious, 
why  did  the  Edinburgh  Review  take 
no  notice  at  all  of  the  possessor  until 
long  after  the  Tory  critics  had  had 
such  abundance  of  time  to  make  min- 
ced meat  of  him  ?  What  is  the  use 
of  a  Review,  if  it  be  not  to  watch 
for  the  appearance  of  fine  fancy  and 
powerful  invention  ;  and,  whenever 
such  qualities  make  their  appearance, 
to  call  upon  the  world  to  give  the  new 
poet  his  due  reception  of  applause? 
The  Edinburgh  Review,  however,  suf- 
fered all  the  fancy  and  invention  of 
Johnny  Keats  to  be  puffed  in  the  pe- 
riodical works,  of  which  its  familiar 
knowledge  is  now  confessed — and  to 
be  sneered  at  in  those  its  fearful  inti- 
macy with  which  is  the  mainspring 
and  sole  inspiring  principle  of  the  ar- 
ticle before  us — it  suffered  all  this 
for  many  long  years,  before  it  had 
the  honesty  or  the  courage  to  say 
one  syllable  about  the  existence  of 
such  a  being  as  Johnny.  How  is 
Mr  Jeffrey  to  answer  or  account  for 
this?  But  a  still  more  serious  ques- 
tion remains — Why,  up  to  this  blessed 
hour,  has  the  Edinburgh  Review  never 
hinted  that  there  has  been  such  a  man 
in  the  world  as  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley  ? 
Surely,  surely  his  fancy  arid  invention 
were  in  the  proportion  of  1000  to  1 
compared  with  those  of  Johnny  Keats. 
Surely,  surely  he  was  abused  by  the 
Quarterly,  fully  as  bitterly  as  ever 


Keats  was.  But  no — there  is  a  reason 
for  everything.  Shelley,  with  all  his 
faults,  was  a  gentleman,  a  scholar,  and 
a  poet;  and  his  merits  as  such  were 
uniformly  acknowledged  in  Black- 
wood's  Magazine.  That  work,  if  there 
was  a  cry  against  Shelley,  did  not  join 
it.  On  the  contrary,  it  was  in  that 
work  that  he  wasj^V.vrf  praised  in  a 
style  worthy  of  his  genius ;  and,  while 
many  severe  criticisms  appeared  there, 
of  and  concerning  his  bad  principles, 
political  and  religious,  there  never  ap- 
peared one  word  which  Shelley,  or  the 
friends  of  Shelley,  could  complain  of, 
as  either  illiberal  or  indecorous  to- 
wards the  man  or  towards  the  poet. 
In  a  word,  the  Edinburgh  Review  ne- 
glected his  fine  qualities,  however  ob- 
vious, and  Blackwood  praised  them 
warmly  and  zealously,  in  spite  of  his 
bad  qualities,  however  obvious.  But  it 
did  not  suit  Mr  Jeffrey  to  allude  to  all 
this — Why  ? — why  simply  because  the 
object  of  this  article  was  to  denounce 
all  the  Tory  critics,  and  Black-wood's 
in  particular,  as  persons  who  bestow 
their  praise  or  censure  entirely  on  po- 
litical grounds — 'who  were  incapable 
of  doing  justice  to  the  fine  fancy  and 
powerful  invention  of  Johnny  Keats, 
and  Leigh  Hunt,  King  of  the  Cock*- 
neys,  because  these  men  were,  or  were 
supposed  to  be,  politically  opposed  to 
their  own  principles.  The  least  men- 
tion of  Mr  Shelley's  very  different  treat- 
ment must  have  at  once  nullified  all 
this  nonsense.  It  must,  at  the  same 
time,  have  given  birth  to  a  universal 
inquiry  as  to  the  reasons  which  have 
from  the  beginning,  and  up  to  this  mo- 
ment, kept  the  Edinburgh  Review  si- 
lent as  to  Mr  Shelley  himself,  his  poe- 
try, and  the  evil  and  the  good  so  strange- 
ly blended  in  all  his  extraordinary  pro- 
ductions. It  must  have  set  everybody 
a-saying,  "  Why  did  this  Review,  that 
praises  Mr  Barry  Cornwall,  and  Mr 
Beddoes,  and  Mr  Knowles,  and  Heaven 
knows  how  many  more  of  such  small 
deer,  why  did  it,  why  does  it,  never 
mention  the  existence  of  such  poems 
as  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  and  THE 
CENCI  ?"  On  every  ground,  therefore, 
the  Review  felt  it  necessary  to  sink 
this  matter  altogether.  But  the  pub- 
lic, you  may  rely  on  it,  will  not  sink 
it  so  easily.  The  public  will  see  the 
thing  as  it  stands  ;  and  the  public  will 
be  at  no  loss  to  appreciate  the  open 
and  manly  behaviour  of  this  redoubt- 
able Review,  both  towards  Mr  Shelley, 
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and  towards  the  Tory  Journal,  whose 
liberal  treatment  of  that  unhappy  per- 
son formed  so  striking  a  contrast 
to  the  neglect  he  experienced  at  the 
hands  of  those,  who,  by  their  own 
shewing,  were  bound  to  have  been  the 
foremost  in  NOTICING  his  genius. 

I  pass  over  all  about  "  THE  NEWS," 
an  "  excellent  paper"-^the  Literary 
Gazettes  and  Journals,  "  a  truly  insig- 
nificant race" — the  Scotsman,  "  a  truly 
original  paper,  with  but  one  subject — 
of  which  subject  its  Editor  seems  to 
be  King"  I  may  just  notice,  how- 
ever, that  the  Slot-King  has  rather 
more  subjects  than  one,  being,  or  at 
least  having  been,  lord  of  as  many 
stink-pots  as  any  of  his  "  respectable" 
brethren.  I  leave  all  these,  however, 
for  the  present,  and  turn  to  the  splen- 
did character  of  the  Morning  Chroni- 
cle. "  There  is  a  liberality  and  de- 
corum about  this  paper,"  quoth  the 
Edinburgh  Review. — "Ostony-hearted 
Edinburgh ! "  ho w  could  you  give  breath 
to  such  a  murderous  paragraph  as  is 
here  !  LIBERALITY  and  DLCORUM  in 
the  paper  which  produced  all  Tom 
Moore's  odious  series  of  libels  upon 
the  King  and  Lady  Hertford  !  Libe- 
rality and  decorum  in  the  paper  which 
contained  the  mock  poems  upon  the 
death  of  Mr  Percival, — 
"  Children's  tear, 
Patriot's  bier,"  &c.  &c. 

Alas  for  Mr  Jeffrey  !— Liberality 
and  decorum  in  the  paper  which  only 
a  few  weeks  ago  contained  that  truly 
unnamealle  attack  upon  John  Bull — 
that  attack  which  roused  the  universal 
loathing  even  of  the  Whigs — that  at- 
tack which,  had  it  been  executed  with 
just  a  little  less  cowardice,  must  have 
sent  the  Morning  Chroniclers  in  a  body 
to  Botany  Bay  ! — Lin  ERA  J.IT  Y  ! ! !  and 
DECORUM  !!! — But  I  have  no  wish  to 
treat  the  thing  otherwise  than  as  a  joke. 
Many  is  the  good  guinea  that  the 
Morning  Chronicle  has  paid  Mr  Wil- 
liam Hazlitt,  and  many  is  the  puff  it 


has  paraded  in  honour  of  Mr  Francis 
Jeffrey.  Which  of  these  gentlemen 
has  to  answer  for  the  liberal  and  de- 
corous quiz  upon  old  Perry,  with  which 
(now  that  he  is  dead,  and  his  guineas 
not  come-atable)  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view winds  up  its  account  of  his  paper, 
I  shall  not  give  myself  the  trouble  of 
inquiring.  I  suspect,  however,  that 
the  thing  must  belong  to  a  true  "  gen- 
tleman of  the  press,"  from  the  sore- 
ness with  which  old  Perry's  trick  of 
fathering  all  the  tid-bits  of  the  Chro- 
nicle himself  is  brought  up.  Perry's 
book-sale  shewed  what  had  been  his 
favourite  tastes  in  literature ;  and 
it  is  certainly  quite  possible  to  judge 
from  that,  that  he  may  have  occasion- 
ally been  inclined  to  rob  even  Pyg- 
malion of  his  due.  The  story  of  his 
saying  that  "  Epithalamia  were  thrown 
into  Person's  coffin,"  and  correcting 
himself  next  day — "  for  Epithala- 
mia,  read  Epiccdia"  is  not  a  bad  one. 
The  whole  effect  of  the  paragraph  is  to 
give  the  world  a  hearty  laugh  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  defunct.  Would  Sir  James 
Mackintosh,  or,  as  Cobbett  calls  him, 
(I  shall  not  ask  for  what  reason,)  "  Sir 
JAMMY,"  have  suffered  this,  had  Perry 
been  still  in  the  land  of  the  living, 
with  his  books  and  his  papers  about 
him  ? — I  guess  not.  Perry  has  been 
dead  just  about  two  years !  Thus  speed- 
ily hath  the  memory  of  his  munificence 
departed  from  among  the  Hazlitts  ! — 
thus  speedily  hath  the  savour  of  his 
sauces  vanished  from  the  recollection 
of  the  Jeffreys ! — thus  speedily  hath 
the  dread  of  his  desk  evaporated  else- 
where. I  say  nothing.  I  admire  the 
Whigs — I  admire  their  gratitude — I 
admire  their  liberality — I  admire  their 
decorum — I  admire  the  Morning  Chro- 
nicle— I  admire  the  Edinburgh  Review 
— I  admire  the  Examiner — I  admire 
the  NEWS — I  admire  them  all.  I  ad- 
mire even  Sir  Jammy,  My  memory  is 
jammy  itself,  and  long  shall  all  their 
glories  stick  to  it.* 

The  notice  of  the  Old  Times  is  a 


*  [Perry  (or  Pirie,  for  that  was  the  man's  name,)  was  a  canny  Aberdonlan,  as  igno- 
rant as  a  dray -horse,  but  witli  just  sufficient  tact  for  the  drudgery  of  a  paper.  He  was 
a  vain  creature,  as  Havclitl  (who  has  preserved  one  astonishing  specimen  of  his  benefac- 
tor's ignorance,  p.  :J(rJ,)  remarks,  but  he  did  much  for  the  respectability  of  the  diurnal 
press.  lie  was  eminently  trust-worthy,  and  some  of  his  Whig  patrons  let  him  go  to 
jail  for  libels  which  he  never  wrote,  but  the  authors  of  which  he  was  too  honourable  to 
give  up.  Vet  I  do  not  recollect  that  these  good  Whigs  ever  blamed  themselves  for 
fli-Hlk'nig-  behind  him,  or  that  ever  he  was  called  up  to  lie  badgered  by  a  House  of  Com- 
mons, for  reflecting  on  any  Tory  member,  by  mistaking  a  very  s-.itisfactory  explanation 
for  an  apology.  At  present  the  Morning  Chronicle  is  decidedly  going  down,  under  a 
very  heavy  creature.. — ('.  N.  J 
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truculent  attack  in  substance;  from 
which  I  conclude  that  a  certain  Gen- 
tleman of  the  Press  is  not  just  at 
present  in  the  pay  of  the  Old  Times. 
I  could,  if  I  pleased,  give  you  a  full 
and  particular  history  of  the  tone  in 
which  the  New  Times  is  criticized, 
but  I  should  be  sorry  to  hurt  re- 
spectable people  in  the  course  of  ex- 
posing others,  and  therefore  I  "  bri- 
dle in  my  straggling  rnuse"  with- 
out pain.  I  shall,  however,  quote  one 
passage  from  this  part  of  the  article, 

Oto  shew  how  well  truth  and  false- 
may  be  blended,  even  in   the 
most  liberal  and  decorous  of  works. 


"  The  TIMES  conforms  to  the  changes 
of  the  time.  It  bears  down  upon  a  ques- 
tion, like  a  first-rate  man-of-war,  with 
streamers  flying,  and  all  hands  on  deck  ; 
but  if  the  first  broadside  does  not  answer, 
turns  round  upon  it,  like  a  triremed  gal- 
ley, firing  off  a  few  paltry  squibs  to  cover 
its  retreat.  It  takes  up  no  falling  cause  ; 
fights  no  up-ldll  battle ;  advocates  no  great 
principle ;  holds  out  a  helping  hand  to  no 
oppressed  or  obscure  individual.  It  is  '  ever 
strong  upon  tlie  stronger  side.'  Its  style  is 
magniloquent  ,•  itssjriritis  not  magnanimous. 
Jt  is  valiant,  swaggering,  insolent,  ivith  a 
hundred  thousand  readers  at  Us  heels  ;  but, 
the  instant  the  rascal  rout  turn  round  with 
the  '  whiff  a?id  wind"1  of  some  fell  circum- 
stance, the  Times,  the  renegade,  inconstant 
Times,  turns  ivith  them.  Let  the  mob 
shout,  let  the  city  roar,  and  the  voice  of 
the  Times  is  heard  above  them  all,  with 
outrageous,  deafening  clamour  ;  but,  let 
the  vulgar  hubbub  cease,  and  no  whisper, 
no  echo  of  it,  is  ever  after  heard  of  in  the 
Times.  Like  Bully  Jiottom  in  the  play, 
it  then  '  aggravates  its  voiqe  so,  as  if  it 
were  a  singing  dove,  an  it  were  any  night- 
ingale.' Its  coarse  ribaldry  is  turned  to  a 
harmless  jest  ;  its  swelling  rodomontade  sinks 
to  a  vapid  common-place;  and  the  editor 
amuses  himself  in  the  interval,  before  another 
great  explosion,  by  collecting  and  publisliing, 
from  time  to  time,  Affidavits  of  the  numbers 
of  his  paper  sold  in  the  last  stormy  period  of 
'he  press. 

"  The  Times  rose  into  notice  through 
its  diligence  and  promptitude  in  furnish- 
ing Continental  intelligence,  at  a  time 
when  foreign  news  was  the  most  inte- 
resting commodity  iii  the  market ;  but  at 
present  it  engrosses  every  other  depart- 
ment. It  grew  obscene  and  furious  during 
the  revolutionary  war;  and  the  nick- 
names which  Mr  Walter  bestowed  on  the 
French  Ruler  were  the  counters  with 
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which  he  made  his'  fortune.  When  the 
game  of  war  and  madness  was  over,  and 
the  proprietor  wished  to  pocket  his  dear- 
bought  gains  quietly,  he  happened  to  have 
a  writer  in  his  employ  who  wanted  to 
roar  on,  as  if  anything  more  was  to  be 
got  by  his  continued  war-hoop,  and  who 
scandalized  the  whole  body  of  disinterest- 
ed Jews,  contractors,  and  stock-jobbers, 
by  the  din  and  smithery  with  which,  in 
the  piping  time  of  peace,  he  was  for  ri- 
veting on  the  chains  of  foreign  nations. 
It  was  found,  or  thought  at  least,  that 
this  could  not  go  on.  Tlie  tide  of  gold  no 
longer  flowed  up  the  river,  and  the  tide  of 
ItiUingsgate  and  blood  could  no  longer -Jlow 
down  it,  with  any  pretence  to  decency,  mora- 
lity, or  religion.  Tltere  is  a  cant  of  patriot- 
ism in  tlie  city  :  there  is  a  cant  of  humanity 
among  hackneyed  politicians.  The  writer  of 
the  LEADING  ARTICLE,  it  is  true,  was  a  fa- 
natic ;  but  the  proprietor  of  the  LEADING 
JOURNAL  was  neither  a  martyr  nor  confes- 
sor. The  principles  gave  way  to  tlie  policy  of 
the  paper ;  and  this  was  the  origin  of  the 
NEW  TIMES." 

Observing  that  you,  Christopher, 
have  of  late  been  honoured  with  some 
of  the  abuse  of  this  great  "  Bully  Bot- 
tom," the  Old  Times,  I  ain  sure  you 
will  be  gratified  to  see  how  the  Edin- 
burgh Review  itself  appreciates  the 
candour,  consistency,  and  honesty  of 
the  representatives  of  old  Walter.  As 
for  the  abuse  of  Dr  Stoddart — for,  in 
the  midst  of  certain  symptoms  of  fear 
which  I  thoroughly  understand,  he  is 
still  abused  here — it  would  really  be 
too  ridiculous  in  me  to  say  a  word  about 
what  I  am  sure  he  will  never  waste  a 
thought  upon.  Dr  S.  is  a  rare  excep- 
tion to  a  rule — that,  indeed,  is  all  but 
an  universal  one.  He  is  connected 
with  the  daily  press,  and  has  been  so 
for  many  years ;  and  yet  he  is  as  un- 
spotted a  gentleman  as  is  now  living 
in  England.  This  is  quite  enough  for 
the  Cockneys.  He  is  a  keen  and  high- 
principled  Tory,  and  a  writer  of  very 
uncommon  pith  and  tact,  and  that 
again  is  quite  enough  for  the  Whigs. 

But  to  return  to  our  article.  Next 
comes  a  puff  of  Thet  Traveller,  which 
is  qualified  as  "  not  a  new,  but  a  new- 
ly-conducted paper,"  and  as  <f  distin- 
guished by  sound  judgment,"  &c.  &c. 
Let  it  suffice  to  say,  that  Brougham 
was  understood  to  have  become  the 
chief  proprietor  of  this  paper  not  long 
ago,  and  one  of  his  brothers  to  have 
become  its  editor  ;  and  that,  I  believe, 
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in  point  of  fact,  it  has  already  ceased 
to  exist  as  a  distinct  paper,  in  spite  of 
all  this  \-Eheu  ! 

Of  course  I  shall  skip  over  the  viru- 
lent abuse  of  the  Courier.  The  Courier 
never  employed  Hazlitt,  and  he  has  all 
his  life  been  occupied  in  libelling  those 
connected  with  it.  You  remember  his 
rile  buffoonery  about  Mr  Mudford's 
personal  appearance  in  his  Table-talk  ; 
and  this — can  this  be  the  creature  who 
dares  to  talk  here  in  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view about "  flickering  jests  on  personal 
defects  ?"  Can  this  be  the  fellow  who 
talks  so  ?  Just  turn  to  the  Liberal,  No. 
IV.  and  see  how  Mr  Irving  is  described 
— "  a  tall,  raw-boned,  hard-featured, 
impudent  Scotch  quack" — "  his  hair  is 
matted  like  a  mane,  his  beard  blue  and 
singed,  and  he  verges  in  his  general 
appearance  to  the  Simians  tribe,  but  of 
the  largest  species" — "  the  half-saint, 
half-savage" — "  the  cross-fire  of  his 
double  vision" — (l  the  portentous  cast 
in  the  right  eye" — "  this  brawny 
bravo  of  the  church" — "  that  strong 
obliquity  of  mental  vision,  that  can  look 
grave  on.  the  parent,  and  fulsome  on  the 
daughter." — I  say^  let  any  man  just 
look  to  these  phrases — particularly 
the  last  Southampton^Row  touch — and 
to  the  whole  production  in  which  they 
occur — J  think  it  isHazlitt's — I  think 
there  is  internal  evidence  of  that ;  but 
at  all  events,  the  thing  is  in  the  Libe- 
ral, for  which  Hazlitt  writes — as,  in- 
deed, what  liberal  and  decorous  jour- 
nal is  there  for  which  he  does  not 
write  ? — I  say,  let  any  man  look  at 
these  specimens  of  Whig  and  Cockney 
liberality  and  decorum,  and  then  listen 
to  old  Blue  and  Yellow  (supported  as 
it  is  by  the  same  people  as  the  Liberal) 
abusing  the  ministerial  press ' '  for  flick- 
ering jests  on  personal  defects."  This 
impudence  is  really  enough  to  turn  the 
stomach  of  a  hog  "  of  the  largest  spe- 
cies." 

But,  after  all,  there  is  nothing'in  the 
whole  of  this  rich  concern  that  amuses 
me  so  highly  as  the  style  in  which  you, 
Christopher — your  Magazine,  I  mean 
— are  discussed.  First  of  all,  at  the 
very  first  broaching  of  the  business  of 
Magazines,  "  there  is,"  quoth  the  Jef- 
frisian  Scribe,  "  the  Gentleman's  Ma- 
gazine at  the  one  end,  and  Mr  Black- 
wood's  at  the  other."  Then  follows  a 
paragraph  about  the  Gentleman's  Ma- 
gazine, borrowed  verbatim  from  a  poem 
of  Odoherty's,  and  some  other  articles 
that  appeared  two  years  ago,  less  or 
more,  in  the  Magazine.  But  what  more 
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of  Blackwood's  ?  Not  one  word,  my 
dear  fellow.  He  could  name  it — or 
rather  he  could  suffer  it  to  be  named — 
this  was  something — this  was  much — 
but  could  he  go  tarther  ?  Durst  he 
discuss  you  as  he  did  Sylvanus  Urban, 
or  Tom  Campbell,  or  Sir  Dicky  Phil- 
lips ?  No  more  than  a  messan  durst 
worry  a  bull-dog.  Hazlitt — or  the 
Cockney  author,  whoever  he  be— had, 
I  doubt  not,  abused  you  very  manful- 
ly through  many  pages  of  his  manu- 
script. If  he  had  not  done  this,  why, 
then,  he  is  a  mere  booby ;  for  everybody 
may  see  what  the  drift  of  the  whole 
article  is — everybody  sees  that  the  ob- 
ject was  to  attack  you,  you  alone — 
everybody  sees  that  but  for  you  there 
would  no  more  have  been  an  article  on 
the  Periodical  Press,  than  there  would 
have  been  an  article  on  the  Cheese 
Press — everybody  sees  this ;  and  yet  to 
the  destruction  of  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view, to  the  howling  of  Hazlitt,  and 
the  eternal  jobation  of  Jeffrey,  there  is 
not  the  pluck,  after  all,  to  do  more 
than  just  men tioningonce  the  mere  fact 
that  Mr  Blackwood  has lf  a  Magazine." 
News  indeed  this  to  the  Cockneys  ! — 
Only  look  at  the  drivelling  idiot.  Does 
he  mean,  after  all,  to  pay  you  a  com- 
pliment ?  He  plainly  says,  that  the 
Gentleman's  Magazine  is  the  dullest, 
and,  if  he  were  a  logical  writer,  it  would 
of  course  follow  that  he  meant  to  say, 
Mr  Blackwood's,  the  Magazine  "  at  the 
other  end,"  is  the  cleverest  of  all.  Did 
he  mean  to  say  this  ?  If  so,  why  not 
say  it  ?  Or  did  he  mean  to  say,  that 
Blackwood's  was  the  newest,  the  Gen- 
tleman's being  confessedly  the  oldest 
of  the  fry  ?  If  so,  he  meant  to  say  what 
he  knew  to  be  not  true.  He  knew  very 
well  that  whatever  merits  the  new  Ma- 
gazines he  puffs  may  have — and  nei- 
ther you  nor  I  are  such  blue  and  yel- 
low dirt  that  we  should  deny  that  they 
both  have  contained  many  excellent 
things — they-  owe  their  very  breath, 
and  being,  and  form,  and  substance, 
and  life,  to  imitation  of  Ulackwood, 
Both  Scribe  and  Editor  know  this  well 
enough.  All  the  world  knows  it.  No- 
body would  confess  it  more  freely  and 
manfully  than  Tom  Campbell  himself, 
I  will  be  .bound  for  that.  It  follows, 
therefore,  that  this  scribe  has  really 
been  deprived  of  all  meaning  whatever 
by  the  process  his  production  has  been 
subjected  to — he  has  been  dipt  past 
redemption. 

Farther  down  a  little  way,  I  ob- 
serve a  paragraph  about  "  slang  wit. 
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— "  shrewd  remark," — "  oysters  and 
whisky,"  &c.  &c.,  which  is  probably 
meant  for  a  cut  at  your  Nodes  Ambro- 
siance.  The  name,  as  I  have  been  ob- 
serving, they  dare  not  mention  : — ex- 
cept once  (and  then  it  is  done  with  the 
air  of  a  child  afraid  of  burning  its  fin- 
gers,) the  name  of  "  Mr  Black  wood's 
Magazine"  does  not  occur  in  this  ar- 
ticle on  the  present  periodical  press  of 
Great  Britain  ! — Yet  my  opinion  is, 
that  this  paragraph  about  the  toddy  and 
oysters,  &c.  is  intended  by  way  of  a 
slap  at  your  merry  doings  in  Ambrose's. 
The  ninnies  did  not  see  what  a  compli- 
ment they  were  paying  to  the  dramatic 
talent  displayed  in  that  masterly  series 
of  papers.  Poor  creatures  !  they  want- 
ed to  take  a  lick,  and  their  flail  has  just 
come  back  the  wrong  way,  and  brui- 
sed their  own  knuckles.  This,  how- 
ever, is  a  sort  of  thing  that  I  am  sure 
you,  Mr  North,  will  never  dream  of  ta- 
king any  serious  notice  of,  even  should 
you  agree  with  me  as  to  my  opinion  of 
its  purpose  and  drift.  If  the  Edin- 
burgh Review  wishes  to  have  a  turn-up 
in  good  earnest  with  Black  wood's  Ma- 
gazine, let  the  Edinburgh  Review  say  so 
smack  out.  No  chaffing  in  corners  and 
under  the  breath.  Let  us  hear  the 
challenge  !  Let  us  see  the  blunt  posted 
— let  us  see  the  Blue  and  Yellow  rib- 
bons tied  to  the  stakes. — We  shall  then 
understand  what  we  are  after.  And 
one  word  more  I  shall  say :  Let  Mr 
Jeffrey  himself  come  to  the  scratch — 
Mr  Jeffrey,  and  nobody  but  Mr  Jeffrey. 
We  have  battered  the  blood  about  the 
brainless  heads  of  these  Cockney  raga- 
muffins, until  we  may  well  be  weary 
of  the  occupation.  Why  have  us  lick 
them  over  again  here  ?  Has  common 
prudence  departed  for  ever  from  among 
mankind  ?  Does  Mr  Jeffrey  wish  to 
make  his  Review  the  engine  of  the 
Cockneys  against  Blackwood  ?  Impos- 
sible. Don't  let  us  be  bothered  then 
about  Hunt's  Rimini  and  Keats's  En- 
dymion,  and  the  rest  of  that  odious 
trash  ;  but,  if  Mr  Jeffrey  really  wishes 
a  set-to,  let  him  grapple  at  once  with 
some  of  those  never-to-be-forgotten, 
and  never  (oh  never  !)  to-be-forgiven 
articles,  which  you  levelled  against  the 
original  Edinburgh  Reviewers  Jifin- 
selves.  Answer  these  who  can  !  Well, 
well  does  Mr  Francis  Jeffrey  know, 
that  such  burdens  are  not  adapted  for 
the  shoulders  of  the  Cockneys.  But  I 
can  tell  him,  that  if  he  himself  knows 
this  much  of  the  matter,  all  the  world 
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besides  knows  and  feels  too,  that,  unless 
somebody  be  found  who  will  dare  to 
put  his  back  to  that  load,  and  to  no 
other,  it  were  better  for  the  Edinburgh 
Review  to  have  a  millstone  tied  about 
its  neck,  and  to  be  cast  into  the  deep, 
than  to  be  detected  standing  afar  off, 
and  joining  a  timid  and  trembling  pipe 
in  the  Cockney-whine  against  Black- 
wood. 

And  this  brings  me  at  last  to  what 
it  has  all  along  appeared  to  me,  must 
inevitably  be  the  fatal,  the  most  un- 
fortunate and  fatal  effect  of  the  inser- 
tion of  this  article  on  the  periodical 
press  in  the  Edinburgh  Review  !  The 
Edinburgh  Review  has  of  late  years 
been  more  skilfully,  effectually,  and 
insufferably  attacked,  than  perhaps 
any  literary  engine  of  disloyalty  and 
infidelity  has  been  in  our  time.  "  Why 
does  the  Edinburgh  Review  make  no 
answer  to  all  this  ?" — has  been  the  un- 
varying feeling,  and  the  frequent,  lan- 
guage of  every  man  not  immediately 
connected  with  Mr  Jeffrey  and  his  Re- 
viewing Cabal.  The  only  answer  they 
have  ever  vouchsafed  has  been  a  sort  of 
would-be-disdainful  toss  of  the  nose — 
as  much  as  to  say,  "  Poll  !  'tis  only  a 
Magazine  that  attacks  us  !  would  you 
really  have  Jeffrey  meddle  with  a  Ma- 
gazine ?" 1  appeal  to  Jeffrey  him- 
self, whether  I  am  not  now  stating  the 
exact  truth.  Of  course  nobody  but  an 
idiot  could  be  really  taken  in  by  such 
stuff — but  still  here  was  a  something 
to  be  said,  insinuated,  hinted,  looked 

• and  w<§  all  know,  that,  give  the 

Whigs  a  something,  and,  however  con- 
temptible it  may  be,  they  will  find 
means  to  make  it  serve  their  turn 
among  themselves.  WeH,  but  what  is 
to  become  of  them  now  ?  What  is  to 
become  of  that  fine  big  face,  that  did 
so  much  good  service  ?  Othello's  oc- 
cupation's gone ! 

The  Edinburgh  Review  has  at  last 
come  down  from  its  altitude,  and  put 
itself  by  the  side,  not  of  Blackwood's 
Magazine  (that,  forsooth,  had  indeed 
been  a  favour  !)  but  of  the  News,  the 
Morning  Chronicle,  the  Traveller,  the 
Examiner,  the  Times,  Cobbett,  &c. 
&c.  In  short,  it  has  proclaimed  itself 
the  "  Cater-cousin"  of  every  liberal 
and  decorous  journal  in  the  world,  and 
farewell  to  all  its  greatness  !  After  con- 
descending to  review  and  laud  the ' 'Es- 
says," the  "  jeux-d' esprit,"  the  "  en- 
lightened disquisition,"  of  old  Perry's 
newspaper  —  after  condescending  to 
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haver  and  stare  over  the  wonderful 
achievements  of  those  miraculous  Gen- 
tlemen of  the  Press,  who  bring  out  the 
dramatic   criticisms  in    the   morning 
papers,  the  very  day  after  the  piece  cri- 
ticized was  performed — after  testifying 
this  profound  respect  fottifcReportertl 
— after  calling  the  contributions  to  Col- 
burn's  Magazine,  and  its  rival,  "  the 
very  cream  of  periodical  literature" — 
in  short,  after  this  complete  blending, 
amalgamating,  and  interfusing  of  it- 
self, with  all  that  sort  of  concern — up- 
on what,  in  the  name  of  everything 
that  is  salutiferous,  is  this  Quondam 
Down-looker  to  take  his  stand  ? — No ! 
he  has  fallen  from  his  humbug  height 
—he  has  slidden  from  his  vapouring 
vantage-ground — he  has  leapt  from 
his  laughter-moving  pinnacle — he  now 
stands  upon  the  debateable  ground  like 
other  people,  and  woe  be  to  him  if  he 
stands  there  only  to  be  a  mark  for  your 
unerring  and  unsparing  articlery.  You 
may  depend  on  it,  many  will  be  the 
weary  days  through  which  Mr  Jeffrey 
will  bemoan  himself,  for  having  been 
betrayed  into  this  betise.     It  will  not 
be  either  sneering   or  snuffling  that 
will  suffice  to  lug  him   out  of  the 
quagmire,  into  which  he  has  suffered 
a  quackish  and  Cockney  will-o'-the- 
wisp  to  seduce  his  unfortunate  stilts. 
Let  Mr  Jeffrey  reflect  upon  all  this 
coolly  by  himself — and,  if  he  does  make 
up  bis  mind  to  do  the  thing  like  a  man 
• — if  he  does  make  vip  his  mind  to  at- 
tack you  boldly  and  directly  for  your 
articles  on  the  Edinburgh  Review,  its 
political  basenesses — its  irreligious  tone 
throughout — its  occasional  dip*  of  in- 
fidelity, open  and  not  to  be  mistaken — 
its  blasphemous  sneers — and  its  vile 
prostitution  of  literary  criticism  to  the 
purposes  of  unpatriotic  and  unchris- 
tian rancour  and  spleen — if  he  does 
make  up  his  mind  to  come  forth  in 
harness,  and  give  battle  upon  these 
great  points — no  fear,  say  I,  but  he 
shall  meet  a  champion  well  armed  for 
the  conflict.     But  let  him  not  lay  the 
flattering  unction  to  his  soul,  that,  by 
loose,  vague,  and  indefinite  paragraphs 
of  abuse,  such  as  this  made-up  thing 
consists  of,  he  can  blind  the  eyes  of 
the  public  to  the  damning  fact,  that  he 
avoids  the  questions  which  really  have 
been,  and  are,  at  issue,  between  his 
journal  and  that  which  first  bearded 
him  in  his  own  northern  den,  which 
first  shewed  that  to  be  little  which  had 
before  passed  current  for  great,  which 
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stripped  the  mask  from  the  features  of 
foulness,  and  made  the  despot-im- 
postor stoop  from  his  throne  to  drain 
the  cup  of  exposure,  and  kneel  in  the 
dust  of  irretrievable  degradation. 

As  for  the  old  assertion,  so  unpity- 
ingly  reiterated  throughout  the  five  or 
six  concluding  pages  of  this  article, 
viz.  that  the  Tory  press  of  the  present 
day  has  had  the  guilt  of  introducing  a 
new  and  unheard-of  measure,  and,  in- 
deed, a  new  and  unheard-of  system,  of 
personal  vituperation  into  English  li- 
terature— I  say,  once  for  all,  that  the 
assertion  is  grossly  in  opposition  to  the 
truth  of  history.     That  it  is  wilfully 
false,  I  do  not  say — because  I  am  sun- 
Mr  Jeffrey  is  incapable  of  writing  or 
editing  what  he  knows  to  be  false  ;  but, 
at  the  same  time,  I  must  be  permitted 
to  observe,  that  this  article  shews  that 
some  Edinburgh  Reviewers  have  read 
Blackwood's  Magazine ;  and  all  the 
world  knows,  that  this  assertion  has 
been  proved  to  be  false  in  that  jour- 
nal,   not   once  nor   twice,   but  fifty 
times.     I  refer,  once  for  all,  to  that 
Number  of  the  Noctes  Ambrosi.n;,' 
in  which  the  history  of  English  libel 
was  gone  into  at  so  much  length,  and 
brought  to  so  triumphant  a  conclusion 
in  favour  of  the  Tories  generally — but 
above  all,  and  more  especially,  of  the 
Tory  writers  of  the  present  time.     As 
for  thegrossness  of  the  mis-statement. 
I  need  not  surely  lecture  upon  that  to 
your  readers.  They  know  that  Jeffrey, 
Brougham,  and  Moore,  were  vindic- 
tive libellers  of  men,  as  well  as  of  prin- 
ciples, long  ere  Christopher  North  ever 
shed  one  drop  of  ink  on  the  field  of 
periodical  literature.  They  know  that 
Peter  Pindar  preceded  the  Anti-jacobin 
— they  know  that  the  Examiner,  the 
Morning  Chronicle,  and  the  Times, 
preceded  John  Bull.    They  know  that 
the  Tory  warfare  has  been  strictly, 
and  in  every  stage  of  its  progress,  n 
defensive  one:    They  know  that  Mr 
Jeffrey  and  his  clan  had  twenty  years 
of  free  and  unchecked    abusing,  ere 
Blackwood  began  to  abuse  them  ;  and 
they  know,  and  all  the  world  feels,  that 
if,  on  one  or  two  occasions,  (for  I  deny 
that  more  than  this  can  be  asserted, 
even  by  the  bitterest  of  your  honest 
enemies,)  you  have  overstepped  the 
limits  of  perfect  propriety  in  the  style 
of  your  warring,  the  transgression  was 
only  a  transcript  of  what  he  and  all 
his  friends  had  been  accustomed  to  do 
from  their  youth  upwards — and  they 
17 
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—  the  world — the  impartial  candid 
world,  will  not  fail  to  observe  how 
broad  is  the  line  that  must  be  drawn 
between  the  unprovoked,  tyrannical, 
vindictive  vituperation,  habitual  to  the 
old  Edinburgh  Review,  and  the  few 
occasional  instances  of  ultra-severity 
into  which  the  representative  and  the 
avenger  of  a  party  whose  very  food 
had  been  insult,  may  have  been  be- 
trayed in  the  momentary  heat  of  tem- 
per— or  rather,  I  should  say,  in  the 
roused  and  flaming  indignation  of 
long- trampled  virtue,  long-derided  re- 
ligion, long-spurned  and  outraged  pa- 
triotism. 

Does  Mr  Jeffrey  flatter  himself  that 
all  his  thousand  misdeeds  of  the  form- 
er, the  free,  the  unfettered  day  of  his 
domination,  are  forgotten  or  forgiven, 
merely  because  in  these  latter  times 
he  and  his  partizans  have  been  whip- 
ped, lashed,  scourged  into  comparative 
quietness,  decorum,  and  inoffensive- 
ness  ?  Does  a  blue  and  yellow  viper 
cease  to  be  one,  merely  because  his 
fangs  have  been  extracted?  Is  such 
a  CREATURE  the  less  a  viper,  because 
pity  is  a  more  natural  and  appro- 
priate feeling  for  him  in  his  pre- 
sent disabled  condition  than  wrath  ? 
No — no  ! — the  memory  of  an  insulted 
community  is  not  quite  so  short-lived 
as  some  of  these  old  and  branded  of- 
fenders may  well  wish  it  were.  The 
time  was,  and  at  no  distant  date,  when, 
to  make  use  of  language  that  you  will 
have  no  difficulty  in  recognizing, — 
(t  The  Whigs  assumed  a  natural  su- 
periority over  tis,  as  if,  being  of  a  dif- 
ferent party,  we  were  necessarily  of  an 
inferior  species,  and  justly  liable  to  be 
tortured,  worried,  and  hunted  to  death 
like  any  other  vermin."  The  time  was, 
when  they  had  a  right  to  say  what  they 
pleased  of  us,  to  invent  and  propagate 
any  falsehood  or  misrepresentation  that 
suited  their  turn.  It  was  then  that 
the  greater  the  falsehood,  the  more  was 
the  merit — the  more  barefaced  the  im- 
posture, the  more  laudable  the  fraud. 
You  were  a  Tory — a  loyal  man — a 
Christian  writer— did  not  that  of  itself 
imply  all  other  crimes  and  misdemean- 
ours ?  That  being  once  granted,  they 
had  a  right  to  heap  every  outrage, 
every  indignity  upon  you,  as  a  matter 
of  course.  You  were  an  enthusiast  in 
the  cause  of  the  throne  and  the  altar. 
Did  it  not  follow  that  you  must  be  a 
bad  poet,  a  contemptible  orator,  a  bi- 
got, a  slave  !  You  were  for  the  Mini- 
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sters:  Was  it  to  be  supposed  that 
you  were  not  against  sense,  grammar, 
rhyme,  and  reason?  You  were  en- 
titled, in  short,  neither  to  justice  nor 
to  mercy;  and  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
viewer, who  volunteered  to  deprive 
you  of  a  livelihood,  whether  by  stri- 
king at  your  moral  fame,  or  your  intel- 
lectual reputation ;  in  short,  by  any 
means,  however  atrocious  or  dastard- 
ly,— this  Edinburgh  Reviewer,  this 
Brougham,  this  Jeffrey,  was  entitled 
to  the  thanks  of  the  liberal,  the  gra- 
titude of  the  decorous,  the  applauses 
of  THE  WHIGS.  Witness,  ye  much  in- 
jured n  am  es  of  C  oleridge,  Words  worth, 
and  Southey — witness,  ye  eternally 
blended  epithets  of  Rene^ado  and 
Driveller — witness,  ye  magnanimous 
sn-eerers  about  the  Morning  Post  and 
the  Stamp-Office — witness,  Oxford!— 
witness,  Copplestone  ! — witness,  ye 
more  recent  audacities,  that  have  just 
been  rebuked  into  the  mingled  blush 
and  shiver  of  impotence,  by  the  stern 
retributing  indignation  of  insulted 
Philpotts ! 

But  I  beg  pardon — I  have  really 
been  verging  towards  seriousness — 
which  is  surely  the  last  mood  of  your 
mind  in  con  tern  plating  this  affair.  You, 
of  course,  regard  the  whole  as  an  indi- 
rect compliment  paid  to  yourself;  and 
indeed,  dear  North,  a  compliment  of 
compliments,  and  a  triumphant  tri- 
bute to  you  it  is.  I  speak  not  of  the 
compliments  to  your  talents,  extort- 
ed by  a  lurking  remnant  of  truth, 
in  the  midst  of  abuse — as,  for  in- 
stance, where,  in  an  absurd  tirade 
against  the  Noctes  Ambrosianae,  to 
put  down  which  he  appears  anxious 
for  an  act  of  Parliament,  he  is  com- 
pelled to  admit  their  wit,  and  the 
shrewdness  of  their  remarks ;  because 
compliments  from  such  a  creature  are 
rather  affronts  than  otherwise.  But 
your  triumph,  your  true  and  glorious 
triumph,  consists  in  the  grovelling, 
crawling,  cowardly,  pitiful  confession 
of  the  utter  prostration  of  the  whole 
gang  of  whom  he  now  acts  as  mouth- 
piece, before  you,  and  in  the  beggarly 
and  starveling  lamentation  over  the 
severity  of  the  well-deserved  inflic- 
tion. That  you  have  crushed  the  ver- 
min, we  all  know ;  that  they  do  squeal 
and  gibber  at  the  very  mention  of  your 
name,  is  clear  as  light ;  but  that  any  of 
the  unfortunate  should  be  so  spoony 
as  to  make  the  confession  in  terms  so 
abject,  with  contortions  of  countenance 
2G 
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so  ludicrously  lamentable,  surpassed      occasion  to  give  anecdotes  of  the  lives 


my  warmest  expectations,  until  I  saw 
it  in  this  article.  Then  the  awful 
soreness  of  the  whole  party  at  rinding 
the  press  to  which  they  set  up  a  sort 
of  unalienable  claim,  turned  against 
them — and  discomfiting  them  totally 
— is  here  given  utterance  to  in  all  the 
blackness  of  sorrow.  We  have  put  the 
Whigs  down  in  a  great  measure  by  its 
agency,  and  nothing  can  comfort  them. 
All  they  have  left  is  to  accuse  us  of 
scurrility  and  personal  sarcasm.  Poor 
wretches  !  whom  does  that  gull  ?  No- 
body with  a  head  differing  in  organi- 
zation from  a  turnip.  They  commen- 
ced a  crusade  against  all  mat  was  es- 
timable in  society.  Peter  Pindar  was 
set  upon  the  most  virtuous  king  that 
ever  ornamented  a  throne,  and  his  ruf- 
fian buffoonery  was  cheered  by  the 
thundering  applause  of  the  Whigs. 
Tom  Moore  was  clapped  as  the  first 
of  jeux-d'esprit  writers  for  the  incre- 
dible infamies  of  his  Twopenny  Post- 
bag,  and  the  Fudge  Family — Sydney 
Smyth  flung  dirt  through  Peter  Plym- 
ley's  Letters,  to  their  infinite  joy — 
Hone  caricatured  the  King,  and  libel- 
led the  most  illustrious  men  and  wo- 
men in  the  country — this  very  Edin- 
burgh Review  was  established  for  the 
purpose  of  insulting  and  annoying  us 
in  every  manner  possible,  and  in  the 
course  of  its  hopeful  career  has  been 
guilty  of  the  basest  slanders  on  the 
living  and  the  dead,  has  run  tilt  against 
every  honest  feeling,  male  and  female, 
with  the  most  felonious  ferocity.  What 
need  I  swell  the  catalogue  ?  Take  up 
the  files  of  the  Morning  Chronicle  for 
the  last  thirty  years,  and  mark  its  ar- 
ticles ;  and  I  venture  to  say,  the  ve- 
nom, the  black-hearted  assassin  viru- 
lence displayed  in  them,  will  make  even 
the  strongest  stomach  turn.  Was  this 
to  be  tolerated  ?  Indeed  it  was  not. 
And  accordingly  we  retorted.  We 
shewed  the  mere  baseness  of  the  Whig 
newspaper  world — the  gross  ignorance 
and  drivelling  impertinence  of  the 
Cockneys — the  shallow  pretensions, 
and  the  cowardly  deism  of  the  Edin- 
burgh— the  utter  insufficiency  of  the 
Whig  statesmen — and  destroyed  by 
merely  holding  up  to  light  the  infamy 
of  the  Whig  libellers.  And  they  are 
down !  down  among  the  dead  men  ! 
There  let  them  rot ! 

In  this  operation  it  appears  we  have 
been  throwing  filth.  We  are  sure  the 
accusation  is  quite  true.  We  have  had 


of  some  of  the  profligates  whom  we 
have  overthrown,  and  their  enormity 
was  so  great  as  to  surpass  the  filth  of 
any  feigned  charge.  We  have  had 
occasion  to  point  out  the  tendency  of 
some  of  their  works,  and  this  tenden- 
cy is  so  foul,  that  our  very  language 
in  exposing  it  was  necessarily  open  to 
the  danger  of  being  suspected  of  sha- 
ring in  the  contamination.  But  it  is 
now  little  matter ;  we  have  seen  the 
work.  Extract,  North,  extract,  in  the 
very  joy  of  your  soul,  Hazlitt's  gra- 
phic description  of  your  overthrow  of 
him  and  his  rabble  rout.  It  is  deci- 
dedly the  very  best  thing  he  ever 
wrote. 

"  Who,  indeed,  was  likely  to  stand,  for 
any  length  of  time,  '  the  pelting  of  this 
pitiless  storm' — the  precipitation  of  nick- 
names from  such  a  height,  the  thundering 
down  of  huge  volumes  of  dirt  and  rubbish, 
the  ugly  blows  at  character,  the  flickering 
jests  on  personal  defects — with  the  com- 
placent smiles  of  the  great,  and  THE  AN- 
GRY SHOUTS  OF  THE  MOB,  to  say  no- 
thing  of  the  Attorney-General's  informa- 
tion, filed  ex  officio,  and  the  well-paid  de- 
positions of  spies  and  informers  !  It  was 
a  hard  battle  to  fight.  The  enemy  were 
well  entrenched  on  the  heights  of  place 
and  power,  and  skulked  behind  their  ram- 
parts— those  whom  they  assailed  were  ex- 
posed, and  on  the  pav6.  It  was  the  forlorn 
hope  of  genius  and  independence  strug- 
gling for  fame  and  bread ;  and  it  is  no 
wonder  that  many  of  the  candidates  turn- 
ed tail)  and  fled  from  such  fearful  odds." 

Is  not  this  balm  to  your  heart? 
Do  you  not  feel  a  glowing  and  cheery 
warmth  over  you  while  reading  this 
passage  ?  To  be  sure  you  do.  Not 
that  we  rejoice  in  the  woe  of  any  poor 
fellow-creatures,  but  because  we  are 
happy  at  soul  to  find  that  the  noxious 
influence,  which  their  sinful  propen- 
sities led  them  to  exercise  whenever 
they  could,  is  clean  gone.  Do  not  dis- 
turb yourself  about  the  abusive  words 
occasionally  vented  against  you.  In 
their  vocabulary,  a  k  sycophant  to  a 
man  in  power,  is  one  who  fears  God, 
and  honours  the  king ;  an  atrocious 
dastard  is  a  man  who  takes  one  of  the 
"  VERMIN,"  (I  thank  thee,  slave,  for 
teaching  me  the  word,)  by  the  throat, 
and  squeezes  it  to  death  in  squeaking 
convulsions.  Such  is  the  dialect  of 
the  crew.  But,  blowing  away  this 
froth,  skipping  also  the  nonsense  about 
Attorney-Generals  and  informers,  who, 
Hazlitt  well  knows,  never  meddled 
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with  his  gang,  look  at  the  real  matter 
of  this  delightful  paragraph.  Here 
we  have  the  miserable  man  owning, 
that  in  consequence  of  OUR  exertions. 
the  whole  of  his  wickedly  industrious 
pack  are  LAUGHED  AT  BY  THE  GREAT, 

AND,  BEST  OF  ALL,  INSULTED  BY  THE 

MOB,  tortured,  hunted,  and  worried 
to  death,  convicted  of  stupidity  and 
ignorance  in  prose  and  verse,  ruined 
in  pretensions,  scorned  for  the  disco- 
vered particulars  of  their  whole  life, 
education,  and  conversation,  dissected 
as  condemned  malefactors,  looked  on 
as  guilty  of  petty  vices  and,  absurdi- 
ties, suspected  of  being  bad  subjects, 
and  universally  admitted  to  be  bad 
writers  and  bad  men,  by  all  the  re- 
spectable and  well-disposed  part  of 
the  community !  How  awful  a  deli- 
neation of  the  wretched  state  of  mind 
enjoyed  (if  I  may  use  the  word) 
by  those  who  have  lifted  up  their 
voices  against  their  monarch  and  their 
God !  How  consolatory  to  those  who 
have  stuck  to  that  cause  through  good 
and  evil  report !  Not  a  word  that  I 
can  say  could  heighten  the  picture; 
but  never  forget  it,  North ;  let  it  serve 
as  an  everlasting  text  for  you,  when- 
ever you  think  fit  to  mention  THE 
VERMIN. 

Mille  habet  ornatus  ;  mille  decenter  habet. 
Tib.  IV.  ij.  14. 

I  am  afraid  I  have  spun  out  your 
patience  altogether — but  take  heart,  I 
am  almost  done  with  it  now. 

The  article  "  On  Early  Moral  Edu- 
cation" is  Brougham's,  and  it  is  in  his 
best  style.  It  is  full  of  plain  strong 
sense ;  and  yet  a  certain  graceful  tinge 
of  feeling  is  diffused  over  every  sen- 
tence. Such  articles  cannot  be  too 
widely  read,  or  too  highly  applauded. 
The  appearance  of  such  things  I  ever 
Jiail  with  delight,  wherever  I  find 
them.  I  am  a  Tory,  and  Brougham 
is  a  Whig ;  but,  after  all,  into  what 
insignificance  these  party  names  and 
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party  objects  sink,  when  contrasted 
with  the  universal  feelings  of  huma- 
nity—and the  great — God  grant  it 
were  always  the  common  cause — of 
social  good. 

I  would  it  were  in  my  power  to  ter- 
minate in  this  vein  ;  but  I  cannot  end 
without  saying,  very  shortly,  that  no- 
thing, even  in  the  Edinburgh  Review, 
ever  excited  in  my  mind  emotions  of 
a  more  painful  nature,  than  certain 
passages  in  the  article  on  Las  Cases's 
book  about  Napoleon,  To  see  the 
character  of  Marie  Antoinette  thus 
sneered  at  in  the  face  of  all  the  affect- 
ing evidences  of  its  saint-like,  prince- 
ly, and  heroic  elevation  which  Mme. 
Campan's  work  and  the  ee  Royal 
Memoirs"  have  just  laid  before  the 
world  !  Js  this  chivalry  ?  Is  this  man- 
hood ?  And  to  see  such  things  quoted 
in  the  Review  that  is  to  be  lying  on 
the  tables  of  at  least  some  English 
ladies  for  three  months  to  come ! — 
such  vile  obscenity — such  heartless, 
witless  filth  !  I  blush  indeed  for  Mr 
Jeffrey.  Is  it  possible  that  the  article 
is  another  contribution  from  the  same 
wretched  Ribald,  who  treats  the  same 
subject  in  the  same  spirit  of  disho- 
nesty and  degradation  in  the  new 
number  of  the  Liberal  ?  Is  such  com- 
munity to  be  pushed  so  far — and  Mr 
Jeffrey  still  hope  to  maintain  any  de- 
gree of  reputation  for  his  work  ? 

The  argument  in  favour  of  the  late 
unhappy  Queen  of  England,  viz.  that, 
"  after  all,  she  only  formed  one  con- 
nexion in  the  course  of  six  years,"  is, 
in  this  shape  at  least,  a  new  one.  One 
connexion!  only  one  Bergami!  Peace  be 
to  her  ashes  !  Must  her  friends  always 
be  the  persons  to  stir  them  with  the 
boldest  finger  of  insult  ?  And  this  is 
from  the  Review  that  says  the  Exa- 
miner would  be  a  respectable  paper, 
but  for  its  "  flippancy  about  morals 
and  religion !" 

Yours  truly, 

TIMOTHY  TICKLER. 
Southside,  1 5th  August,  1823. 
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No.  XI. 

XPH  A'EN  STMHOSm  KTAIKliN  IIEPINISSOMENAflN 
HAEA  KftTIAAONTA  KA0HMENON  OINOnOTAZEIN. 

PHOC.  ap.  Ath. 

\^This  is  a  distich  by  wise  old  Phocylides, 

An  ancient  who  wrote  crabbed  Greek  in  no  silly  days  ; 

Meaning,  "'Tis  KIGHT  FOR  GOOD  WINEBIBBING  PEOPLE, 

"  NOT   TO  LET  THE  JUG  PACE  ROUND  THE  BOARD  LIKE  A  CRIPPLE  ; 
"BUT  GAILY  TO  CHAT  WHILE  DISCUSSING  THEIR  TIPPLE." 

An  excellent  rule  of  the  hearty  old  cock  'tis  — 
And  a  very  Jit  motto  to  put  to  our  Noctes.^ 

C.  N.  ap.  Ambr. 

NORTH. 

Nay,  do  not  blush,  Ensign.     I  thought  you  had  dipped  in  the  Shannon. 
I  believe  you  sing  extempore  ? 

MULLION. 
Ay,  and  ex-trumpery. 

NORTH. 

Curse  your  punning.     Quaver  away  this  (throwing  M.  a  paper.} 

MULLION,  (hums  a  preludio.  ) 
Then,  therefore,  give  due  audience  and  attend.    Milton,  hem  ! 

1.  3. 

The  birds  have  sung  themselves  to  rest,  And  safe  and  silent  in  the  bay, 

That  sang  around  our  bower  ;  Is  moor'd  each  fisher's  prow, 

The  weight  of  the  night-dew  has  bow'd  Each  wearied  one  has  sought  his  home, 

The  bead  of  every  flower.  But  where,  n«y  love,  art  thou  ? 

2.  4. 

The  ringing  of  the  hunter's  hoxn  I  pick'd  a  rose,  a  red  blush  rose, 

Has  ceased  upon  the  hill,  Just  as  the  dews  begun, 

The  cottage  windows  gleam  with  light,  I  kiss'd  its  leaves,  but  thought  one  kiss 

The  harvest  song  is  still.  Would  be  a  sweeter  one. 

5. 

I  kept  the  rose  and  kiss,  I  thought 

How  dear  they  both  would  be  ! 
But  now  I  fear  the  rose  and  kiss 

Are  kept  in  vain  for  thee  ! 

Really  a  very  pretty  song.  It  was  spoony  in  you  to  drop  it  out  of  your  pocket, 
ODoherty  ! 

ODOHERTY. 

And  amazingly  genteel  in  you  to  sing  it  under  the  circumstances.  It  was 
about  as  bad  as  Brougham's  reading  in  Parliament  Mr  Saurin's  letter,  picked 
out  of  Lord  Norbury's  pocket. 

NORTH. 

Is  the  author  a  secret  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

Not  the  least.  Rest  her  soul  !  she  died  of  love.  Her  name  was  Quashie 
Maboo  —  quite  a  sentimental  negress,  who  kept  a  canteen  in  the  Bowery  Way, 
New  York.  Poetry  and  peach-brandy  were  the  death  of  her.  I  got  her  a 
great  wake  in  1816,  for  she  was  tenderly  attached  to  me. 
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NORTH. 

Wilberforce  ought  to  quote  this  song  as  a  proof  of  negro  capacity.  Was  she 
pretty  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

Yes,  black  but  comely — she  squinted  furiously,  but  it  passed  for  ogling  ; 
and  I  can  assure  you  her  pine-apple  rum  was  superb. 

MULLION. 

You  were  then  a  rum  customer,  I  take  it.  Apropos  of  love,  Tom  Moore  is 
in  Ireland,  I  understand. 

NORTH. 

So  I  am  informed  by  letter  from  Killarney.  He  travels  in  the  train  of  the 
Marquis  of  Lansdowne,  who  is  visiting  his  Irish  estates. 

TICKLER. 

Tom  goes  as  joculator,  I  suppose.  Lansdowne,  when  in  office,  was  distin- 
guished as  a  dancing-master,  and  gave  Thomas,  if  I  mistake  not,  the  place  in 
the  West  Indies  for  his  piping. 

NORTH. 

I  do  not  blame  him  for  that.  I  rejoice  to  see  literary  merit  patronized,  but 
there  was  something  base  and  grovelling — in  a  word,  something  truly  Whig — 
in  the  ruffian  treatment  Dibdin  experienced  from  the  gang  which  got  into 
power  in  1806. 

TICKLER. 

Dirty  revengeful — and  beggarly  to  the  last  degree.  They  could  not  for- 
give him  for  having,  in  his  glorious  songs,  stirred  the  spirit  of  Britain  against 
their  friends  the  Jacobins ;  and,  accordingly,  in  his  old  age,  the  filthy  fellows 
deprived  him  of  a  pension  which  he  had  earned  by  services  to  his  country, 
more  solid  than  the  nine-tenths  of  those  which  have  been  the  foundation  of 
many  a  Whig  property. 

NORTH. 

Well,  well — they  stick  to  one  another,  however ;  which  is  more  than  can  be 
said  of  other  people  who  shall  be  nameless.  You  know  we  have  often  contrast- 
ed the  different  treatment  experienced  by  this  very  Tommy  Moore  and  Theo- 
dore Hook,  under  the  very  same  circumstances. 

ODOHERTY. 

Theodore,  however,  is  winding  up  after  all,  and  must  eventually  be  cleared 
of  all  slur.  If  the  details  of  his  case  were  published,  it  would  be  the  expose  of 
the  most  rascally  piece  of  pitiful  persecution  ever  heard  of;  and  I  hope  it  wilt 
be  published  some  fine  day  or  other. 

MULLION. 

You  have  heard  Theodore's  joke  on  his  misfortune  ? 

BULLER. 

No,  never. — (Aside.)  Plus  millies  jam  audivi. 

MULLION. 

Poh,  man,  you  must  have  heard  it ;  it  is  in  print.  When  he  came  from  the 
Isle  of  France,  he  touched  at  the  Cape  of  Good-Hope,  where  he  met  Lord 
Charles  Somerset.  "  Bless  me,"  said  his  lordship,  "  what  sends  you  home  so 
soon,  Hook— a  complaint  in  your  liver  ?" — "  No,"  replied  Theodore ;  "  a  dis- 
order in  my  chest." — You  certainly  heard  it  ? 

NORTH. 
Why,  yes ;  it's  almost  as  venerable  as  anything  in  Joe  Miller. 

MULLION. 

I  was  aware  of  that,  and  only  told  it  as  a  preface  to  the  Duke  of  Sussex's  ad- 
mirable version  of  the  story.  The  Duke,  you  know,  is  very  bright. 

ODOHERTY. 

Yes,  as  one  of  Lambton's  coal-scuttles. 

MULLION. 

And  hates  Theodore,  whom  he  suspects — with  what  reason  I  cannot  say — of 
having  demolished  him  in  Bull. 

TICKLER. 

Why,  certainly  his  highness  has  no  great  reason  to  be  obliged  to  the  tribe  of 
Bull ;  for  he  was  only  suspected  to  be  a  blockhead  formerly,  but  now  is  written 
down  as  an  ass  regular. 
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MULL10N. 

Well,  sir,  an  ultra  fit  of  candour  every  now  and  then  seizes  on  him,  and  he 
panegyrizes  Hook's  wit.  "  I  don't  like  the  man,  sir,"  he  says — "  I  don't  like 
the  man  ;  but  do  him  justice  ;  let  us  be  fair  ;  he  is  a  droll  fellow,  sir — a  droll 
fellow ;  he  tells  you  a  good  thing — a  devilish  good  thing  now — ha,  ha,  ha  !— a 
most  excellent  thing.  You  know  he  was  at  the  Isle  of  France ;  ay,  and  he 
came  back  from  the  Isle  of  France  too — ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  we  all  know  why — 
ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  then,  coming  home,  he  stopped  at  the  Cape  of  Good- Hope 
— some  place  in  India,  you  know — where  he  met  Charles  Somerset.  Says 
Charles  to  him,  '  Why,  Hook/  says  he,  c  what  the  devil,'  says  he,  '  brings  you 
home  ?  I  hope/  says  he,  '  it  is  nothing  ails  your  liver  ?'  Well  now,  just  mind 
what  Hook  said — devilish  good — very  good,  faith — I  don't  like  the  man,  sir 
— I  don't  like  the  man  ;  but  let  us  be  fair ;  he  is  a  droll  fellow,  sir — a  droll 
fellow. — '  No/  says  Hook,  '  nothing  ails  my  liver — never  was  better  in  my 
life/  says  he  ;  '  but  there  is  a  deficiency  in  my  accounts,  which  I  must  go  over 
to  answer.'  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Devilish  good,  was  it  not  ?  When  I  heard  it  first, 
everybody  laughed.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !" 

TICKLER. 

You  are  a  capital  mimic,  Mullion.     I  wish  Mathews  had  that  story. 

NORTH. 

No,  no ;  it  would  be  scandalous  to  bring  a  prince  of  the  blood  on  the  stage. 
Remember  that  he  is  a  son  of  George  III.,  and  brother  of  George  IV. 

TICKLER. 

Pooh  !   Mathews  could  tell  it  of  Signer ,  or  any  other  of  the 

Duke's  select  circle. 

MULLION. 

Who,  by  the  way,  regularly  laugh  at  the  joke,  whenever  it  pleases  the  Duke 
to  tell  it.  It  is  his  highness's  best  story,  and  is  always  told  on  great  occasions, 
state  days,  holidays,  and  the  like. 

NORTH. 

Come,  gentlemen,  change  the  subject,  if  you  please.  I  do  not  like  to  hear 
anything  disparaging  to  any  son  of  HIM,  who,  no  matter  what  king  may  reign, 
shall  be  king  of  my  heart  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 

Come,  fill  up  your  wine, 
Look,  fill  it  like  mine  ; 
Here,  boys,  I  begin, 
A  good  health  to  the  KING  ! 
Tims,  see  it  go  round, 
Whilst  with  mirth  we  abound. 

Chorus. 

For  we  will  be  dull  and  heavy  no  more, 
Since  wine  does  increase,  and  there's  claret  good  store. 

Nay,  don't  us  deceive 

ODOHERTY. 

Upon  honour,  I  filled  a  bumper  from  the  foundation. 

NORTH. 

I  did  not  address  you,  my  good  fellow.  I  spoke  to  Mullion,  who  is  fight- 
ing shy  ;  but  danot  interrupt  me. 

Nay,  don't  us  deceive, 

Why  this  will  you  leave  ? 

The  glass  is  not  big, 

What  the  deuce,  you're  no  whig. 

Come,  drink  up  tne  rest, 

Or  be  merry  at  least, 

Chorus. 

For  we  will  be  dull  and  heavy  no  more, 
Since  wine  does  increase,  and  there's  claret  good  store. 
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TICKLER. 

Out  of  Pills  to  Purge  Melancholy,  if  I  mistake  not  ? 

NORTH. 

Yes,  from  the  aforesaid.  It  was  a  favourite  chaunt  of  worthy  Dr  Webster, 
some  forty  years  ago,  when  we  used  to  meet  in  the  Gude  Auld  Town,  at  the 
White  Horse  in  the  Canongate.  Many  a  scene  I  have  got  through  since  the 
Aughty-Three.  "  And  I  said,  the  days  of  my  youth,  where  are  they  ?  And 
Echo  answered,  Where  are  they." 

ODOHERTY. 

Pr'ythee,  no  more  of  your  antediluvian  recollections — your  dramas  of  the 
ancient  world. 

1. 

/ 


'Tis   in  vain  to  complain,  In    a    me  -  Ian  -  cho  -  ly  strain,   Of  the 


m 


days  that  are  gone,  And  will  ne  -  ver    come    a  -  gain.          Be    we 


gay  while  we  may,  At  what  -  e  -  ver  time  of  day,  Be  our  locks  ber  -  ry 


brown,  Or  be-mottled  o'er  with  grey, 


Be  our  locks  ber-ry 


m 


brown,  Or  bemottled  all  with  grey. 


2. 

We  have  laughed, 
We  have  quaffed, 
We  have  raked  it  fore  and  aft, 

But  out  of  pleasure's  bowl  have  not  emptied  all  the  draught. 
Never  mind 
Days  behind, 
But  still  before  the  wind, 
Float  after  jolly  souls,  full  flasks,  and  lasses  kind. 


BULLER. 

Extempore  ?     Stans  pede  in  uno  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

Yes,  on  honour.     I  was  seized  with  a  fit  of  poetical  fury. 

BULLER. 

You  are  almost  as  great  as  Pistrucci  himself. 

ODOHERTY. 

I  knock  under  to  Coleridge  only ;  for  he  makes  verses  asleep.     I  make  mu- 
sic sometimes  in  that  state,  but  never  poetry. 

NORTH. 

Have  you  heard  Coleridge's  late  epitaph  on  himself,  which  he  composed  in 
that  way  ? 
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TICKLER. 

No.  Repeat  it. 

NORTH. 

Here  lies  poor  Cole,  at  length  and  without  screaming, 
Who  died,  as  he  was  always  wont,  a-dreaming ; 
Shot,  as  with  pistol,  by  the  gout  within, 
Alone,  and  all  unknown,  at  Embro'  in  an  inn. 

TICKLER. 

"  Alone,  and  all  unknown,  at  Embro'  in  an  inn."  How  mournful  and  mu- 
sical. I  hope,  before  the  day  comes  when  my  epitaph  will  be  required  for 
him,  he  will  have  the  firmness  to  put  forth  his  strength,  and  take  his  place 
among  our  great  men. 

MULLION. 

What  are  you  thinking  of,  Ensign  ? — You  don't  hear  what  anybody  says 
to  you.  You  did  not  hear  the  Epitaph. 

ODOHERTY. 

Beg  your  pardon — beg  your  pardon  a  thousand  times  over — I  was  looking 
at  these  prints — they're  new  ones  surely — What  the  devil  are  they  ? 

NORTH. 

Pooh  !  they're  some  new  affairs — materials  that  Dr  Mullion  has  got  together 
for  his  Lectures  on  the  Fine  Arts. 

ODOHERTY. 

Oh  !  is  that  the  case  ? — What  are  the  subjects,  pray  ? 
MULLION. 

Don't  you  see  well  enough  what  they  are  ? — why,  they're  the  new  set  of 
prints  come  out  by  way  of  illustrations  to  Leigh  Hunt's  poem  of  "  The  Choice," 
in  the  last  Liberal.  I  shall  lecture  on  them  one  of  these  days. 

OrOHERTY. 

The  artist  ? 

MULLION. 

Nay,  as  to  that  I  can't  say — There's  no  name  to  the  article ;  but  'tis  whis- 
pered that  they  are  Haydon's. 

ODOHERTY. 

Haydon's  ? — Impossible! — impossible — not  the  least  like  his  style.  Why  they 
seem  to  be  mere  caricatures. 

MULLION. 

Not  a  bit — I  assure  you  'tis  all  dead  earnest.  There  is  much  gusto  about 
them — a  fine  free  sweep  of  pencil — a  delicate  sense  of  the  grace  of  things — 
They're  very  pretty  sweet  prints.  I  intend  to  make  Ambrose  a  present  of  them 
after  my  lecture  is  fairly  done  and  delivered. 

ODOHERTY. 

By  jingo,  I  can't  make  either  head  or  tail  of  these  things.  There  should 
have  been  a  motto,  or  something,  at  the  bottom,  to  let  one  into  the  artist's 
meaning.  What,  now,  is  this  here  one,  Mullion  ? 

MULLION. 

There  are  mottoes  to  each  of  them,  taken  from  the  poem  itself ;  but  the 
frame-maker  has,  by  some  mistake,  covered  them  with  his  pasteboard  and 
gilding.  Here,  however,  is  the  Liberal,  No  IV. — I  believe  I  can  easily  point 
out  the  appropriate  passages  for  your  benefit. 

ODOHERTY. 

That's  a  good  fellow.  Well,  then,  what  is  the  bit  alluded  to  here? — (I 
haven't  seen  the  last  Liberal  myself  yet.) 

MULLION. 

This  print,  sir,  represents  his  Majesty  of  Cockaigne  in  the  attitude  of  doing 
what  he  says  in  this  poem  he  is  very  fond  of — admiring  Nature. 

ODOHERTY. 

NATURE  ?—Why,  he's  at  the  tea-table. 

MULLION. 

No  matter — he's  admiring  the  "  Goal  of  life." 

2 


1823.]]  Nodes  Ambrosianae.     No  XI.  241 

ODOHERTY. 

The  Bowl  of  life  you  mean — he  has  the  Slop-basin  in  his  dexter  paw. 

MULL1ON. 

Well — and  what  should  he  have  ?  He  is  talking  in  the  poem  about  bowers 
and  showers,  and  treeses  and  breezes,  and  so  forth ;  and  he  breaks  out  into 
this  fine  apostrophe — which  is  the  motto  to  your  print. 

' l  Come  then,  ye  scenes  of  quiet  and  content,  » 

Ye  Goals  of  life,  on  which  our  hearts  are  spent, 
Meet  my  worn  eyes — I  LOVE  YOU  EVEN  IN  VALES 

OF  CUPS  AND  SAUCERS,  AND  SUCH  DelflC  DALES " 

Are  not  they  sweet,  natural  lines  ? 

ODOHERTY. 

Why,  Wales  is  a  pretty  country— and,  I  dare  say,  even  on  delft- ware,  such 
as  he  seems  to  have  on  his  table,  the  representation  yet  may  be  charming. 
Seriously,  this  print  gives  us  an  amicable  idea  of  his  Majesty. 

KEMPPERHAUSEN. 

Dear  divine  enthusiast !  Well,  only  to  think  of  people  making  a  laughing- 
stock of  this  innocent-hearted,  good,  worthy,  gentle  soul,  that  is  quite  happy, 
quite  upon  the  air,  with  having  a  rural  peep  of  a  few  blue  trees  and  cottages 
on  a  piece  of  crockery  ware  !  For  shame  !  for  shame  ! 

ODOHERTY. 

What  the  deuce  is  this  grand  roll,  North  ? 

NORTH. 

You  talk  of  Dr  Mullion's  lectures — I  would  have  you  know,  I  mean  to  cut 
in  upon  that  series  of  his  myself — In  a  word,  here  goes  my  lecture  on  these 
prints,  and  on  the  poem  from  which  they  sprung.  I  shall  read  it  to  you — 
Listen,  boys ! — 


Mr  North's  Lecture  on  "  The  Choice ;"  a  Poem  recently  written  by  Leiyh 
Hunt,  a  Convert,  and  Vice-Poet-Laureate  to  Black-wood's  Magazine. 

OUR  innumerable  delightful  quali-  ruptions  of  his  Cockney  blood,  and  so 
ties  of  head  and  heart,  and,  above  all,  fills  his  brain  with  "  fancies  chaste  and 
our  invincible  good  nature,  have  at  noble,"  that  he  is  henceforth  appoint- 
last  made  a  complete  convert  of  Leigh  ed  our  Vicc-Poet-Laureate,  with  a  sala- 
Hunt,  and  he  is  never  happy  except  ry  of  four  gallons  of  gin-twist,  and  a 
when  lauding  Blackwood's  Magazine  keg  of  best  Dunbar  red-herrings,  to  be 
to  the  seventh  heaven.  No  sooner  does  paid  at  Hampstead  ' '  at  ten  of  April 
he  put  on  his  yellow  breeches,  in  the  morn,  by  the  chime."  Let  no  envious 
morning  early,  than  he  trips  crisply  railer  scoff  at  Leigh  Hunt  as  a  place- 
down  from  his  attic  story  into  the  man  and  pensioner.  No  doubt,  the  si- 
breakfast-parlour,  and  seasons  every  tuation  is  a  luci-ative  one,  and,  with  ju- 
mouthful  of  muffin  with  the  mustard  dicious  economy,  our  laureate,  if  he 
of  Ebony.  He  cannot  write  a  note  to  may  not  live  upon  it  and  lay  by  money, 
Mr  Pygmalion  the  painter,  or  Mis-  can  not  fail  to  become  a  richer  man  every 
tress  Molly  the  charewoman,  without  year.  He  must  not,  however,  buy  any 
trumpeting  our  praises ;  and  will  sit  more  busts  of  those  "  down-looking" 
up  for  hours  together  in  his  bed,  with  Greeks,  and  we  recommend  him  (if  he 
his  perked-up  mouth,  and  swaling  has  not  done  so  already)  to  sell  his  pi- 
night-cap,gazing  himself  away  through  ano-forte.  He  has  but  an  indifferent 
an  opening  in  the  dimity,  on  a  striking  ear  for  instrumental  music,  and  tuning 
likeness  of  us,  sketched  by  our  common  is  expensive.  The  position,  too,  either 
friend  Haydon,  during  his  last  visit  to  of  a  man  or  a  Cockney,  at  the  ivories,  is 
Scotland.  He  is  absolutely  possessed  below  the  dignity  of  our  laureate,  and 
— haunted — waylaid — bed-ridden, —  unworthy  an  eater  of  red-herrings, 
not  by  an  Incubus,  God  forbid,  but  The  barrel-organ  is  a  preferable  in- 
by  a  most  affable  and  benign  spirit,  strument ;  and  we  have  heard  that  Mr 
hight  Christopher  North,  who  puri-  Hunt's  execution  upon  it  is  to  be 
fies,  by  gentle  ministrations,  the  cor-  equalled  only  by  his  command  over 
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the  hurdy-gurdy.  But  we  are  intru- 
ding into  the  sacred  privacy  of  domes- 
tic life,  and  therefore  shall  not  again 
panegyrise  Mr  Hunt's  musical  powers, 
our  Laureate  although  he  be,  till  we 
have  the  pleasure  of  meeting  him  on 
the  street  with  a  salt-box,  or  in  a  lane 
with  a  Highland  bagpipe.  Meanwhile, 
let  him  be  to  us  our  MAGNUS  APOL- 
LO. 

We  refer  such  of  our  readers  as  may 
not  have  heard  of  Mr  Leigh  Hunt,  to 
various  papers  in  this  miscellany  with 
the  signature  Z.  These  will  tell  what 
he  was  ;  but  we  have  his  own  words 
for  what  he  wishes  to  be — and  the  fol- 
lowing morceauxare  from  the  intended 
life  of  our  Vice-Laureate,  adumbrated 
or  shadowed  forth  in  his  beautiful 
poem,  "  The  Choice."* 

The  poem  opens  with  a  panegyric 
upon  Pomfret,  the  author  of  that  great 
original  poem  The  Choice,  on  which 
Mr  Hunt's  is  modelled. 

"  I  have  been  reading  Pomfret's  Choice 

this  spring, 

A  pretty  kind  of-sort-of-kind  of  thing, 
Not  much  a  verse,  and  poem  none  at  all, 
Yet,  as  they  say,  extremely  natural. 
And  yet  I  know  not.     There's  a  skill  in 

pies, 

In  raising  crusts  as  well  as  galleries ; 
And  he's  the  poet,  more  or  less,  who 

knows 
The  charm  that  hallows  the  least  thing 

from  prose, 

And  dresses  it  in  its  mild  singing  clothes. 
Poetry's  that  which  sets  a  thought  apart, 
To  worship  Nature  with  a  choral  heart : 
And  may  be  seen  where  rarely  she  intrudes, 
As  birds  in  cages  make  us  think  of  woods. 
Beaux  have  it  in  them,  when  they  love 

the  faces 
.Of  country  damsels,  and  their  worsted 

graces." 

"  Mild  singing  clothes."  What  are 
they  ?  Not  surely  your  yellow  breech- 
es, Mister  Hunt.  Perhaps  caps  and 
bells.  Are  kilts  mild  singing  clothes  ? 
Petticoats  are  liker  the  thing,  when 
they  rustle.  The  two  last  lines  are  not 
original,  but  filched  from  the  Filcher. 
The  were  shewn  publicly  in  prose  by 
the  New  Pygmalion  some  time  ago, 
that  is,  without  their  mild  singing 
clothes.  And  pray,  our  good  Vice- 
Laureate,  what  may  they  mean  ? — 
When  a  Cockney  chucks  a  country 
wench  under  the  chin,  and  gloats  upon 


£Aug. 

her  linsey-woolsey  petticoat,  call  you 
that  "poetry"?  The  author  of  Ri- 
...mini  ought  to  know  better;  but  we 
hope  that  he  is  merely  shamming  in- 
nocence to  please  us ;  in  which  hope 
we  are  strengthened  by  the  subsequent 
strapping  Alexandrine — 

"  The  ladies  rise  in  heaps,  and  give  them 
sweet  admissions!" 

A  little  farther  on,  our  Vice  shews 
he  is  no  such  simpleton  about  such 
affairs  as  he  would  pretend  to  be ;  but, 
on  the  contrary,  somewhat  peevishly 
complains,  that,  in  the  present  day,  a 
man  cannot  write  lusciously  and  li- 
quorishly  without  being  shook  by  the 
ears,  or  nose-pulled  by  some  Z.  or 
other. 

"  Else  I  would  print  my  fancy  by  itself, 
And  be  '  a  love'  on  every  lady's  shelf; 
Perhaps  I  shall  be  so,  some  day  or  other," 
&c. 

Promiscuous  concubinage  not  yet  be- 
ing the  order  of  the  day,  the  publica- 
tion of  the  "  loves"  alluded  to  is  de- 
ferred till  a  fitter  opportunity ;  and 
meanwhile  the  Vice  writes,  he  tells  us, 
such  verses  as  "  smile  on  tables  in  the 
parson's  nose."  For  smile,  nostro  pe- 
riculo,  read  smell.  How  elegant  the 
use  of  the  word  parson  !  And,  alto- 
gether, what  dignified  and  gentleman- 
ly ease  does  Mr  Hunt  exhibit  in  these 
his  "  mild  singing  clothes  !"  Instead 
of  one,  he  shall  have  two  kegs  of  Dun- 
bar  reds. 

But  now  for  him.  Hear — hear — 
hear  !— 

"  First,  on  a  green  I'd  have  a  low,  broad 

house, 
Just  seen  by  travellers  through  the  garden 

boughs ; 

And  that  my  luck  might  not  seem  ill  be- 
stow'd, 
A  bench  and  spring  should  greet  them  on 

the  road. 
My  grounds  should  not  be  large  ;  I  like 

to  go 

To  Nature  for  a  range,  and  prospect  too, 
And  cannot  fancy  she'll  comprise  for  me, 
Even  in  a  park,  her  all-sufficiency. 
Besides,  my  thoughts  fly  far  ;  and  when 

at  rest, 
Love,  not  a  watch-tower,  but  a  lulling 

nest. 
But  all  the  ground  I  had  should  keep  a 

look 
Of  Nature  still,  have  birds'-nests  and  a 

brook ; 


*  See  Liberal,  No.  IV. 
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One  spot  for  flowers,  the  rest  all  turf  and     for  when  you  and  some  fair  friend  were 

strolling  through  the  grove,  apd  you 


trees ; 

For  I'd  net  grow  my  own  bad  lettuces. 

And  above  all,  no  house  should  be  so 
near, 

That  strangers  should  discern  me  here,  and 
there ; 

Much  less  when  some  fair  friend  was  at 
my  side, 

And  swear  I  thought  her  charming, — 
which  I  did. 

I  am  not  sure  I'd  have  a  rookery  ; 

But  sure  I  am  I'd  not  live  near  the  sea, 

To  view  its  great  flat  face,  and  have  my 
sleeps 

Filled  full  of  shrieking  dreams  and  foun- 
dering ships ; 

Or  hear  the  drunkard,  when  his  slaugh- 
ter's o'er, 

Like  Sinbad's  monster  scratching  on  the 
shore. 

I'd  live  far  inland,  in  a  world  of  glades, 

Yet  not  so  desert  as  to  fright  the  maids : 

A  batch  of  cottages  should  smoke  beside ; 


were  swearing  you  thought  her  charm- 
ing,— "  which  you  did," — down  haply 
would  plump  an  epaulette  on  each  of 
our  Vice-Laureate's  shoulders,  which 
would  be  no  small  nuisance  to  your 
fair  friend,  and  stop  the  current  of  her 
ideas.  But,  my  good  s<3ul,  you  speak 
doubtfully  about  the  rookery,  just  as 
if  you  could  order  the  rooks  to  build 
on  any  morning  you  chose  to  appoint. 
Take  our  advice,  and  have  no  rookery. 
Rook-pies  are  disgusting ;  and  then  a 
crowd  of  Cockneys  would  be  firing 
away  at  the  young  hop-the-twigs  every 


the  positive  danger  of  flying  ramrods 
and  split  barrels.  Let  it  be  fixed, 
therefore,  that  there  shall  be  no  rook- 
ery.— "  Not  so  desert  as  to  fright  the 
maids."  Do  you  mean  here,  simply, 


And  there  should  be  a  town  within  a     your  brace  of  servant  girls,  or  maids  in 
•   _»_    -j_  »  o-pnpr.il  ?    (<  Tnp  mains    is  an  enuivo- 


morning's  ride." 

Our  Vice  says,  "  my  grounds  should 
not  be  large."  His  grounds  ! — Leigh 
Hunt's  grounds  !  —  A  gentleman  of 
landed  property! — A  Surrey  freehold- 
er ! — What  do  you  mean  by  "  not 
large,"  Vice  ?  It  is  an  indefinite  ex- 
pression. What  think  you  of  a  couple 
of  hundred  acres  ? — "  No  low,  broad 
house"  should  ever  have  less  than  an 
estate  of  that  extent,  at  least  in  a  ring- 
fence.  Now,  is  not  this  rather  exor- 
bitant. Consider  also  the  danger  of 
losing  yourself  in  a  multitudinous  sea 
of  Swedish  turnips — the  dead  certainty 
of  being  lost  for  ever — or  found  a  ske- 
leton, of  several  months  lying,  in  a  po- 
tato furrow.  Besides,  what  a  most 
idiotical  style  of  farming  you  here 
chalk  out  for  yourself !  ' '  One  spot  for 
flowers,  and  the  rest  all  turf  and  trees." 
That  would  never  pay.  Do  you  intend 
to  sell  the  birds'  nests  at  Coverit-Gar- 
den  market — eggs,  or  broods  and  all  ? 
If  so,  you  must  study  nidification ;  for 
if  you  have  only  a  "  flower  garden, 
turf,  and  trees,"  and  nothing  else,  devil 


general  ?  "  The  maids'"  is  an  equivo- 
cal expression  ;  so  is  ' '  fair  friend ;" 
and  really  all  these  inuendos  set  one's 
tooth  on  edge,  and  look  more  like  Odo- 
herty  himself  than  his  Vice. — "  A 
batch  of  cottages"  is  far  more  elegant 
than  a  batch  of  Peers,  or  a  batch  of 
bread  ; — and  "  within  a  morning's 
ride"  leaves  the  distance  of  the  town 
in  a  pleasing  obscurity.  So  you  se- 
riously intend  keeping  a  horse.  I  am 
sorry  to  hear  it,  both  on  your  account 
and  his  own.  He  will  have  poor  pick- 
ing on  the  turf  among  the  trees,  and 
will  come  down  with  you  to  a  certainty. 
Keep  a  cuddy,  and  let  him  brouze  in 
the  lanes  ;  but  on  no  account  whatever 
venture  upon  horseback.  Your  fair 
friend  would  have  nothing  else  to  do 
but  to  make  plasters ;  and  we  humbljr 
conceive,  that  "  this  morning's  ride ' 
will  furnish  a  fundamental  objection 
to  your  villa.  Take  the  coach  at  once, 
or  borrow  a  shandrydan  at  the  "  batch 
of  cottages,"  from  the  pig-dealer ;  and 
so  jog  into  town  in  safety. 

Aha !  rny  friend !  you  are  at  your 
old  tricks, — we  knew  we  should  catch 


a  singing  bird  will  build  his  nest  near  you  at  last.  Next  comes  the  old  image- 
man,  with  his  batch  of  gods  and  god- 
desses on  his  board;  and  Mr  Hunt  pur- 
chases about  a  dozen  nudities  for  the 
moderate  sum  of  eighteen-pence  a- 
pair,  rough  and  smooth. 


your  "  low,  broad  house,"  except  it  be 
a  barn-door  fowl  or  a  guinea-pig. — 
Farther,  what  sort  of  a  brook  will  that 
be,  without  ever  a  stone,  or  a  rock,  or 
an  old  rotten  stump,  to  amuse  itself 
with  ?  Such  a  brook  would  be  an  ob- 
ject of  the  deepest  compassion  in  dry 
weather ;  and,  indeed,  unless  you  had 
a  draw-well,  of  which  no  mention  is 
made,  what  is  to  become  of  the  tea- 
kettle? You  say,  "  I  am  not  sure  I'd 


«  And  yet  to  shew  I  had  a  taste  withal, 
I'd  have  some  casts  of  statues  in  the  hall, 
Or  rather  entrance,  whose  sweet  steady 

eyes 
Should  touch  the  comers  with  a  mild 


•244 


Nodes  Amlroxiancc.     No.  XI. 


And  so  conduct  them,   hushing  to  my 

door, 
"Where,  if  a  friend,  the  house  should  hear 

a  roar. 
The  grateful  beggar  should  peep  in  at 

these, 
And  wonder  what  I  did   with  Popish 

images." 

Next,  our  Laureate  says  he  could 
write  and  read, 

"  Till  it  was  time 
To  ride  or  walk,  or  on  the  grass   go 

rhyme." 

Stop  a  moment  if  you  please — no  ri- 
ding. You  forget  that  we  already  put 
our  veto  on  that.  It  is  not  so  easy  a 
matter  for  a  man  at  your  time  of  life 
to  learn  to  ride.  Gracious  heavens  ! 
are  you  mad  ? 
'  "  I'd  never  hunt,  EXCEPT  THE  Fox,  and 

then     ' 
Not  much,  for  fear  I  should  fall,"  &c. 

Hunting  the  Fox  a  little  !  Only  ima- 
gine him  breaking  cover.  Why,  you 
fly  over  your  horse's  ears  at  the  first 
ditch,  six  inches  wide.  First  of  all, 
you  talk  of  riding  to  town — on  paper 
• — your  brain  and  your  bottom  warm — 
and  nothing  will  satisfy  you,  but  to 
HUNT  THE  Fox.  O,  Editor  of  the  An- 
nals of  Sporting  !  what  would'st  thou 
not  give  for  a  sight  of  our  worthy  Vice- 
Laureate  leading  the  Surrey  Hunt, 
reynard  in  view,  and  Tims  whipper- 
in  !  After  HUNTING  THE  Fox,  but 
"  not  mtich,"  Mr  Hunt  thinks  himself 
equal  to  any  display  of  bodily  vigour, 
and  declares — 

"  All  manly  games  I'd  play  at :  golf, 

and  quoits, 

And  cricket,  to  set  all  my  limbs  to  rights, 
And  make  me  conscious,  with  a  due  re- 
spect, 

Of  muscles  one  forgets  by  long  neglect. 
But  as  for  prize-fights,  with  tlieir  butch- 
ering shows, 
And  crowds  of  black-legs,  I'd  have  none 

of  those ; — 

I  am  riot  bold  in  other  people's  blows. 
Besides,  I  should  reside  so  fur  from  town, 
Those  human  waves  could  never  bear  me 

down — 

Which  would  endear  my  solitude,  I  own. 
But  if  a  neighbour,  fond  of  his  antiques, 
Tried  to  renew  a  bout  or  two  at  sticks, 
I'd  do  my  best  to  force  a  handsome  laugh 
Under  a  ruddy  crack  from  quarter-staff; 
Nor  think  I  had  a  right  to  walk  my  woods, 
Coy  of  a  science  that  was  Robin  Hood's. 
'Tis  healthy,  and  a  man's ;  and  would  as- 
sist 

To  make  me  wield  a  falchion  in  my  fist, 
Should  toes  arise  who'd  rather  not  be 

taught, 

And  war  agninst  the  course  of  truth-ex- 
ploring thought." 


CAug. 

This  is  a  good  passage.  But  what 
if  Bill  Gibbons  should  some  day  pitch 
the  ring  for  a  fight  between  the  Bush- 
Cove  and  Cabbage,  with  the  ropes  be- 
longing to  the  P.  C.  in  Mr  Hunt's  Park? 
Fifty  miles  from  town  is  no  security 
against  such  an  invasion  ;  and  surely 
Mr  Hunt  would  not  countenance  the 
Beaks.  What  would  honest  Robin 
Hood  have  thought  of  the  expression, 
"  coy  of  a  science  ?"  If  our  Vice 
would  consider  the  matter  for  a  minute 
or  two,  he  would  be  sensible  of  the  ex- 
treme ludicrousness  of  the  most  remote 
comparison  bet  ween  himself  and  Robin 
Hood.  He — with  his  yellow  breeches, 
silk  hat,  red  slippers,  and  shabby-gen- 
teel surtout,  picking  his  steps,  within 
sound  of  the  dinner-bell,  among  a  few 
beds  of  tulips  and  peony-roses,  or  se- 
lecting a  dry  spot  of  his  "  turf  and 
trees,"  that  he  might  "  on  the  grass  go 
rhyme,"  or  scribble  a  literary  Exa- 
miner— and  that  immortal  Bowman  of 
the  Forest !  Tims,  personating  Bruce 
at  Bannockburn  in  our  Tent,  was  no- 
thing to  the  King  of  the  Cockneys, with 
a  quarter- staff  in  his  lily  hand,  enact- 
ing the  Outlaw  of  Sherwood  ! 

Such  pastimes,  however,  would  be 
but  rare,  and  never  allowed  to  inter- 
fere with  our  bard's  severer  studies. 
For 

"  I'd  write,  because  I  could  not  help  it ; 

read 
Much  more,  but  nothing  to  oppress  my 

head  ; 

For  heads  are  very  different  things  at  ease, 
And  forced  to  bear  huge  loads  for  families. 
Still  I  would  think  of  others ;  use  my 

pen, 

As  fits  a  man  and  lettered  citizen, 
And  so  discharge  my  duty  to  the  state ; 
But  as  to  fame  and  glory,  tame  might  wait. 
Nevertheless,  I'd  write  a  work  in  verse, 
Full  of  fine  dreams  and  natural  charac- 
ters; 
Eastern,  perhaps,  and  gathered  from  a 

shore 

Whence  never  poet  took  his  world  before. 
To  this  sweet  sphere  I  would  retire  at 

will, 
To  sow  it  with  delight,  and  shape  with 

skill ; 
And  should  it  please  nae,  and  be  roundly 

done, 
I'd  launch  it  into  light,  to  sparkle  round 

the  sun." 

Now,  high  as  our  opinion  is  of  our 
Laureate's  abilities  and  genius, we  ofter 
to  lay  six  guineas  of  wire- wove  gilt  to 
a  pound  of  whitey -brown,  that  not  two 
hundred  copies  of  this  Eastern  Tale  are 
f=oid  within  the  two  years.  Instead  of 
round  the  snn  "  it  will  lie 


1823^ 

a  heavy  bale  in  a  dark  warehouse  ;  and 
if  printed  at  his  own  risk,  Mr  Hunt 
will  find  himself  some  twenty  or  thirty 
pounds  out  of  pocket.  Our  Vice-Lau- 
reate must  therefore  give  up  all  idea  of 
"  broaching  it  into  light/'  and  confine 
himself  to  his  Odes  on  our  Birth-day, 
and  the  Anniversary  Hymn  on  the 
creation  of  the  Magazine. 

Pomfret,  we  are  told,  got  into  a  row 
with  some  Bishop  or  other,  on' account 
of  a  suspicious  line  in  his  poem,  which 
was  thought  to  recommend  a  kept- 
mistress,  in  preference  to  a  wife.  Mr 
Hunt  is  facetious  on  this  in  a  note ; 
but  it  puzzles  us  to  know,  from  the 
following  passage,  whether  he  holds 
the  opinion  erroneously  attached  to 
the  "  Parson." 

"  In  pleasure  and  in  pain,  alike  I  find 
My  face  turn  tenderly  to  womankind ; 
But  then  they  must  be  truly  women, — 

not 

Shes  by  the  courtesy  of  a  petticoat, 
And  left  without  inquiry  to  their  claims, 
Like  haunted  houses  with  their  devil's 

dams. 

I'd  mend  the  worst  of  women,  if  I  could, 
But  for  a  constancy,  give  me  the  good  j — 
I  do  not  mean  the  formal  or  severe, 
Much  less  the  sly,  who's  all  for  character ; 
But  such  as,  in  all  nations  and  all  times, 
Would  be  good  creatures,  fit  for  loving 

rhymes ; 

Kind,  candid,  simple,  yet  of  sterling  sense, 
And  of  a  golden  age  for  innocence. 
Of   these   my  neighbours   should   have 

choice  relations ; 

And  I  (though  under  certain  alterations) 
I  too  would  bring— »( though  I  dislike  the 

name; 

The  Reverend  Mr  Pomfret  did  the  same ; 
Let  its  wild  flavour  pass  a  line  so  tame  j) — 
A  wife,— or  whatsoever  better  word 
The  times,  grown  wiser,  might  by  law 

afford 
To  the  chief  friend  and  partner  of  my 

board. 

The  dear,  good  she,  by  every  habit  then, — 
Ties  e'en  when  pleasant,  very  strong  with 

men; 
Though  your  wise  heads  first  make  one's 

system  wrong, 
And   then   insist  that   only  theirs   last 

long, — 
Would  finish,  and  make  round  in  every 

part, 
The  natural  harmony  of  her  own  wise 

heart; 

And  by  the  loss  of  something  of  her  right 
Of  being  jealous,  consummate  delight. 
Gods  !  how  I'd  love  her  morning,  noon, 

and  night !" 


Nodes  Amlrosiancc.     No.  XI. 


245 


tions  does  our  mysterious  friend  mean 
to  make  on  the  Marriage  Law  ?  Has 
he  communicated  with  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor, my  Lord  Ellenborough,  DrPhil- 
limore,  and  the  blacksmith  at  Gretna- 
Green  ?  —  What  is  there  peculiarly 
odious,  loathsome,  and  repulsive  in  the 
word  "  wife/'  that  Mr  Hunt  should 
publicly  express  his  dislike  of  it,  "  in 
mild  singing  clothes  ?"  What  word 
would  he  prostitute  in  its  place  ?  Or 
what  is  the  matter  with  the  tympanum 
of  his  ear,  or  the  core  of  his  heart,  that 
a  word  sacred  to  all  the  rest  of  his  spe- 
cies, should,  to  him,  sound  unhallow- 
ed? 

On  he  goes. 

"  I'd  have  my  mornings  to  myself.    Ev'n 

ladies 
Should  not  prevent  me  this,  except  on 

May-days  : 

Unless  we  fairly  struck  our  tents  awhile, 
To  stroll,  like  gipsies,  round  about  the 

isle; 

A  plan  I  might  be  bent  on,  1  confess, 
Provided  colds  would  give  us  leave,  and 

dress, 

And  twenty  other  inconveniences. 
I'd  give  up  even  my  house  to  live  like 

them, 
And  have  a  health  in  every  look  and 

limb, 
To  which  our  best  perceptions  must  be 

dim. 

A  gipsy's  body,  and  a  poet's  mind, 
Clear  blood,  quick  foot,  free  spirit,  and 

thought  refined, 
Perpetual  airs  to  breathe,  and  loves  to 

bind,  — 
Such  were  the  last  perfection  of  man- 

kind." 

It  does  not  seem  to  us,  that  the  dif- 
ficulties in  the  way  of  putting  this 
scheme  into  practice  are  at  all  insur- 
mountable. What  if  some  two  or  three 
of  the  party  should  have  a  cold,  can- 
not they  take  with  them  a  few  boxes 
of  lozenges,  and  a  score  of  aperient 
powders  ?  In  a  few  days,  all  obstruc- 
tions will  be  worked  off;  and  the 
Blanket-  Tent  will  murmur  beneath 
the  moon  with  a  mellower  and  more 
subdued  snore.  In  a  Blanket-Tent, 
we  presume,  the  gipsying  party  mean 
to  shelter  ;  and  do  not  forget  now  to 
provide  for  yourselves  a  sufficient  stock 
of  horn  for  the  manufactory  of  orna- 
mental spoons.  As  to  dress,  about 
which  Mr  Hunt  seems  to  be  so  un- 
happy, let  him  boldly  take  with  him 
his  yellow  breeches  in  a  band-box  ; 


Now,  who  and  what  the  devil  is  this     and  every  day  before  dinner,  he  can 
madam  ?— How  is  she  to  be  named  ?     put  them  on  most  rurally  in 
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"  The  last  perfection  of  mankind, 
A  gipsy's  body,  and  a  poet's  mind." 
As  to  the  "  twenty  other  inconve- 
niences," we  consider  them,  whatever 
they  are,  quite  imaginary;   and  the 
party  will  find  both  luxuries  and  ne- 
cessaries in  every  wood. 

On  returning  from  this  pretty  little 
wild  excursion,  Mr  Hunt  Once  more 
"  takes  up  house  ;"  and  he  really  gives 
himself  the  character  of  a  very  plea- 
sant and  amiable  landlord. 
"  These  mornings,  with  their  work, 

should  earn  for  me 
My  afternoon's  content  and  liberty. 
I'd  have  an  early  dinner,  and  a  plain, 
Not  tempting  much  to  '  cut  and  come 

again ;' 

A  little  wine,  or  not,  as  health  allow'd, 
But  for  my  friends,  a  stock  to  make  me 

proud ; 

Bottles  of  something  delicate  and  rare, 
Which  I  should  draw,  and  hold  up  with 

an  air, 
And  set  them  on  the  table,  and  say, 

'  There !'  " 

We  were  here  most  anxious  to  know 
the  dimensions  of  Mr  Hunt's  dining- 
room,  and  the  prevailing  colour  of  its 
furniture.     But  we  are  only  told, 
"  My   dining-room    should   have   some 

shelves  of  books, 

If  only  for  their  grace  and  social  looks — 
Horace  and  Plutarch,  Plato,  and  some 

more, 

Who  knew  how  to  refine  the  tables'  roar, 
And  sprinkled  sweet  philosophy  between, 
As  meats  are  reconciled  with  slips  of 

green. 

I  read  infallibly,  if  left  alone  ; 
But  after  meat,  an  author  may  step  down 
To  settle  a  dispute,  or  talk  himself:  — 
I  seem  to  twitch  him  now  with  finger 

from  his  shelf." 

Hitherto  our  opinions  on  all  the 
principal  questions  in  taste,  manners, 
morals,  and  religion,  have  been  in  uni- 
son ;  but  now  Mr  Hunt  and  we  cease 
to  row  in  the  same  boat — for  if  we 
did,  we  should  be  pulling  away,  when 
he  was  backing  water.  What  will 
Odoherty  say  to  his  Vice,  when  he 
reads, 

"  I  would  not  sit  in  the  same  room  to 
dine 

And  pass  the  evening  ;  much  less  boo/e 
till  nine, 

And  then,  with  a  white  waistcoat  and 
red  face, 

Rise,  with  some  stupid,  mumbling,  com- 
mon-place, 

And  'join  the  ladies,'  bowing,  for  some 
tea, 

With    nauseous   looks,    half  lust,    half 

irony." 
The  last  line  in  this  duotation sneaks 


of  something  beyond  our  experience  or 
observation — but  may,  nevertheless, 
shew  Mr  Hunt's  familiar  knowledge  of 
the  human  heart.  To  prevent  the  pos- 
sibility of  such  enormities,  he  suggests 
a  very  notable  expedient. — 
"I'd  have  two  rooms,  in  one  of  which, 

as  weather 

Or  fancy  chose,  we  all  might  come  toge- 
ther, 

With  liberty  for  each  one  nevertheless 
To  wander  in  and  out,   and  taste  the 

lawns  and  trees. 
One  of  the  rooms  should  face  a  spot  of 

spots, 
Such  as  would  please  a  squirrel  with  his 

nuts; 

I  mean  a  slope,  looking  upon  a  slope, 
Wood-crown'd,  and  dell'd  with  turf,   a 

sylvan  cup. 
Here,  when  our  moods  were  quietest, 

we'd  praise 
The  scenic  shades,  and  watch  the  doves 

and  jays." 

Besides  the  ordinary  and  necessary 
out-houses,  such  as  hen-house,  pig- 
sty, dog-kennel,  "  and  the  rest,  Mr 
Hunt  proposes  to  build  a  "  chapel." 
This  made  us  wink  again  ;  for  nothing 
makes  him  so  irritable  as  to  be  sus- 
pected of  Christianity.  But  list — Oh  ! 
list — if  ever  you  did  the  dear  Cockney 
love — 

"  Greek  beauty  should  be  there,  and  Go- 
thic shade  ; 

And  brave  as  anger,  gentle  as  a  maid, 
The  name  on  whose  dear  heart  my  hope's 

worn  cheek  was  laid. 
Here,  with  a  more  immediate  conscious- 
ness, 
Would  we  feel  all  that  blesses  us,  and 

bless; 
And  lean  on  one  another's  heart,  and 

make 

Sweet  resolutions,  ever,  for  love's  sake  ; 
And  recognize  the  eternal  Good  and  Fair, 
Atoms  of  whose  vast  active  spirit  we  are, 
And  try  by  what  great  yearnings  we  could 

force 
The  globe  on  which  we  live  to  take  a 

more  harmonious  course." 
But,  gentle  reader,  out  with  your 
pocket-handkerchief — and  if  you  have 
any  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them  now. 
For,  woe  is  me  !  and  alack  !  alack-a- 
day  !  poor  dear  Mr  Hunt  has  taken  to 
his  bed — is  going  to  die — is  dead. 
"  And  when  I  died,  'twould  please  me  to 

be  laid 

In  my  own  ground's  most  solitary  shade ; 
Not  for  the  gloom,  much  less  to  be  alone, 
But  solely  as  a  room  that  stiil  might  seem 

my  own. 
There  should  my  friends  conic  still,  as  to 

<•  place 
That  held  me  yet,  and  bring  mr  a  kind 

face  : 
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There  should  they  bring  me  still  their  No — no — no. — It  must  not  —  shall 

griefs  and  joys,  not  be.  Buried  in  your  own  grounds  ! 

And  hear  in  the  swell'd  breeze  a  little  No— no — no !    It  is  too  far  from  town 

answering  noise.  — and  the  Wuster-Heavy   would   be 

Had  I  renown  enough,  I'd  choose  to  lie,  perpetually  overloaded  with  pilgrims 

As  Hafiz  did,  bright  in  the  public  eye,  seeking  the  shrine  where  thou  wert 

With  marble  grace  enclosed,  and  a  green  lai(1<  We  insist  on  your  submitting  to 

shade>  a  public  funeral,  and  in  WESTMIN- 

And  young  and  old  should  read  me,  and     STER  ABBEY. 
be  glad." 

TICKLER. 

After  all,  we  must  succumb,  ODoherty.    North  is  North.     He  is  our  mas- 
ter in  all  things,  and  above  all  in  good  humour. 

ODOHEIUY. 

An  admirable  lecture  indeed.  Put  round  the  bottles,  and  I  shall  repay  Great 
Christopher  with  a  chaunt. 

OMNES. 
Do — do — do. 

ODOHEllTY  (sings). 

The  Tories — a  National  Melody. 

1. 
'Tis  with  joy  and  exultation  I  look  round  about  this  nation, 

And  contemplate  the  sum  of  her  glories  ; 
You  must  share  in  my  delight,  for  whoever  is  is  right — 

Oh  !  the  prime  ones  are  everywhere  Tories. 
Start  whatever  game  ye  please,  you'll  be  satisfied  in  these — 

The  just  pride  of  the  Island  reposes — 
Whigs  in  ambushes  may  chaff,  but  the  Tories  have  the  laugh 

When  it  comes  to  the  counting  of  noses, 

Dear  boys ! 

When  it  comes  to  the  counting  of  noses. 

-    2. 
Can  the  gentlemen  of  Brookes'  shew  a  nose,  now,  like  the  Duke's, 

Who  squabash'd  every  Marshal  of  Boney's  ; 
And  at  last  laid  Boney's  self  on  yon  snug  outlandish  shelf, 

Just  with  three  or  four  rips  for  his  cronies  ? 
When  the  Hollands  and  the  Greys  see  the  garniture  of  bays 

Nodding  o'er  this  invincible  Tory, 
Can  they  give  the  thing  the  by-go,  by  directing  us  to  Vigo, 

And  parading  their  Corporal's  story  ? 

Poor  Bob ! 

Their  negotiating  Corporal's  story  ! 

3. 

'Tis  the  same  way  in  the  law  : — In  the  Chancellor's  big  paw, 

What  are  all  these  Whig-praters  but  rushes  ? 
With  one  knitting  of  his  brows  every  whelp  of  them  he  cows — 

With  one  sneer  all  their  Balaam  he  crushes. 
They  got  silkers  from  the  Queen  ;  but  in  ragged  bombazeen 

They  must  all  be  contented  to  jaw,  now. 
Hence,  the  Virulence  that  wags  twenty  clappers  at  "  Old  Bags," 

And  behind  his  back  calls  him  "  Bashaw"  now — 

Poor  dears ! 

They  behind  his  back  call  him  "  Bashaw"  now  ! 

4.- 
Stout  Sir  Walter  in  Belles  Lettres  has,  I'm  bold  to  say,  no  betters  ; 

Even  the  base  Buff-and-Blue  don't  deny  this — 

Why  ? — Because  their  master,  Constable,  would  be  packing  off  for  Dun- 
stable, 
The  first  pup  of  the  pack  that  durst  try  this. 
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"  You  shan't  breakfast,  dine,  nor  sup"  ties  their  ugly  muzzles  up 

From  the  venture  of  such  a  vagary ; 
But  a  sulky  undergrowl  marks  the  malice  of  the  foul, 

And  we  see  and  enjoy  their  quandary, 

Poor  curs  ! 

We  all  see  and  enjoy  their  quandary. 

5. 

Thus,  in  Letters,  Law,  and  Arms,  we  exhibit  peerless  charms  ; 

We  in  Parliament  equally  triumph — 
When  to  Canning  we  but  point,  Brougham's  nose  jumpeth  out  of  joint, 

And  Sir  Jammy  Macgerald  must  cry  "  humph  !" 
Then  we've  Peel,  too,  and  we've  Croker,  who  uprais'd  the  "  holy  poker," 

O'er  thy  crockery  lately,  Joe  Hume! 
'Neath  our  eloquence  and  wit,  Duck-in-thunder-like  they  sit, 

And  await  the  completion  of  doom — 

Poor  things ! 

They  await  the  completion  of  doom. 

6. 
We're  the  President  to  paint — we've  the  Wilberforce  for  Saint — 

And  our  sculptors  are  Flaxman  and  Chantry ! 
On  the  stage  we've  Young  and  Terry — ay,  and  Liston  the  arch-merry, 

And  great  Kitchener  chaunts  in  our  pantry  ! — 
'Mong  the  heroes  of  the  ring,  we've  a  Jackson  and  a  Spring — 

We've  a  Bull  to  gore  all  the  Whig  news-folk— 
Among  preachers  we've  a  Philpotts — an  ODoherty  'mong  swill-pots — 

And  Saul  Rothschild  to  tower  o'er  the  Jews-folk, 

Dear  boys ! 

Baron  Rothschild  to  tower  o'er  the  Jews-folk. 

7. 
What  Review  can  Whig-sty  furnish,  but  is  sure  to  lose  its  burnish 

When  our  Quarterly's  splendours  we  hang  up  ? — 
Or  what  Magazine's  to  mention,  of  the  slenderest  pretension, 

Beside  CHRISTOPHER'S  princely  prime-bang-up? 
There's  but  ONE  besides  in  Britain,  I  consider  'twould  be  fitting 

To  name  after  and  over  that  rare  man, 
'Tis  the  TORY  on  the  throne — for  his  heart  is  all  our  own, 

And  'tis  this  keeps  their  elbows  so  bare,  man, 

Poor  souls ! 

Their  hearts  low,  and  their  breeches  so  bare,  man  ! 

8. 
Oh  !  with  joy  and  exultation  we  look  round  about  the  nation, 

And  contemplate  the  sum  of  her  glories. 
Oh  !  how  just  is  our  delight !   Oh  !  whoever  is  is  right, 

Oh !  the  prime  ones  are  everywhere  TORIES  ! 
Look  whatever  way  you  please,  'tis  in  these,  and  only  these, 

All  the  pride  of  the  Island  reposes — 
We've  the  corn  and  they've  the  chaff, — they've  the  scorn  and  we've  the 

laugh,— 
They've  the  nettles  and  ours  are  the  roses, 

Dear  boys ! 
They've  the  nettles  and  we  have  the  roses. 
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ON  THE  SOURCES  OF  THE  PICTURESQUE  AND  BEAUTIFUL. 

"  The  place  where  we  met  was  a  deep  glen,  the  scroggy  sides  whereof  were  as  if  rocks, 
and  trees,  and  brambles,  with  here  and  there  a  yellow  primrose,  and  a  blue  hyacinth 
between,  had  been  thrown  by  some  wild  architect  into  many  a  difficult  and  fantastical 
form."—- RINGAN  GILHAIZE,  Vol.  HJ.p.  222. 


To  artists,  "the  metaphysic"  has 
been  a  downright  Will-o'-the-wisp— 
"  an  ignis  fatuus,  or  wild  fire." — It  has 
led  them  only  into  bogs.  I  pass  by 
musicians,  as  a  hopeless,  not  to  say 
disagreeable,  subject ;  but  what  artist 
of  any  description  has  not  been  delu- 
ded by  what  he  (God  save  the  mark  !) 
called  "  abstract  reasoning  ?"  "  The 
nonsense  of  the  stone  ideal,"  has  spoil- 
ed all  the  sculptors,  time  immemorial. 
The  single  word  ''  classical"  has  de- 
stroyed its  thousands  and  ten  thou- 
sands. How  many  acres  of  canvass  have 
been  barbarously  ruined  by  tf  effect !" 
How  many  poets  have  broken  their 
backs  in  straining  after  e '  dignity"  and 
the  "  heroic,  according  to  Aristotle !" 
If  Parliament  were  to  pass  a  law  to 
cause  these  terms  to  be  proscribed  and 
forgotten,  like  the  name  of  him  "  who 
fired  the  Ephesian  dome,"  it  would  be 
a  public  benefit.  The  word  "  Pic- 
turesque" seems  chiefly  to  have  sin- 
ned, in  being  the  cause  of  manifold 
bulky  volumes  coming  into  existence, 
which,  so  far  as  concerns  the  explana- 
tion of  the  subject,  whereof  they  pro- 
fess to  treat,  might  as  well  never  have 
been  written.  The  books  on  this  sub- 
ject are  made  up  of  assertions  ;  asser- 
tions just  enough,  perhaps;  but  still 
forming  only  a  string  of  truisms  in 
the  disguise  of  an  inquiry.  They  are 
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dogmatical,  (dealers  in  taste  are  gene- 
rally so,)  and  not  explanatory.  Their 
gusto  is,  as  it  were,  "  Evangelical." 
They  (f  preach  up"  something ;  and 
if  you  ask  why,  they  answer  (God 
wot)  by  an  appeal  to  their  feelings, 
that  it  is  so  and  so — and  there  the  mat- 
ter ends.  This  is  the  way  fiddlers  use 
you,  when  you  are  rash  enough  to  be 
sceptical  as  to  the  merits  of  some  noise 
of  an  overture,  or  labyrinth  of  a  ca- 
dence, and  then,  like  many  other  pole- 
micals,  conclude  by  getting  into  a  pas- 
sion. But  to  the  subject.  Let  any  one 
read  Knight,  and  Burke,  and  Gilpin, 
"  and  the  rest,"  as  Barry  Cornwall 
would  say,  and  then  honestly  confess 
whether  he  knows  more  than  he  did 
before  of  the  meaning  of  the  words 
Picturesque  and  Beautiful,  as  used  by 
artists.  I  mean  the  fundamental  mean- 
ing; the  just  principle;  "  the  reason 
wherefore"  It  is  not  to  tell  us  that 
"  this  is  picturesque,  but  not  beauti- 
ful/' and  that  "  this  is  beautiful,  but 
not  picturesque."  It  is  not  to  inform  us, 
that  each  of  these  two  things  gives 
pleasure  to  the  mind  in  a  different  way, 
and  in  a  greater  or  less  degree, — it  is 
not  this  that  can  satisfy  us.  It  is  the 
naked  principle  upon  which  the  mind 
acts,  and  by  which  it  is  acted  upon, 
when  it  receives  this  pleasure,  that  we 
want  to  know— and  of  this  we  are  told 
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nothing.  We  do  not  deny  the  facts ; 
but  the  "  quamobrem"  and  the  "  quo- 
modo"  are  still  wanting.  Yet  the  Pic- 
turesque and  Beautiful  have  always 
appeared  to  me  to  be  capable  of  being 
resolved  into  two  very  simple  princi- 
ples. The  treatises  expressly  on  the 
subject,  however,  stop  short  at  effects, 
without  almost  the  slightest  attempt 
to  evolve  causes;  and  if  I  had  not 
been  pleased  with  our  friend  Gait's 
Ringan  Gilhaize  on  any  other  score, 
I  must  have  been  delighted  to  find  it 
contain  a  passage,  which,  by  the  pecu- 
liar position  of  a  single  word,  affords 
me  at  once  a  motto  for  my  sheet,  and 
a  key  to  my  principle.  The  peculiar 
adjective  is  marked  by  italics.  Its  sin- 
gular application  in  this  striking  pas- 
sage has  probably  produced  a  feeling 
of  embarrassment  and  uncertainty  in 
many  readers.  To  explain  its  fitness 
in  this  place — to  shew  how  this  single 
term  may  be  said  to  contain  the  mar- 
row of  the  Picturesque,  is  the  "  for- 
lorn hope"  of  the  following  remarks. 

If  any  one  be  at  the  trouble  to  con- 
sult the  many  wire-drawn  and  desul- 
tory treatises  which  have  been  put 
forth  "  about  and  about"  the  Pictu- 
resque and  Beautiful,  he  will  find,  I 
believe,  that  they  all  end,  after  many 
a  weary  catalogue  of  things  which  are, 
or  are  not,  picturesque  or  beautiful,  in 
laying  down  as  a  sort  of  general  rule, 
that  picturesque  objects  are  rough, 
beautiful  ones  smooth.  Dilapidated 
buildings,  intermingling  trees,  per- 
turbed waters,  are,  say  they,  pictu- 
resque. Glassy  lakes,  regular  architec- 
ture, smooth  hills,  and  shaven  lawns, 
are  beautiful.  Good — but  why  are  we 
delighted  with  these  things  in  such 
opposite  and  unaccountable  ways  ? 
Why  do  we  call  a  regularly  built  pa- 
lace beautiful,  and  yet  not  tolerate  it 
in  a  picture  (or  scarcely  so)  until  it 
has  tumbled  down,  and  is  overgrown 
with  ivy,  and  choked  up  with  weeds 
and  brushwood  ?  Discuss  unto  me, 
good  Book-maker,  what  is  the  cause  of 
all  this  apparent  contradiction.  I  know 
well  enough  it  is  no  joke  to  call  the 
Picturesque  "  a  picture  askew ;"  but  I 
want,  farther,  to  know  how  this  comes 
about—"  the  plain  song  of  it ;"  in 
short,  why  landscape  painters  and  their 
admirers  are  contented  to  draw  any  ob- 
ject, natural  or  artificial,  in  the  precise 
ratio  of  its  worthlessness  in  all  other 
respects:— Why  they  luxuriate  in 
tumble-down  temples,  deserted  mona- 
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steries,  ill-grown  trees,  twisted  shrubs, 
coarse  grass,  withered  leaves,  old  wo- 
men, broken  pots,  hoopless  casks,  trod- 
den-down  corn,  Shetland  ponies,  star- 
ved Jackasses,  with  masters  "  more 
ragged^  than  Lazarus  in  the  painted 
cloth  !"  A  painter,  like  the  owl  in  the 
fable,  loves  Sultan  Mahmoud,  because 
he  can  give  him  "  fifty  ruined  vil- 
lages." Now  this  cannot  be  all  whim 
and  caprice.  Whole  bodies  of  men 
would  not  thus  run  mad  "  north- 
north-west"  for  nothing.  "  There 
must  be  reason  for  it,  if  philosophy 
could  find  it  out." 

It  seems  to  be  a  universal  law  of  our 
nature,  that  we  attain  to  pleasurable 
feelings  through  two  opposite  media. 
There  is  the  excitement  of  unusual 
exertion,  mental  or  corporeal,  or  both 
mixed ;  and  there  is  the  pleasure  of 
unexpected  ease  or  quiescence.  The 
first  should  appear  to  consist  in  the 
delight  of  overcoming  a  more  than  or- 
dinary difficulty ;  the  last  in  finding 
less  difficulty  than  ordinary  to  over- 
come. This  is  applicable,  more  or  less, 
in  some  shape  or  other,  to  every  de- 
scription, probably,  of  mental  and  cor- 
poreal action.  Thus  we  take  pleasure 
in  ascending  a  mountain  or  climbing  a 
rock  from  the  difficulty  overcome ;  and 
in  skaiting,  riding,  or  sailing,  from  the 
unusual  ease  with  which  we  move.  In 
reading,  we  are  pleased  with  subtle 
argumentation,  acute  logic,  or  pro- 
found analysis,  from  the  first  principle, 
that  of  difficulty  overcome ;  but  with 
smooth  poetry,  or  easy  and  familiar 
prose,  from  the  unexpected  quickness 
with  which  the  mind  is  led  forward. 
The  pleasure  of  riddles  contrasted  with 
that  derived  from  those  rhymes  that 
are  used  as  a  "  memoria  technica,"  or 
artificial  memory,  is  an  instance  in 
point ;  and  of  the  same  description  is 
the  pleasure  received  from  hearing  or 
playing  difficult  and  complicated  mu- 
sic, compared  with  that  which  arises 
from  a  flowing  and  simple  air.  It  is 
needless  to  multiply  examples.  The 
general  principle  must,  I  think,  be  ad- 
mitted to  be  true.  Whether  it  may 
help  us  to  a  solution  of  the  origin  of 
the  Picturesque  and  Beautiful — that 
is  to  say,  of  the  modes  of  the  different 
descriptions  of  pleasure  which  we  draw 
from  the  contemplation  of  objects  co- 
ining under  those  denominations,  is 
the  next  inquiry. 

In  order  to  ascertain  whether  those 
principles  elucidate  the  causes  of  the 
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different  sorts  of  pleasure,  derivable 
from  the  view  of  certain  objects  called 
picturesque  and  beautiful,  we  must 
inquire  whether  these  objects  general- 
ly are  adapted  to  call  up  the  feelings 
in  question  according  to  the  principles 
supposed.  Let  us  take  an  example. 
The  most  picturesque  object,  perhaps, 
in  nature,  is  a  tree.  Why  is  it  so  ?  Be- 
cause the  distribution  of  its  parts  is  so 
infinitely  complicated,  and  so  wonder- 
fully diversified,  that  the  mind  cannot, 
even  by  the  longest-continued  efforts, 
attain  to  a  full  and  complete  idea  and 
remembrance  of  them.  No  painter 
could  ever  delineate  a  tree,  branch  by 
branch,  leaf  by  leaf.  If  he  did,  no 
spectator  could  decide  whether  he  had 
done  so  or  not.  Our  most  distinct  idea 
of  a  tree  is  only  general.  We  have  lit- 
tle more  than  an  outline.  The  greater 
and  more  superficial  indentions  of  its 
foliage,  its  larger  interstices  of  branch, 
its  masses  of  shadow,  and  its  most 
pervading  hues,  are  enough  for  us.  We 
are  compelled  to  lump  and  sloven  over 
a  million  of  beautiful  particularities, 
exquisite  minutenesses,  which  our  ap- 
prehension is  not  microscopic  enough 
to  seize  in  the  detail.  In  spite  of  our- 
selves we  make  a  daub  of  it  even  in 
imagination.  Hence,  in  the  contem- 
plation of  masses  of  foliage,  there  is  a 
perpetual  excitement  and  struggle  of 
the  mind  to  obtain  a  complete  idea — a 
constant  approach  with  an  impossibi- 
lity of  reaching  the  desired  goal.  DIF- 
FICULTY, then,  is  the  source  of  the  Pic- 
turesque. Irregular  variety  is  its  life. 
Regularity,  plan,  and  method,  are  its 
antipodes.  They  constitute  the  essence 
of  the  opposite  quality — the  Beautiful 
— the  term  being,  of  course,  used  in  a 
limited  sense. 

Let  us  try  to  elucidate  this  farther. 
I  have  said,  that  the  pleasure  we  de- 
rive from  the  contemplation  of  objects 
which  are  styled  Beautiful,  as  opposed 
to  Picturesque,  arises  from  the  unex- 
pected ease  and  readiness  with  which 
we  comprehend  the  distribution  of 
their  parts.  Take  regular  architecture 
as  a  specimen.  In  the  largest  and  most 
complex  edifice  of  Grecian  or  modern 
regular  architecture,  general  simplicity 
and  order  are  the  ground-work.  Let 
the  minor  parts  be  ornamented  as  they 
will — let  the  details  be  ever  so  elabo- 
rate, ever  so  diversified,  still  the  gene- 
ral design  is  at  the  first  view  fully  pre- 
sent to  the  mind.  Let  any  one  look  at 
the  Parthenon,  at  St  Peter's,  at  St 
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Paul's,  at  Blenheim  or  Versailles,  and 
he  comprehends  their  plan  at  once.  He 
perceives  immediately  that  the  parts  of 
these  immense  edifices  answer  to  each 
other ;  tower  to  tower,  wing  to  wing, 
pillar  to  pillar,  window  to  window.  He 
is  struck  with  the  triumph  of  order. 
He  comprehends  at  a  single  glance  the 
distribution  of  millions  of  tons  of  mar- 
ble or  freestone — the  disposal  of  thou- 
sands of  yards  of  complicate  ornament. 
He  lays  out  at  once  correctly  in  his 
mind  acres  of  lawn  and  shrubbery — 
miles  of  terrace  or  parterre.  This  plea- 
surable sense  of  unexpected  ease  is 
the  foundation  of  the  Beautiful  as  con- 
trasted with  the  Picturesque.  They 
are  produced  and  reproduced  by  the 
alternate  destruction  of  each  other.  The 
introduction  of  confusion  is  the  origin 
of  the  first,  and  the  remedy  of  that 
confusion,  of  the  second. 

Let  us  take,  for  instance,  the  most 
beautiful  temple  that  Grecian  archi- 
tecture can  boast.  While  perfect,  it  is 
no  great  subject  of  a  picture  in  the 
abstract.  But  let  time  work  his  will 
with  it.  Let  the  columns  fall,  let  the 
roof  shrink,  let  moss  and  decay  and 
violence  deform  the  stones,  let  trees 
and  brushwood  and  long  grass  spring 
about  it,  and  in  it,  and  upon  it — until 
every  straight  line  be  broken  and  all 
uniformity  destroyed,  and  it  is  pic- 
turesque. It  becomes  so  because  the 
original  regularity  of  the  plan  is  lost. 
We  hava  to  labour  out  the  idea  of  its 
present  state  without  assistance  from 
its  former  beauty;  or  with  such  as- 
sistance as  impedes  more  than  it  helps. 
If  the  column  on  the  right  stands,  that 
on  the  left  is  prostrate.  If  this  pedes- 
tal is  entire,  that  is  broken.  If  the 
wall  here  is  regular,  there  it  is  shrunk 
or  shattered.  If  this  stone  is  smooth, 
that  is  rough.  If  this  part  is  white, 
that  is  black.  It  is  a  chaos,  a  ruin, — 
and  can  only  be  pictured  and  retained 
in  the  mind  by  intense  observance  and 
prolonged  contemplation. 

If  this  mode  of  trial  be  applied  to 
other  objects,  it  will  be  found  to  an- 
swer in  the  same  manner.  A  ship,  for 
instance,  with  her  yards  squared,  her 
sails  bent,  and  every  rope  entire,  sail- 
ing steadily  on  a  smooth  sea,  at  right 
angles  with  the  line  of  vision,  is  as 
little  picturesque  as  so  complicated  an 
object  can  well  be.  Wreck  that  same 
vessel,  however.  Let  her  lie  obliquely 
on  her  keel,  "  docked  in  sand."  See 
her  when 
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•c  Her  masthath  ta'en  etn  angle  with  the  sky, 
From  which  it  shifts  noti" 
Let  her  planks  desert  her  ribs ;  her 
masts  give  way ;  her  sails  fly  to  tat- 
ters ;  her  stays  be  broken— while  the 
billows, 

««  Curling  their  ruffian  heads,'1 
charge  full  speed  upon  her,  and  break 
over  her  at  intervals;  and  she  becomes 
at  once  the  very  pink  of  the  Picturesque 
—the  delight  of  painters— the  horror 
of  underwriters. 

In  dress,  the  most  beautiful  and  ela- 
borate uniform  is  not  picturesque.  Why 
is  it  not  so  ?  Precisely  because  it  is  a 
uniform ;  because  one  part  presup- 
poses another.  We  know  it  by  a  sec- 
tion. Tassel  dangles  after  tassel ;  la- 
pelle  balances  lapelle ;  shoulder-knot 
copies  shoulder-knot ; 

"  Skirt  nods  at  skirt ;  each  button  has  a 

brother ; 
And  half  the  collar  but  reflects  the  other." 

Now,  "handy-dandy,"  change-clothes 
— and  "  your  tattered  prodigal,  just 
come  from  swine-keeping,  and  eating 
draff  and  husks" — is  the  very  darling 
of  the  Picturesque ;  and  he  is  so,  be- 
cause his  wretchedness  is  not  of  a 
piece,  like  the  other's  finery.  There  is 
no  method  in't.  The  entire  stocking 
on  this  leg  does  not  ensure  us  against 
a  torn  o'ne  on  the  other,  any  more 
than  the  rent  in  this  elbow  necessarily 
presupposes  a  hole  in  that.  He  has  no 
keeping  about  him,  excepting  a  sort  of 
medium  tint  of  squalidity.  There  is 
no  fellowship  in  Iris  patches.  They 
are  various  in  form  and  in  hue,  as 

"  Autumn  leaves 

In  Vallombrosa." 

His  rags  obey  the  winds,  and  them 
only.  His  unkempt  hair,  untouched 
by  powder  or  curling-iron,  is  <(  of 
what  colour  it  pleases  God."  It  would 
puzzle  a  sanhedrim  of  tailors  to  make 
a  fac-siraile  of  him.  He  is  beyond 
their  hand — and  so  they  deliver  him 
over  to  Mr  Somebody,  the  artist,  as 
materials  for  the  Picturesque. 

It  would  be  useless  to  add  to  these 
examples.  If  difficulty  of  conception 
be  the  source  of  that  pleasure  which 
we  take  in  contemplating  picturesque 
objects,  the  reason  of  our  preferring 
to  see  such  objects  delineated  in  a  pic- 
ture is  obvious  enough.  It  is,  how- 
ever, twofold  in  its  nature.  First,  we 
are  glad  to  see  the  difficulty  of  con- 
ceiving accurately  of  irregular  objects 


overcome  so  far,  as  to  enable  their  be- 
ing delineated  correctly  on  paper  or 
canvass.  And,  secondly,  in  viewing 
the  picture,  we  have  a  fainter  repeti- 
tion of  the  pleasure  we  derive  from 
seeing  the  objects  themselves.  In  ad- 
dition to  these  reasons  for  preferring 
the  Picturesque  in  painting,  it  is  to  be 
observed,  that  the  regularly  Beautiful 
loses  much  more  of  its  effect  when  di- 
minished. The  actual  mass  seems  to 
be  necessary,  to  produce  the  surprise 
which  we  feel  in  understanding,  and 
arranging  at  once  in  the  mind,  the 
proportions  of  a  mighty  but  regular 
object.  St  Paul's  Cathedral  is  nothing 
in  a  picture ;  and  yet  it  is  as  pictu- 
resque as  most  modern  structures.  In 
such  drawings,  we  know  there  is  no 
difficulty  of  execution.  We  cannot 
forget  the  rule  and  compasses;  and 
the  draughtsman  becomes  a  mere  me- 
chanist in  our  eyes.  In  colouring,  the 
same  rules  hold  good.  We  may  fur- 
ther observe  of  colours,  that  the  most 
glaring  are  perhaps  the  least  pictu- 
resque, from  their  being  of  unfrequent 
occurrence,  in  masses,  in  natural  scenes. 
All  the  colours  of  a  harlequin's  jacket, 
however,  would  not  be  picturesque  if 
regularly  disposed.  To  be  so,  they 
must  be  thrown  together,  and  inter- 
mingle, as  Nature  and  the  Seasons 
mingle  them.  Why  are  autumnal  tints 
the  greatest  favourites  ?  Because  they 
are  the  most  varied  and  capricious. 
The  most  complex  figures,  if  we  know 
them  to  be  regular,  are  not  pictu- 
resque. Nobody  would  apply  the  term 
to  the  flourishes  on  a  bank-note, 
though  their  difficulty  defy  forgery. 
But  they  are  only  difficult  to  us.  We 
see  that,  in  fact,  they  are  regular,  and 
that  we  need  only  the  key  from  the 
mechanic  who  cut  them,  to  decipher 
them  as  easily  as  an  intercepted  dis- 
patch. 

If  we  apply  the  principles  here  con- 
tended for  to  existing  styles  of  archi- 
tecture, they  would  seem  to  elucidate 
the  reason  of  our  preferring  in  a  pic- 
ture the  Gothic  to  the  Grecian.  They 
explain,  indeed,  why,  in  fact,  we  dwell 
the  longest  upon  a  Gothic  edifice,  and 
especially  upon  its  interior.  The  Go- 
thic is  an  attempt  to  include  the  Pic- 
turesque in  the  Beautiful ;  and,  to  a 
certain  extent,  it  is  a  successful  one. 
If  we  examine  the  exterior  and  gene- 
ral plan  of  a  cathedral,  for  instance, 
we  shall  find  it  to  be  beautifully  re- 
gular. The  details,  however,  are  art- 
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fully  complicated  into  an  apparent  ir- 
regularity. Excepting  at  one  point  of 
view,  they  are  calculated  to  seem  irre- 
gular. The  varied  tracery — the  bun- 
dles of  slender  pillars,  the  slender 
arches,  branching  over  the  lofty  roofs 
in  every  direction — the  ornamented 
windows  —  the  broken  lights  —  the 
crossing  shadows — though  in  reality 
regular,  yet  form  a  composition  that 
at  first  impresses  every  mind  with  the 
idea  of  irregularity.  This  is  the  charm 
of  Henry  the  Seventh's  Chapel.  We 
gaze  upon  it  with  an  unsated  delight, 
which  the  most  admirable  simplicity 
could  never  bestow.  The  eye,  com- 
prehending the  whole,  can  yet  never 
enumerate  nor  store  up  the  exquisitely 
varied  minutiae  of  which  that  whole  is 
composed.  It  is  like  the  infinite  divi- 
sibility of  matter.  We  might  as  well 
attempt  to  count  up  the  sparkling 

atoms  in  a  block  of  marble But 

the  excitement  is  inexhaustible. 

In  the  reverse  of  this,  we  may  dis- 
cover a  further  proof  of  the  truth  of 
these  principles.  As  Gothic  architec- 
ture, by  including  apparent  disorder 
under  external  regularity,  hides  the 
Picturesque  under  the  Beautiful;  so 
there  are  certain  objects,  which,  con- 
taining regularity  under  apparent  ir- 
regularity, include  the  Beautiful  un- 
der the  Picturesque.  This  depends 
upon  the  distance  from  which  they 
are  viewed.  Many  towns  are  so  situ- 
ated, as  to  present,  when  seen  from 
certain  stations,  an  outline  the  most 
picturesque  possible.  Draw  nearer, 
and  this  gives  way  to  the  beautiful. 
We  are  enabled  to  fill  up  the  outline, 
and  find  it  in  reality  to  cover  objects 
of  the  opposite  description — regular 
streets  and  regular  houses.  This  is 
the  case  with  many  regular  towns 
built  on  uneven  ground.  From  a  dis- 
tance we  distinguish  only  the  tops  of 
buildings,  rising  and  falling  capri- 
ciously— chimneys  of  unequal  heights 
— obscure  shadows  mingling  and  cross- 
ing— the  whole  presenting  the  appear- 
ance of  a  dark  shapeless  mass ;  and 
this  is  all.  On  the  spot,  we  find  tiers 
of  houses,  doors  and  windows,  at  regu- 
lar distances ;  in  short,  nothing  but 
smooth  mason-work — straight  lines, 
and  right  angles :— the  distant  subli- 
mity of  Edinburgh  changed  into  the 
elegance  of  Bath,  or  the  patent  tran- 
scendental neatness  of  New  Lanark. 

I  have  already  stated,  that  the  prin- 
ciples attempted  to  be  established,  as 
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the  origin  of  our  sense  of  the  Pictu- 
resque and  Beautiful,  are  yet  applica- 
ble to  the  explanation  of  other  mental 
results.  I  might  stop  here — but  there 
is  one  other  subject  with  which  they 
appear  to  me  to  be  intermingled,  of  so 
enticing  a  nature,  that,  albeit  it  be 
something  of  a  digression,  it  must  be 
ventured.  Digression  you  may  haply 
call  it,  gentle  reader  ;  but  I  insist  on 
its  being  a  true  and  legitimate  corol- 
lary, legitimately  appended  to  the  so- 
lution of  the  problem  we  have  been 
puzzling  about  so  long.  Could  I  do 
less — it  being  the  grand  subject  of 
some  of  the  prettiest  wranglfngs  that 
ever  graced  the  annals  of  controversy, 
and  which  have  been  bandied  by  the 
prettiestmouths  that  ever  betook  them- 
selves to  the  dry  and  dusty  calling  of 
polemics  ?  It  is  that  gentle  breeze  of 
doctrine  which  ruffles  for  a  moment 
the  silvery  surface  of  female  conversa- 
tion, only  to  make  it  sparkle  the  more, 
— the  metaphysic  of  the  toilet — the 
stumbling-block  of  the  far-famed  "Par- 
liament of  Love,"  which  defined  it  not 
— the  subject  which  Anthony  Count 
Hamilton  has  illustrated,  but  not  ex- 
plained— the  " arcanum,"  which  "  Cu- 
pid's Casuist,"  in  the  Spectator,  failed 
to  discover — the  desideratum  maxi- 
mum— the  physiognomical  STANDARD 

OF  BEAUTY  ! 

There  is  no  subject,  in  the  round  of 
topics,  that  has  been  more  dogmatized 
upon  than  this — howsoever  many  of 
these  petitiones  principii  be  "  of  such 
sweet  breath  composed,"  as  might  mol- 
lify even  the  shades  of  Acquinas  or 
Duns  Scotus  into  acquiescence  j  though 
the  f<  angelic  doctor"  himself  might 
yield  to  something  more  angelic  ;  and 
the  subtle  logician  confess  the  breath 
of  beauty  more  subtle  than  the  airiest 
refinements  of  the  schools. — What  is 
Beauty  ? — No  question  has  been  put 
more  frequently  ;  and  what  do  we  ob- 
tain by  it  ? — An  inventory  of  a  set  of 
features  which  are  called  "  regular  ;' 
but  why  they  are  called  regular,  or  how 
this  regularity  comes  to  be  Beauty,  we 
are  not  informed.  We  are  referred  by 
one  to  Greek  statues ;  and,  by  another, 
to  internal  feelings. — "  Then  comes 
our  fit  again ;"  for  we  find  that  the 
practice  of  mankind  is  unanimous  nei- 
ther for  the  statues  nor  for  the  feelings. 
— What  is  beauty  to  a  European,  is  de- 
formity to  a  Negro.  Our  idea  of  Beau- 
ty, then,  in  the  abstract,  is  a  prejudice 
rather  than  a  principle ;  and,  as  might 
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be  expected,  events  are  perpetually 
clashing  with  it.  Every  day  are  our 
classical  tastes  shocked  by  some  here- 
tofore sensible  young  man  falling  in 
love  with  a  face  that  would  have  given 
Phidias  the  spleen.  We  protest — we 
sneer — we  storm — and  in  reply  we  get 
from  the  friends  of  the  forlorn  (if  he 
have  any)  at  once,  a  new  view  of  the 
subject,  and  an  addition  to  our  phrase- 
ology, 

"  The  lady,  though  anything  but  hand- 
some, is  agreeable*" 

This,  to  those  who  have  seen  her, 
passes  for  a  palliation  of  the  oifence  : 
To  those  who  have  not,  merely  as  the 
best  that  can  be  said  under  the  unfor- 
tunate circumstances.  The  culprit 
himself,  however,  generally  persists  in 
his  unhappy  error ;  and,  as  the  devil 
will  have  it,  dies,  at  a  good  old  age,  a 
stubborn  heretic.  His  derider,  haply, 
marries  a  beauty,  and  tires  of  her  in 
twelve  months.  What  is  the  rationale 
of  this  ?  The  admiration  of  regularity 
was  lessened,  not  heightened,  by  Time. 
It  was  comprehended  at  once,  and  the 
mind  had  no  further  employment.  The 
spells  of  the  agreeable  face,  which  was 
not  handsome,  Time  touched  not.  Un- 
der the  features,  "  not  according  to 
rule,"  were  included  minor  traits — 
outward  and  visible  signs  of  inward 
and  spiritual  graces,  which,  varying 
as  they  must  with  the  occasion — now 
called  forth  by  one  event,  now  by  an- 
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other — presented  an  inexhaustible  field 
for  admiring  observation.  This  is  the 
charm  of  the  "  Agreeable,  as  opposed 
to  the  Beautiful."  In  the  one,,  the  mind 
is  at  once  gratified  by  the  most  exqui- 
site regularity  ;  in  the  other,  perpetu- 
ally excited,  by  ever- varying  traits,  real 
or  apparent,  (are  they  ever  not  real  ?)  of 
qualities  in  themselves  admirable.  The 
Agreeable  in  physiognomy,  is  to  the 
Beautiful,  what  the  Picturesque  in 
painting  is  to  the  Beautiful.  They 
please  upon  the  same  principles.  Re- 
joice, then,  ye  who,  like  me,  have  some- 
times 

"   Found  Helen's  beauty  in   a  brow  of 
Egypt," 

Make  no  more  stumbling,  unworthy, 
touchstone-like  excuses — 

"  An  ill-favour'd  thing,   sir;    but  mine 
own." 

Beat  not  your  brains  for  Platonic  apo- 
logies which  no  one  believes  ;  but  as- 
sert at  once,  that  what  the  world  calls 
discord,  is •"  harmony  not  understood." 
Cry  "  iyp»x«,"  and  snap  your  fingers 
at  controversy.  Dare, 

"  as  others  use, 

To  sport  with  Amaryllis  in  the  shade, 
Or  with  the  tangles  of  Neaera's  hair." 

If  I  go  on  longer  at  this  rate,  I  shall 
get  taken  for  Don  Juan  in  disguise. 

*          *          *          *          * 

T.  D. 
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IT  were  to  be  wished,  that  writers 
of  travels  would  imitate  the  author  of 
the  present  volume,  in  confining  their 
professions  and  researches  to  some  one 
limited  end ;  nor  set  up,  as  they  do  in 
general,  for  exclusive  guides  and  in- 
structors to  all  the  various  branches  of 
art  and  learning,  which  tempt,  and  in- 
deed are  thrust  upon  one,  in  visiting 
the  classic  countries  of  the  south.  Fe- 
male authors  may  introduce  us  to  so- 
ciety, and  may  put  together  most  de- 
lightful volumes  on  manners,  etiquette, 
&c. ;  but  the  terms  of  architecture  and 
antiquities  spoil  their  pretty  mouths, 
and  they  quote  Greek  and  Latin  with 


a  very  ill  grace.  Even  upon  the  fine 
arts  their  opinions  are  venturous ;  and 
although  as  deep  read,  perhaps,  in 
Winkelman  as  De  Stael,  it  is  ten  to 
one  if  they  make  not  as  many,  if  not 
more  blunders  than  Corinne.  Gentle- 
men, too,  should  stick  to  their  lasts, 
as,  the  more  talent  they  possess,  the 
greater  fools  they  appear  out  of  their 
places.  The  learned  and  acute  Forsyth 
hazards  remarks  on  modern  literature 
that  would  disgrace  a  magazine  of  the 
year  fifty ;  Mathews  discusses  the  fine 
arts  with  the  depth  of  a  dandy,  calls 
the  Moses  of  the  Strada  Pix  spirited, 
and  finds  we  know  not  what  dull  fault 
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in  the  Venus ;  Lady  Morgan — But  we 
have  not  room  or  time  for  correcting 
two  quartos  of  blunders.  Suffice  it, 
that  we  strongly  recommend  the  prin- 
ciple of  division  of  labour  to  all  vagrant 
pen-men  and  women. 

Mr  Blunt,  as  a  clerical  and  a  clas- 
sical man,  has  judiciously  turned  his 
attention  to  the  similarity  of  manners 
and  customs  in  ancient  and  in  modern 
Italy ;  and  it  need  not  be  added,  that, 
in  a  country  so  eminently  supersti- 
tious, manners  and  customs  are  either 
comprehended  in,  or  closely  connected 
with,  the  religious  ceremonies  of  the 
people.  How  far  the  rites  of  the  Ro- 
man Catholic  Church  owed  their  birth 
to  those  of  Paganism,  Dr  Middleton 
had  long  since  shewn ;  and  the  pre- 
sent volume  is  for  the  most  part  an 
appendix  to  the  Doctor's  "  Letter," 
save  that  it  is  written  in  a  more  libe- 
ral spirit,  and,  as  is  proper,  savouring 
more  of  the  dilettante  than  the  pole- 
mic. The  excavations  of  Pompeii  and 
Herculaneum,  and  the  numerous  pic- 
tures and  graphic  representations  there 
discovered,  have  opened  a  new  mine 
to  moral  antiquaries,  which  Dr  Mid- 
dleton did  not  possess ;  and  Mr  Blunt, 
much  as  he  has  drawn,  is  to  be  blamed 
for  not  having  extracted  more  matter 
from  this  interesting  and  increasing 
store. 

The  first  subject  of  Mr  Blunt's  dis- 
quisitions is  the  saints,  in  whom  he 
finds  "  a  wonderful  resemblance  to 
the  gods  of  old  Rome."  He  instances 
the  enormous  number  of  both,  and 
the  inconvenience  and  idleness  arising 
from  their  festivals ;  for  which  cause 
Augustus  pushed  thirty  of  the  gods 
from  their  stools,  though  indeed  the 
abolition  of  so  small  a  number  of  saints 
would  be  but  of  little  relief  to  the 
Roman  calendar.  The  reputed  lives 
of  the  saints  too  much  resemble  those 
of  the  ancient  deities;  the  fabulous 
adventures,  and  earthly  passions,  at- 
tributed to  the  Saviour  of  mankind, 
the  Virgin,  and  other  scriptural  cha- 
racters, of  which  Mr  Blunt  adduces 
some  examples,  and  the  passionate 
language  put  into  the  mouths  of  them 
and  their  votaries,  might  well  pass  for 
a  fable  of  Ovid,  or  of  any  Heathen  bard, 
in  honour  of  his  Heathen  gods.  The  fol- 
lowing inscription  is  from  the  altar  of 
the  church  of  Santa  Rosa  at  Viterbo:— 
Quis  tamen  laudes  recolat,  quis  hujus 
Virginis  dotes,  sibi  quam  pudicis 
Nuptiis  junctam  voluit  superni 
Numen  Olympi  ? 
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"  When  I  witnessed  all  this,"  says 
the  author,  "  I  could  not  prevent  my 
mind  from  wandering  to  the  inter- 
views between  Diana  and  Endymion, 
between  Bacchus  and  Ariadne,  between 
Venus  and  Adonis,  between  Jupiter 
and  Apollo ;  in  short,  half  the  Hea- 
then gods,  and  as  many  favoured  mor- 
tals, whose  names  afterwards  became 
emblazoned  on  the  scrolls  of  mytho- 
logy. It  is  remarkable,  too,  that  the 
sex  of  the  parties  is  as  carefully  ad- 
justed in  the  former  as  in  the  latter 
instances."  The  comparison  is  carried 
farther,  in  the  places  and  things  over 
which  the  gods  and  the  saints  have 
been  made  to  preside — hills,  fountains, 
&c. ;  in  most  cases,  the  former  seem 
to  have  bequeathed  peaceably  their 
powers  of  sanctity  to  the  latter.  St 
Quirico  now  occupies  Mount  Eryx; 
"  and  the  old  god,  thus  pushed  from 
his  stool  by  modern  usurpation,  may 
reasonably  complain,  in  the  words  of 
the  poet, 

Ubi  nunc  nobis  Deus  ille  magister 
Nequicquam  memoratus  Eryx." 

It  may  be  here  regretted,  that  Mr 
Blunt  did  not  bestow  more  of  his  time 
and  attention  on  truly  Roman  ground, 
the  ancient  Latium  and  Etruria,  in- 
stead of  taking  his  examples  from  a 
country  like  Sicily,  overrun,  through- 
out all  ages,  by  African,  Saracen,  and 
Norman,  and  which  consequently  must 
have  had  the  stream  of  ancient  habi- 
tude more  corrupted  than  the  coun- 
tries of  the  peninsula.  Still,  however, 
the  modern  Italian  character,  or  ra- 
ther the  Italian  character  of  the  mid- 
dle ages,  in  all  its  boldness,  supersti- 
tion, and  ferocity,  seems  to  have  re- 
treated to  Sicily,  and  there  alone  to 
exist,  apathy  and  servility  being  the 
only  characteristics  now  allowed  to  the 
unfortunate  Italians. 

After  tracing  the  Lares,  through  all 
their  several  divisions,  in  the  images 
at  present  set  up  or  carried  about — 
the  Lares  Viales,  in  the  Madonnas, 
on  cross-roads  and  street- corners — the 
tutelary  images  and  charms,  in  the 
similar,  though  more  decent  ones  now 
WOrn — the  Dii  Cubiculares,  in  the 
never-failing  squadron  of  images  at 
bedsteads, — the  author  proceeds  to 
assign  the  cause  of  the  monstrous 
usurpation  of  reverence  and  worship 
by  the  Madonna. 

"  Whence  does  all  this  proceed?  Per- 
haps  it  is  only  to  be  accounted  for  by  the 
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nature  of  the  religion  of  ancient  Rome.  It 
may  be  remarked,  that  Gentilism  compre- 
hended a  vast  variety  of  female  deities, 
some  of  which  were  not  less  powerful,  nor 
placed  in  a  lower  rank  in  the  scale  of  divi- 
nity, than  the  greatest  of  the  gods  of  the 
other  sex.  On  the  contrary,  the  superio- 
rity of  females  was  established  in  Egypt  as 
a  civil  and  religious  institution ;  and  the 
same  order  is  observed  in  Plutarch's  trea- 
tise of  Isis  and  Osiris.  A  precedence  thus 
given  to  the  female  deities  in  Egypt,  would 
probably  have  its  operation  in  Italy  also — 
a  proposition  of  which  no  person  will  en- 
tertain much  doubt,  who  has  observed  the 
proportion  which  the  gods  of  the  Nile  bear, 
in  every  museum  of  Italian  antiquities,  to 
those  of  Greece  and  Rome.  Indeed,  when 
Isis  and  Serapis  were  united  in  one  temple 
in  the  capital  of  Italy,  priority  of  place  was 
assumed  by  the  queen.  It  is  natural,  there- 
fore, to  suppose,  that  mankind,  long  retain- 
ing a  propensity  to  relapse  into  idolatry, 
would  endeavour  to  find  some  substitute 
for  an  important  class  of  beings,  which  had 
for  so  many  years  exercised  undisputed 
empire  over  the  minds  and  passions  of  men, 
who,  from  climate  and  temperament,  were 
perhaps  peculiarly  disposed  to  render  the 
fair  portion  of  the  inhabitants  of  Heaven  a 
chivalrous  obedience.  The  religion  of  Chris- 
tianity, however,  as  it  was  taught  by  our 
Saviour  and  his  immediate  followers,  af- 
forded no  stock  on  which  this  part  of  Hea- 
then mythology  could  be  grafted.  None 
of  the  three  Persons  of  the  Trinity  could,  ' 
without  much  effort,  be  moulded  into  the 
form  of  a  goddess  ;  and  the  circumstance, 
that  some  ancient  heretics  actually  did 
maintain  the  Holy  Ghost  to  be  a  female, 
only  serves  to  shew  the  reluctance  with 
which  mankind  bade  adieu  to  that  sex  as 
objects  of  worship." 

It  was  but  natural  to  expect,  that 
the  Virgin  would  be  fixed  upon  to  suc- 
ceed all  those  favoured  female  deities 
in  receiving  worship  and  bestowing 
favour ;  and  as  early  as  the  fourth  cen- 
tury, mention  is  made  of  a  sect  named 
Colyridians,  "  who  offered  cakes  to  the 
Virgin  Mary  as  a  goddess,  and  the 
Queen  of  Heaven."  Her  being  called 
©EOTOXO?  and  Mater  Dei — the  proprie- 
ty of  which  was,  after  a  long  contro- 
versy, allowed  in  a  great  public  coun- 
cil—  must  also  have  contributed  to 
blend  the  mother  of  our  Saviour  with 
the  heathen  deities ;  especially  with 
Cybele,  to  whom  these  epithets  had 
been  generally  applied.  And  that  the 
Madonna  has  succeeded  Cybele,  and 
become  identified  with  her  in  tradi- 
tional rites  and  modes  of  reverence,  a 
great  many  curious  proofs  are  adduced 
in  this  volume.  The  first  is,  the  coin- 
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cidence  of  the  monks  begging  for  the 
Madonna,  as  it  was  an  ancient  practice 
to  -beg  for  the  Mother  of  the  Gods. 
Aristoxenus  is  applauded  for  an  answer 
which  he  once  made  to  one  of  these  ap- 
plications. "  I  feed  not  the  Mother  of 
the  Gods,  whom  the  Gods  themselves 
support."  And  it  is  a  striking  circum- 
stance, that  a  law  is  mentioned  in  Ci- 
cero, allowing  persons  in  the  service  of 
Cybele,  the  exclusive  privilege  of  col- 
lecting alms.  The  next  coincidence 
mentioned,  is,  the  use  of  the  Galli  in 
the  worship  of  Cybele,  and  the  use  of  a 
similar  class  of  people  in  the  Church 
of  Italy. 

"  There  is  yet  another  coincidence  equal- 
ly singular.  Our  Lady-Day,  or  the  Day 
of-the  Blessed  Virgin  of  the  Roman  Catho- 
lics, was  heretofore  dedicated  to  Cybele.  It 
was  called  '  Hilaria,'  says  Macrobius,  on  ac- 
count of  the  joy  occasioned  by  the  arrival 
of  the  Equinox,  when  the  light  was  about 
to  exceed  the  darkness  in  duration  ;  and 
from  the  same  author,  as  well  as  from  Lam- 
pridius,  it  appears  that  it  was  a  festival  of 
the  Mater  Deum.  Moreover,  in  a  Greek 
commentary  upon  Dionysius,  cited  by 
Dempster  in  his  Roman  Antiquities,  it  is 
asserted  that  the  Hilaria  was  a  festival  in 
honour  of  the  Mother  of  the  Gods,  which 
was  proper  to  the  Romans." 

The  pipers  that  pla>  ^  :  the  im- 
ages of  the  Virgin  in  Italy,  might  also 
have  been  mentioned  as  a  parallel  ob- 
servance with  that  used  towards  the 
Mother  of  the  Gods. 

"  Ante  Deum  matrem  cornu  Tibicen  ad- 
unco 
Cum  canit,  exiguae  quis  stipis  aera  neget  ?" 

And  the  author  of  Roma  Moderna, 
quoted  by  Middleton,  boasts  of  the  in- 
genuity of  the  faithful,  in  dedicating  to 
the  Virgin  Mary  the  Temple  of  the 
Bona  Dea.  Without  attributing  any 
very  heinous  intentions  of  idolatry  or 
backsliding  towards  Paganism,  to  those 
old  Christian  priests, who  lived  in  those 
ages  when  Paganism  was  blending  with 
Christianity,  we  may  accuse  the  dull 
rogues  with  having  been  too  much  given 
to  punning  and  barbarous  jokes.  For  to 
so  innocent  a  species  of  pedantry,  is  no 
doubt  to  be  attributed  this  migli  ty  seem- 
ing adoption  of  Pagan  rites  and  names, 
for  which  our  divines  pour  upon  them 
the  heavy  phial  of  their  wrath.  Thus, 
a  church  built  on  the  site  of  Apollo's 
Temple,  is  dedicated  to  St  Apollinaris ; 
on  an  ancient  Temple  of  Mars  stands 
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the  Church  of  St  Martin  ;  all  for  a 
pun.    Witness  the  verse. 

Martyfii  gestans  virgo  Martina  coronam, 

Ejecto  hinc  Martis  numine,  Templa  tenet. 

What  shall  we  think  of  such  saints  as 
Baccho,  Quirinus,  &c.,  or  poor  Soracte, 

wrested  into  St  Oraste,  and  taken  from  h           turned  loose  from  one  extre. 

Apollo  to  be  placed  under  the  protec-  »      rf ^  sfcreet    ^  amidst  the  ^^  rf 

tion  ot  a  saint  without  any  more  real  th'        lace  which  lines  it  on  both  sides, 

existence  than  the  anagram  of  its  own  they  make  what  hagte  they  can  to  the  othen 

old  name  ?  Middleton  s  account  ot  the  Here  j  discovered,  to  my  great  surprise, 

Saintships  of  Amphibolus  and  Verpni-  sitting  in  the  open  air,  under  a  canopy  of 


bons  are  firmly  attached  to  their  backs; 
and  to  these  again  are  appended  bladders, 
and  weighted  pieces  of  wood,  armed  with 
sharp  spikes  ;  the  noise  of  the  one,  and  the 
pain  inflicted  by  the  other,  being  amply 
sufficient  to  urge  to  exertion  animals  much 
better  qualified  to  resist  the  effect  of  either 
than  the  horse.  At  the  firing  of  a  signal 


ca,  is  highly  amusing  ;  the  one-a  cloak 
that  suffered  martyrdom  ;  the  other  a 
veil :  both,  however,  promoted  by  the 
infallibility  of  the  Popish  Church,  to 
all  the  rights  and  properties  of  defunct 
flesh  and  blood.  It  puzzled  them, 
seemingly,  to  procure  a  saint  who 
might  succeed  Romulus  in  his  little 
temple  under  the  Palatine ;  at  last  they 
found  one  in  St  Theodore,  who  was 
exposed,  &c.  like  the  founder  of  Rome. 
"  Thus,"  says  Middleton,  "  the  wor- 
ship paid  to  Romulus  being  now  transfer- 
red to  Theodorus,  the  old  superstition  still 
subsists;  and  the  custom  of  presenting  chil- 
dren at  this  shrine,  continues  to  this  day 
without  intermission ;  of  which  I  myself 
have  been  a  witness,  having  seen,  as  oft  as 
I  looked  into  this  church,  ten  or  a  dozen 
women,  decentlv  dressed,  each  with  a  child 
in  her  lap,  sitt^  with  silent  reverence  be- 
fore the  altar 'JL  the  saint,  in  expectation  of 
his  miraculous  influence  on  the  health  of  the 
infant." — Letter  from  Rome. 

Mr  Blunt's  next  chapter  is  on  the 
festival  of  St  Agatha  at  Catania  ;  the 
ceremonies  of  which,  he  compares  with, 
and  finds  similar  to,  those  in  honour 
of  Ceres ;  which  goddess,  by  the  by, 
was  as  peculiarly  revered  at  Catania,  in 
the  olden  time,  as  St  Agatha  is  at  pre- 
sent. But  the  festival  of  St  Agatha 
little  differs  from  that  of  any  other  pa- 
tron saint  at  his  or  her  own  town. 
There  are  pony-races,  processions  of 
monks  and  candles,  &c.  &c.  at  Rome, 
and  everywhere  else,  as  well  as  at  Ca- 
tania. They  may  have  been  all  bor- 
rowed from  the  Eleusinian  ceremonies, 
but  the  Agatha  is  certainly  not  the  sole 
heiress  of  Ceres's  divinity.  Mr  Blunt 
is  too  special,  too  local,  and  not  gene- 
ral enough  in  his  observations ;  never- 
theless, he  makes  out  numerous  and 
curious  points  of  coincidence  between 
the  rites  of  goddess  and  of  saint.  The 
festival  commences,  as  do  the  last  days 
of  carnival  at  Rome,  with  a  pony  race. 
"  The  ponies  destined  for  the  contest 
have  no  riders  ;  but,  by  means  of  wax,  rib- 
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crimson,  arrayed  in  robes  of  office  a  good 
deal  resembling  those  of  our  barristers,  the 
members  of  the  senate,  with  their  intend- 
ente  or  president.  The  business  of  these 
first  magistrates  of  the  city,  decked  out  in 
all  their  paraphernalia,  and  attended  by 
drummers,  fifers,  and  musketeers,  was  to 
declare  the  winner  among  half  a  dozen 
jades,  the  best  of  which  was  not  worth  ten 
pounds.  It  was  difficult  to  suppress  a 
smile  on  seeing  one  of  the  parties  rise,  dis- 
cuss the  matter  with  the  rest  of  the  bench, 
and,  not  without  much  action,  and  empha- 
sis, and  deliberation,  deliver  the  senatus 
consultant  to  the  expectant  crowd.  The 
mottos  on  the  canopy  might  have  been  se- 
lected for  the  purposes  of  burlesque — 
'  Invictas  superoj  '  Catana  RegumJ 
'  Tutrix  Castigo  Rebellis."1  " 

Now  Ovid,  says  the  author,  declares 
a  horse  race  to  have  made  part  of  the 
rites  of  Ceres. 

"  Primaque  ventosis  palma  petetur  equis. 
Hi  Cereris  ludi." 

But  horse  races  were  not  confined  to 
the  rites  of  Ceres,  nor  to  those  of  Nep- 
tune ;  and,  in  fact,  made  part  of  every 
festival  that  could  furnish  an  excuse 
for  them.  Torches  are  next  adduced 
as  a  coincidence  in  the  rites  of  saint 
and  goddess ;  the  act  of  kneeling  in  wor- 
ship might  as  well  have  been  brought 
forward  for  examples  of  coincidence, 
as  those  common  appendices  to  all  ce- 
remonies, Jewish,  Catholic,  and  Pa- 
gan. The  priests  of  both  religions  hap- 
pening to  be  dressed  in  white,  is  just 
as  little  wonderful.  Indeed,  it  would 
be  difficult,  as  well  as  astonishing,  if 
the  habits  of  the  ministers  of  different 
and  successive  religions  did  not  resem- 
ble one  another ;  or  if  the  modes  6f 
adoration  did  not  agree  in  many  points. 
Worship  will  be  like  worship,  and  pro- 
cession can  differ  little  from  procession; 
nor  need  we  wonder  that  the  figure  of 
the  Virgin  in  those  countries  is  brought 
forth  peruked  and  gorgeously  orna- 
mented, in  a  chariot  drawn  by  oxen. 
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"  Qualis  Berecynthia  mater 
Invehitur  curru,  Phrygias  turrita  per  ur- 
bes." 

The  chapter  on  the  Arrangement 
and  Furniture  of  Catholic  Churches, 
their  every-day  Ceremonies,  &c.,  has 
been  anticipated  by  Middleton,  who 
has  traced  the  incense,  the  holy  water, 
&c.,  to  their  proper  sources.  There  is 
here  an  account  of  one  classical  saint 
which  we  cannot  pass  over ;  and  the 
origin  is  doubtless  correctly  given, 
considering  the  popularity  of  Ovid, 
whilst  the  better  authors  of  his  time 
were  yet  in  oblivion. 

".At  a  short  distance  from  the  old  La- 
vinium,  or  Pratica,  (as  it  is  now  called,)  is 
a  chapel,  dedicated  to  St  Anna  PetronUla. 
Here  we  have,  no  doubt,  a  corruption  of 
Anna  Perenna,  the  sister  of  Dido,  who  was 
cast  ashore  upon  the  coast  of  Italy,  near 
the  Numicius  ;  a  point  corresponding  with 
the  situation  of  this  little  church.  On  that 
occasion,  having  accidentally  met  with 
./Eneas  and  Achates,  and  rejected  all  terms 
of  reconciliation  with  them,  she  was  warned 
by  the  shade  of  Dido  in  a  dream,  to  escape 
from  the  treachery  of  Lavinia.  In  the  sud- 
den consternation  excited  by  this  vision, 
she  is  said  to  have  precipitated  herself  into 
the  Numicius,  of  which  she  became  the  pro- 
tecting nymph. — whilst  games,  described 
at  length  by  Ovid,  were  instituted  to  her 
honour. 

Placidi  sum  nympha  Numici, 
Amne  pcrennc  latens  Anna  Parenna  vocor. 
Fast.  iii.  523. 

Thus  Anna,  the  sister  of  the  Virgin,  has 
inherited  the  seat  and  credit  of  Anna,  the 
sister  of  the  Queen  of  Carthage,  on  condi- 
tion of  adding  to  her  former  name  that  of 
PetronUla." 

The  mendicant  orders  our  author 
derives  fr om  the  priests  of  Isis  and  Se- 
rapis.  That  such  resemblance  between 
these  two  descriptions  of  persons  should 
exist,  will  seem  less  remarkable  when 
we  recollect  that  the  country  to  which 
the  worship  of  Isis  and  Serapis  pecu- 
liarly belonged,  was  that  in  which  the 
monastic  life  originated,  and  that  this 
happened  before  divine  honours  had 
ceased  to  be  paid  to  those  Egyptian 
deities.  The  worship  of  Isis  too,  says 
Mr  Blunt,  was  tolerated  by  Chris- 
tians with  more  patience  than  that  of 
any  other  deities.  This  may  have  been 
the  case  in  Egypt,  but  we  believe  the 
worship  of  Isis  at  Rome  was  not  all 
such  as  to  conciliate  the  favour  of  the 
early  Christians — Nay,  so  early  as  Ti- 
berius, we  believe  the  priests  and  vo- 
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taries  of  Isis  were  banished  for  licen- 
tiousness. The  points  of  coincidence 
between  the  orders  of  St  Francis  and 
Isis,  are  their  begging,  one  with  the 
slstinn,  the  other  with  his  alms-box — 
no  wonderful  similarity  for  poor  and 
religious  societies.  The  possession  and 
use  of  relics,  peculiar  to  the  votaries 
of  Isis,  who  gathered  up  the  fourteen 
pieces  of  her  husband's  body,  agree 
very  well  with  the  stores  of  the  same 
kind  carried  about  by  the  mendicant 
monks.  Miraculous  cures,  too,  were 
common  to  both ;  their  dress,  as  we 
know  from  some  ancient  has  reliefs, 
were  much  alike ;  and,  above  all,  the 
most  striking  point  of  resemblance  is 
the  tonsure,  avowedly  and  clearly  bor- 
rowed from  the  priests  of  Isis  by  the 
early  Christian  priests.  "  It  is  clear," 
says  St  Jerome,  "  that  we  ought  not 
to  be  seen  with  our  heads  shaved,  like 
the  priests  and  worshippers  of  Isis  and 
Serapis;  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  to 
suffer  the  hair  to  grow  luxuriously 
long,  after  the  manner  of  soldiers  and 
barbarians." 

Many  of  these  coincidences  are  too 
strong,  too  manifestly  borrowed  one 
from  the  other,  to  admit  of  that  argu- 
ment of  Warburton's,  which  so  an- 
noyed Middleton,  that  such  customs, 
however  alike,  were  not  traditional, 
but  newly  invented  by  similar  people 
in  similar  circumstances.  Much  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  rites  must  have  been 
borrowed  from  paganism  ;  nor  do  we 
think  that  a  casual  resemblance,  in 
cases  not  especially  forbidden,  is  of  any 
mighty  importance  to  the  salvation  of 
souls.  Mr  Blunt,  in  his  anxiety  to 
establish  his  theory  by  many  exam- 
ples, frequently  overdoes  the  proof, 
and  brings  forward  customs  as  handed 
down  among  the  Italians,  which  are 
mere  innovations  of  their  conquerors. 
For  instance,  the  throwing  of  the  poor 
into  a  common  grave,  and  that  outside 
the  walls — notpermitting  tomb-stones, 
&c. — then  an  introduction  of  the 
French  into  Italy.  'Twas  they  who 
built  the  Campo  Santo  at  Naples,  at 
Milan ;  and  they  would  have  done 
the  same  at  Rome,  had  not  bigotry 
been  too  strong  for  them.  It  was  the 
decree,  establishing  such  at  Milan, 
that  called  forth  the  poem  of  the  Se- 
polchri  from  Ugo  Foscolo ;  what  the 
poet  lamented  has  been  verified — the 
remains  of  Parini  lie  undistinguished, 
and  blended  with  his  brother  poor,  in 
the  bury  ing-ground  near  Milan. 


1823.3  Blunts  Vestiges  of 

The  chapter,  with  which  the  volume 
concludes,  on  Coincidences  in  Charac- 
ter between  the  Ancient  and  Modern 
Italians,  and  which  ought  to  have 
been  among  the  most  interesting,  is 
exceedingly  lame.  A  propensity  to 
gambling  is  no  coincidence,  that  will 
not  extend  to  all  people — particular 
games,  however,  may  be.  The  Morra, 
or  finger  counting,  a  play  very  com- 
mon in  Italy,  and  rendered  more  dif- 
ficult in  France  by  the  guesser  having 
a  split  stick  on  his  nose,  is  affirmed  by 
Mr  Blunt  to  be  antique.  "  There  can- 
not be  a  doubt  that  the  '  micare  digi- 
///  of  the  Romans,  was  the  self- same 
amusement ;  and  the  force  of  their  ex- 
pressions for  an  honest  man,  that  he 
was  one  with  whom  fingers  might  be 
counted  in  the  dark — quorum  micare 
potes  in  tenebris,  becomes  sufficiently 
intelligible." 

Panem  et  Circenses,  is  a  desire  tra- 
ditionally handed  down,  if  ever  any 
was,  from  Roman  to  Roman.  The 
games  of  the  Circus,  greatly  shorn  of 
their  splendour,  still  exist  in  part, 
however.  In  the  Mausoleum  of  Au- 
gustus are  daily  held  fights  between 
men  and  cows,  dogs,  bulls,  &c. — called 
the  Giostra.  The  men  advance  to  the 
ox  with  a  red  flag  before  them,  which 
the  animal  runs  at,  and  the  man,  lea- 
ving his  flag  to  the  fury  of  the  ani- 
mal, escapes.  But  the  whole  business 
is  wretchedly  got  up.  The  dogs  are 
sneaking  cowardly  curs,  and  the  bulls 
generally  lean  cows  (forgive  the  bull.) 
We  have  ourselves  witnessed  a  very 
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ludicrous  combat  in  the  said  Mauso- 
leum, between  a  dozen  broken-backed 
little  men  and  a  young  hornless  calf—- 
Neither Liston  nor  Grimaldi  ever  call- 
ed forth  such  bursts  of  laughter  and 
applause  ;  and  the  little  calf,  upsetting 
the  huddled  bossus  like  a  pack  of  cards. 
Another  ludicrous  fight  is  between  the 
bull  and  the  man  in  the  wicker  bottle, 
— the  bottle  has  an  opening  at  both 
ends ;  by  one  opening  it  hangs  on  his 
neck — out  of  the  other  appears  his 
feet ;  and  thus  he  fidgets  about  the 
arena.  When  attacked  by  the  bull,  he 
sinks  like  a  snail  into  his  shell  or  bot- 
tle, which  lies  much  in  the  shape  of  a 
buoy,  and  the  animal  beats  and  tosses 
the  wicker  bottle  with  abundance  of 
vain  and  ludicrous  rage.  Mr  Blunt,  we 
believe,  could  find  n  o  parallel  for  all  this. 
Alas  !  the  Circus  is  fallen,  and  its  ce- 
lebrated factions  of  blue  and  red  no 
longer  convulse  the  world  and  its  ca- 
pital. 

Before  quitting  Mr  Blunt,  we  must 
mention  one  curious  and  palpable  in- 
stance of  coincidence :  and  it  is  won- 
derful how  it  could  have  escaped  him. 
We  mean  the  picture  of  the  ass  ex- 
hausted from  over-fatigue,  found  in 
Pompeii,  and  now  in  the  Museum  at 
Portici— the  indentical  clitella,  or  pack- 
saddle,  still  used,  is  on  its  back — the 
oblong,  mis-shapen  bell,  round  its 
neck,  precisely  as  now  worn.  In  short, 
the  whole  picture  might  as  well  pass 
for  a  representation  of  the  nineteenth, 
as  of  the  first  century. 


BARTHOLOMEW  FAIR. 

"  In  holiday  time,  when  the  ladies  of  London 

Walk  out  with  their  husbands,  or  think  themselves  undone.' 


"  BARTLEMY  FAIR"  carries  the 
prestige  over  all  shows  and  exhibi- 
tions for  September.  Listen's  attrac- 
tion at  the  Haymarket  flags ;  the  De- 
vil (though  at  half-price)  brings  no 
money  to  the  Lyceum  ;  and  even  the 
Reverend  Mr  Irving  (if  he  preached 
on  a  week-day)  would  chance  to  be 
shorn  of  one-half  his  congregation. 

But  the  Smithfield  festivities  com- 
menced, this  year,  on  a  Wednesday — 
an  auspicious  beginning  for  his  wor- 
ship the  Lord  Mayor ;  for,  when  pro- 
clamation has  to  be  made  on  a  Mon- 
day or  Friday,  really,  what  between 
the  mud  and  the  mad  bulls,  his  lord- 


ship is  in  a  manner  put  to  his  trumps. 
By  the  way,  it  is  time,  we  think,  that 
some  arrangement  was  come  to  upon 
this  point.  The  beasts,  or  the  buf- 
foonery, one  or  other,  on  such  an  oc- 
casion, should  give  way.  It  is  only 
two  years  ago  that  an  unbred  Essex 
calf  interrupted  Sir  Newman  Knowlys 
(the  common- serjeant)  in  the  middle 
of  his  exhortation ;  the  Lord  Mayor's 
own  coach  was  menaced  by  a  cow  with 
a  crumpled  horn ;  the  Remembrancer 
forgot  everything  but  the  care  of  his 
own  safety ;  and  the  Sword-bearer 
seemed  the  only  man  paratus  of  the 
party.  We  mention  this  now,  because 
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proclamation  will  fall  again  on  market 
day  (should  the  world  last  so  long) 
two  years  hence ;  and  we  think,  in 
our  known  affection  and  respect  for 
the  city  of  London,  that  such  dilem- 
mas are  derogatory  to  its  magisterial 
dignity. 

But  the  last  fair-day  (that  is,  the 
6th  of  September)  is  always  the  high 
day  at  Cow-Cross — when  the  swings, 
and  the  sausages,  and  the  bluebottles, 
and  the  young  women,  are  all  in  full 
buzz  and  activity.  What  a  convoca- 
tion of  jugglers  and  gingerbread  ba- 
kers there  are !  and  what  a  collection 
of  knaves  and  ninnies  to  admire  them  ! 
They  are  fine  things,  past  question, 
these  shows.  We  doubt  if  Queen 
Mary,  even  when  she  roasted  the  Pro- 
testants, ever  attracted  larger  assem- 
blages into  Smithfield  than  now  at- 
tend the  roasting  of  pigs.  And,  in  the 
way  of  legitimate  spectacle,  we  main- 
tain that  the  scene  is  a  curiosity.  Few 
situations  would  more  be  wilder  a  stran- 
ger to  London,  than  the  being  set 
down,  about  noon,  at  Smithfield  bars 
on  a  fair-day.  Every  sense  is  so  as- 
sailed, and  on  every  side,  at  the  same 
moment !  The  eye  becomes  unsteady 
amid  a  variety  of  objects ;  and  has  not 
time  to  pause  for  a  second  upon  one, 
before  it  is  caught  up,  willy-nilly,  by 
another.  In  front,  we  see  a  company 
of  comedians ;  behind,  a  troop  of  horse- 
riders.  Here,  a  grotesque  fellow  dances 
upon  a  rope ;  there,  a  motley  ruffian 
curvets  upon  a  wire.  Then,  the  roar 
— the  shout — the  deafening,  incessant, 
unrelaxing  din,  of  twice  ten  thousand 
voices,  in  more  than  twice  ten  thou- 
sand keys  !  Of  ravings,  male  and  fe- 
male— bowlings,  human  and  animal 
— whoopings,  joyous  and  angry — be- 
sides noises  non  descript,  of  wilful  or 
accidental  production,  swelling  and 
aiding  the  great  general  uproar  ! — 
There  are  fruit- sellers,  showmen,  bal- 
lad-mongers, and  pie-projectors ;  deal- 
ers in  toys,  strong  waters,  porter,  and 
pastry;  fiddlers  scrape,  ginger-beer* 
corks  pop,  children  weep,  and  nurse- 
maids giggle  !  Then  comes  the  yelling 
of  wild  beasts — the  swearing  of  their 
keepers — the  creaking  of  wheels — the 
crashing  of  round-abouts — the  ringing 
of  bells — the  blowing  of  horns — the 
whirling  of  rattles — and  the  cries  of 
"  Take  care  of  your  pockets !" 

"  The  smells  are  infinite  in  habit 
here  too."  Peppermint  drops,  and 
"  Sir  Robert  Burnett's  best,"  prevail 
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in  the  morning ;  but  the  frying-pans 
have  it,  we  think,  towards  the  heat  of 
the  day.  If  the  cooks  burn  the  meat, 
however,  (as  is  reported  of  them,)  that 
would  be  foul  play. 

There  is  a  case  upon  the  books— 
Squintum  versus  Blinkum — where  a 
man  was  refused  the  prize  for  grinning 
through  a  horse  collar,  on  its  being 
proved  that  he  made  use  of  verjuice, 
clandestinely,  during  the  exhibition. 
We  have  our  law,  you  see,  reader,  as 
well  as  our  neighbours.  But  away  with 
references  to  matters  past.  What  brain 
in  Bartholomew  Fair  can  stand  against 
the  present  appeals  to  its  attention  ? 
Here,  fortune  lifts  her  bandage,  and 
actually  ogles  you  out  of  a  "  lucky 
bag." — "  This  is  the  true  lottery,"  says 
the  priestess,  "  for  people  to  adventure 
in.  Here  they  are  ;  all  blanks,  and  no 
prizes !" — All  prizes,  and  no  blanks, 
she  means  to  say  ;  but  she  speaks  truth, 
for  once,  without  knowing  it.  ff  Will 
you  try? — You  win  a  save-all.  Dip 
again.  You  have  got  an  extinguisher." 
So  provoking !  Things  that  one  doesn't 
want !  There  is  a  tea-caddy  in  the  old 
lady's  basket  too. — That  there  is,  and 
has  been  every  fair  for  the  last  twenty 
years. — Will  you  try  no  more  ?  Then 
turn  round  ;  for  there  is  a  fellow  spit- 
ting fire  close  to  your  ear.  See  the 
rogue  !  He  is  clad  in  "  flame-coloured 
taffeta" — powdered  with  soot,  and  per- 
fumed with  brimstone.  Look  !  now 
again  he  vomits  ribbons  by  the  yard  ! 
What  versatility  of  talent !  Time  was 
— "  the  good  old  times  !" — when  such 
a  man  would  have  been  burned  ;  but 
fashions  are  changed  in  all  things.  The 
most  he  can  hope  for  now,  is  to  be 
hanged ! 

Mercy  on  us,  who  is  that  female  so 
loud  upon  our  right  ?  Of  a  surety,  she 
must  be  the  original  woman  who  hired 
the  devil  to  teach  her  to  out-scold  all 
her  neighbours.  Hark  how  clear  and 
shrill  her  tone  !  She  has  an  Irish  Co- 
lossus, and  two  dwarfs,  by  way  of  foil, 
to  delight  the  eyes  of  the  curious  ;  and 
(it  is  now  noon)  she  has  cried  at  this 
same  rate  since  seven  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  The  Colossus  is  a  terrible 
fellow  indeed  !  A  man  to  take  the  wall 
of  the  Lord  Mayor's  giants,  if  he  met 
them.  But  they,  as  luck  will  have  it, 
do  not  come  to  the  fair.  Hark  !  the 
trader  in  tall  men  cries  still.  The  ex- 
hibitor opposite  has  a  speaking  trum- 
pet ;  but  she  drowns  him  completely. 
Now  we  catch  what  he  says.  "  The 
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fortune-teller— the  fortune-teller — the 
wonderful  astrologer  ! — who  knows 
everybody's  thoughts  as  soon  as  they 
are  told  to  him  ! — Oh  !  He  is  sworn 
brother  to  the  sun,  and  cousin-german 
to  the  moon  by  marriage.  He  sups 
every  night  on  a  dish  of  poached 
stars,  and  dips  his  sippets  in  the  milky 

way  !   He "    No ;  there  the  lady 

of  the  Colossus  strikes  in  again. 

"  And  though  the  fiend  to  her 

Ycoupled  were, 
She  would  him  overmatch, 

I  dare  well  sweare!" 

Then  come  the  exhortations  (to buy) 
of  the  chapmen  and  chapwomen — the 
occasional  private  communications  be- 
tween dealers,  and  comments  from 
their  customers.  "  Trade  is  slack  this 
fair,"  sighs  a  haberdasher,  shewing 
pincushions  to  a  party — <e  people  get 
cunninger  and  cunninger  every  year." 
— So  interesting  an  address  must  give 
rise  to  observation.  The  house-maid 
"  does  think,  that  the  spiders  build 
their  webs  stronger  than  they  used  to 
do ;"  and  the  cook  "  recollects  that  she 
has  not  caught  a  mouse  these  three 
weeks."— Conclude,  with  a  con  test  upon 
the  comparative  merits  of  Punch  and 
the  new  Fantoccini,  and  a  doubt  whe- 
ther Mr  Richardson's  or  Mr  Gyngell's 
booth  shall  be  visited  next ; — decision 
final,  against  all  four  parties  ;  for  the 
lions,  the  lions!  are  present,  and  in 
great  force. 

Polito's  elephants  "  keep  their  state" 
at  Exeter-Change  this  year.  The  Bo- 
nassus  is  gone  to  make  some  stay  in 
Ireland ;  where  we  hear,  by  the  way, 
that  he  escaped  from  his  keepers  on  the 
second  day  of  his  arrival ;  but,  running 
into  one  of  the  bogs,  with  which  that 
country  is  said  to  abound,  stuck,  and 
so  was  caught.  So,  being  unable  to 
come  himself,  the  Bonassus  sent  his 
whilom  waiting-maid  in  the  Strand—- 
the female  Salamander — a  very  strange 
lady,  according  to  the  description  an- 
nounced of  her.  "  Her  spirit  is  so  hot, 
that  her  very  face  breaks  out  in  pim- 
ples !  She  fell  into  a  pond  once,  and 
the  water  boiled  when  she  was  taken 
out  !"  A  "  particular  ballad"  was 
made  upon  this  last  event,  which  still 
hangs  against  the  caravan  she  goes 
about  in  ;  with  her  portrait  at  the  top, 
playing  with  two  red-hot  pokers ! 

Then,  besides  the  Conjuror,  and 
the  Colossus,  and  the  Lady  deputed 
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by  the  Bonassus,  there  were  Mr  Beat" 
bear's  beasts  arrived  from  Birming- 
ham, and  Mr  Whistle  wolf' sheets  from 
Manchester;  and  indeed  almost  all 
the  wandering  ferocity  of  the  country 
was  present,  over  and  above  the  Es- 
quimaux Indians,  who  eat  their  meat 
raw,  and  little  Mr  Van  Lump,  the 
Dutch  pigmy,  describing  a  new  plan 
of  defence  for  the  ports  in  Holland,  by 
throwing  a  great  quantity  of  Dutcn, 
cheeses  into  the  sea,  the  maggots  from 
which  are  to  infallibly  destroy  enemies' 
ships  as  fast  as  they  can  arrive.  Then, 
if  any  were  disposed  for  such  displays 
of  pugnacity,  there  was  badger-bait- 
ing, and  bears,  provided  near  Long- 
Lane  ;  and,  for  those  of  gentler  mood, 
dancing-rooms  were  fitted  up  round 
the  corner  by  Barbican. 

There  was  to  be  a  masked  ball  in 
the  evening,  too,  at  one  place,  which 
was  expected  to  be  very  brilliantly  at- 
tended, indeed : — tickets  to  be  had  at 
most  of  the  respectable  chandlers' 
shops  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Upon  the  quality  of  the  esculents 
exposed  to  sale,  we  confess  we  were 
puzzled  for  some  time  how  to  deter- 
mine. We  had  a  misgiving  at  one  mo- 
ment that  we  ought  to  taste  the  sau- 
sages in  person — non  sibi  sed  mundo  is 
our  motto,  and  the  world  knows  it. 
Had  the  effort  been  necessary,  we  were 
ready,  and  should  have  sacrificed  our- 
selves; but,upon  mature  consideration, 
we  decided  that  we  might  swear  in  a 
taster  for  the  peculiar  service;  and, 
accordingly,  we  now  speak  from  the 
testimony  of  a  cockney  lad,  (we  be- 
lieve, from  Clerkenwell,)  who  ate  a 
whole  pound  of  gingerbread-nuts,  a 
quantity  of  sausages,  three  paste  pigs, 
a  basket  of  B anbury  cakes,  and  several 
rolls  and  treacle,  without  appearing  to 
sustain  any  material  inconvenience. 
Not  that  we  are  quite  sure,  however, 
now  all  is  done,  whether  this  evidence 
is  quite  conclusive  as  to  the  eatables. 
Particular  constitutions(ofthemselves) 
throw  off  particular  poisons.  A  'pren- 
tice may  resist  black-pudding,  as  a 
Turk  defies  opium.  The  famous  Ca- 
gliostro  published  a  plan  for  destroying 
Hens  and  tigers,  by  first  fattening  pigs 
with  arsenic,  and  then  throwing  them 
loose  into  the  woods  to  be  devoured. 
Our  cockney  was  certainly  alive,  and 
offensive,  when  we  left  town  ;  but  we 
knew  an  instance  once  in  which  a  pig 
drank  up,  (feloniously,)  without  in- 
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jury,  as  much  sugar  of  lead  and  water 
as  would  have  poisoned  half  a  troop 
of  horse.* 

Apropos  to  pigs,  we  did  not  see  sa- 
pient Toby  "  in  his  place,"  as  we  may 
say,  this  year.  There  were  some  un- 
der-graduates  exhibited,  who  had,  as 
it  were,  just  taken  their  degree  ;  and 
they  seemed,  indeed,  to  have  got  the 
vices  of  education  along  with  its  ear- 
liest advantages ;  for  one  of  them,  who 
could  scarcely  read,  was  challenging 
the  company  to  play  at  cards  ! — But 
Toby  was  really  a  professor  ! — the 
Person  of  his  kind  !  and  we  should  be 
sorry  that  any  mishap  had  occasioned 
his  absence. 

Time  pressed  us  in  London ;  and 
space  confines  us  now,  or  we  could 
linger  longer  upon  this  intoxicating 
exhibition,  which  happens ' '  only  once 
a  year."  The  whole  scene  was  lighted 
up  just  as  we  began  to  think  of  coining 
away.  The  general  gaiety  was  not  con- 
fined to  Smithfield,  but  extended  it- 
self, far  and  wide,  all  down  Giltspur 
Street.  Newgate  stood  rather  sullen 
and  "  amort" — but  gilt  kings  and 


queens,  in  gingerbread  array,  dazzled 
from  the  walls  of  the  Compter  oppo- 
site. Meantime,  the  crowds,  up  to 
midnight,  kept  increasing  rather  than 
diminishing,  by  the  approach  of  visit- 
ors who  could  contrive  to  spare  "just 
half  an  hour  in  the  evening."  Hoi- 
born  kept  on  the  march  by  the  pass  at 
St  Sepulchre's ;  Islington  poured  in 
its  myriads  by  the  avenues  of  Leather- 
Lane,  and  Saffron-Hill.  There  were 
the  ordinary  abundant  casualties  be- 
longing to  such  occasions,  of  shoes 
lost,  pockets  picked,  apple-stalls  knock- 
ed down,  and  broken  noses  exchanged. 
Soon  after  twelve  o'clock,  however, 
the  candles  began  to  be  extinguished, 
the  fiddlers  fell  asleep,  and  even  the 
bears  could  dance  no  longer.  Before 
two,  the  show-men  were  counting  their 
gains ;  and  the  customers  were  gone 
home  wards,  reckoning  over  their  losses  ; 
— neither  party,  perhaps,  quite  con- 
tented with  the  appearance  of  existing 
circumstances — but  both  comforting 
themselves  with  the  prospect  of  "  doing 
better  next  year." 


Fact. 


TIME  S  WHISPERING  GALLERY. 

No.  V. 

A  VISIT  TO  THE  LEASOWES. 


Shenstone.  Your  servant,  sir — I  am 
told  you  were  inquiring  for  me. 

Mr  Ludgate.  'Beg  pardon,  sir,  but 
my  friend  Mr  Robert  Dodsley,  (you 
know  Robert,  sir)  hearing  that  I  was  go- 
ing down  into  Warwickshire,  has  sent 
you  something  in  a  parcel — new  books, 
I  believe,  for  that  is  what  he  deals  in. 
He  bade  me  introduce  myself,  and 
promised  me  that  you  would  shew  me 
your  pretty  gardens. 

Sh.  Excuse  my  breaking  the  seal 

in  your  presence So  I  see  by  my 

friend  Robert's  letter,  that  you  were  a 
neighbour  of  his,  but  that  you  have 
retired  from  your  china-shop  to  rural- 
ize in  the  suburbs — Is  it  not  so,  Mr 
Daniel  Ludgate  ? 

Mr  L.  Why,  Mr  Shenstone,  I  can't 
say  but  that  I  have  bought  a  bit  of  a 
box  out  by  Islington,  and  if  now  I 
could  carry  home  in  my  head  ajiint 
or  so  for  the  improvement  of  our  gar- 
den, it  would  please  Mrs  L.,  who  is 
wild  to  have  all  about  us  made  smart. 


Sh.  Ah,  I  fear,  sir,  that  our  ground 
in  this  rugged  part  of  the  world  does 
not  lie  much  like  that  on  each  side  of 
the  Islington  turn-pike  road ;  and  our 
streams,  I  take  it,  are  rather  more  ra- 
pid and  noisy  than  the  New  River. 
But  you  shall  be  heartily  welcome  to 
see  the  place  ; — and  to  say  the  truth, 
I  was  just  setting  out  on  a  stroll.  Shall 
I  have  the  honour  of  escorting  you  ? 

Mr  L.  'Thank  you  kindly,  sir. 
What  then,  your  garden  is  not  all  in 
one  piece  ? 

Sh.  If  you  wish  to  see  a  mere  flower 
garden,  sir,  you  must  go  elsewhere — 
your  own  nurserymen  and  florists 
round  London  would  shew  you  that 
— mine  are  ornamented  grounds — Sir, 
the  Leasowesis  the  first  exemplification 
of  a  new  science, — that  of  landscape- 
gardening,  and  I  trust  it  is  an  effort  not 
unworthy  the  notice  of  the  tasteful 
and  judicious.  My  aim  has  been  to 
lay  out  my  whole  property  on  the 
principles  of  the  picturesque. 


1823.3 


Times  Whispering  Gallery.    No.  V. 


203 


Mr  L.  'Beg  pardon  for  not  exactly 
comprehending — but  have  you  laid  out 
your  whole  fortune  in  a  venture  on 
one  sort  of  article — though  I  don't 
quite  know  what  the  commodity  is 
which  you  speak  of — and  did  it  turn 
out  a  good  speculation  ? 

Sh.  Good  heavens !  are  you  laugh- 
ing in  your  sleeve,  Mr  Londoner? 
But  you  look  as  grave  as  a  judge,  and 
your  question  seems  to  be  really  in 
earnest.  Well,  then,  I  mean  that  I 
have  embellished  my  patrimony,  my 
estate,  my  landed  property,  this  place, 
the  Leasowes,  according  to  certain 
rules  of  taste. 

Mr  L.   Oh,  I  ask  your  pardon — 
'tis  a  sweet,  snug  little  farm, — what   a 
pity  it  is  so  hilly,  and  so  overrun  with 
trees ! 

Sh.  (aside]  What  could  have  put  it 
into  Dodsley's  head  to  saddle  me  with 
such  a  blockhead  ?  But  I  love  Dods- 
ley,  and  will  constrain  myself  to  do 
the  civil  thing  to  his  Cockney  crony. 
(Aloud)  Come,  sir,  we'll  set  out,  if  you 
please. 

Mr  L.  At  your  service,  sir,  and  I 
shall  be  obliged  to  you. 

Sh.  Come  in  here,  sir ;  we  account 
this  shady  walk,  affording,  as  you  see, 
glimpses  of  that  piece  of  water,  a  plea- 
sing situation. 

Mr  L.  It  must  be  charming  indeed 
in  dead  summer — 'tisn't  quite  so  warm 
as  one  could  wish  it  just  now. 

Sh.  True — but  the  views  are  as  fine 
as  in  hotter  weather.  Here,  this  way, 
is  a  rustic  edifice  to  give  the  scene  an 
object.  It  has  an  inscription,  perti- 
nent enough,  I  hope — Would  you  like 
to  read  it  ?  You  can  see  it  while  you 
sit  on  this  bench. 

Mr  L.  Why,  if  I  can  find  my  eyes 
— I  hope  I  have  'em  in  my  waistcoat- 
pocket — Ah,  yes,  I  thought  so. 
(Reads.) 

"  Here,  in  cool  grot  and  mossy  cell, 

We  rural  fays  and  fairies  dwell." 
Pray,  good  sir,  what  are  fays  ?  I  have 
heard  folks  say,  "  by  my  fay  ;"  but  I 
always  thought  'twas  short  for  faith. 

Sh.  We  won't  etymologize,  if  you 
please,  Mr  Daniel. 

Mr  L.  (reads.} 

"  Though  rarely  seen  by  mortal  eye, 
When  the  pale  moon,  ascending  high, 
Darts  through  your  limbs " 

Sk.  Limes,  sir,  "  yon  limes" — the 
trees  opposite. 


Mr  L.  (reads.") 
Darts  through  yon 

beams." 
There's  a  deal  of  it  —  my  glasses  want 


"  Darts  through  yon  limes  her  quivering 
beams." 


Sh.  Pray,  sir,  don't  trouble  yourself. 
My  lines  do  not  by  any  means  "  come 
mended  from  your  tongue."  We  will 
proceed — there  is  a  seat  a  little  farther 
on.  Now,  then,  how  do  you  like  that 
cascade  ? 

Mr  L.  Bless  my  heart !  that  pond 
has  burst  out  sadly — how  it  does  run 
over !  Though  perhaps  you  want  to  get 
rid  of  some  of  the  water. 

Sh.  It  is  a  stream,  and  not  meant  to- 
be  confined.  (Aside.}  Oh  for  a  modi- 
cum of  patience !  and  yet  there  is 
something  laughable,  too,  in  all  this. 

Mr  L.  A  stream,  sir  ?  but  it  seems 
to  be  penned  up — If  those  great  big 
lumps  of  stone  were  taken  away,  it 
would  run  off  easier. 

Sh.  It  would ;  but  the  varied  ap- 
pearance and  dashing  sounds  are  much 
admired. 

Mr  L.  Well,  if  so — and  no  doubt 
you  know  best.  Perhaps,  also,  it  keeps 
the  fish  from  going  away.  Have  you 
many  in  that  large  pond,  Mr  Shen- 
stone  ? 

Sh.  (pettishly.)  I  don't  know,  sir. 

MrL.  Dear  me  !  it  is  odd  you  have 
never  tried  to  find  out. 

Sh.  I  value  the  water  for  the  pic- 
turesque features  it  adds  to  the  valley  ; 
as  for  the  rest,  I  am  neither  sportsman 
nor  epicure. 

Mr  L.  I  don't  dispute  your  word, 
kind  sir,  about  that  sort  of  value — 
not  that  I  quite  comprehend  what  pic- 
turesque is — but  I  make  not  the  least 
manner  of  doubt,  that  you  would  catch 
fish  in  that  water  there,  if  you  would 
but  try  your  hand.  Only  try,  sir, 
do. 

Sh.  (sneering.}  Why,  the  fact  is, 
my  men  have  sometimes  caught  a  few 
red  herrings,  and  a  stock-fish  or  two  ; 
but  I  do  not  encourage  the  fishery, 
for  those  sorts  do  not  agree  with  my 
stomach. 

Mr  L.  Dear  now — why,  bless  me  ! 
— Oh  ho,  Mr  Shenstone,  I  smell  a 
rat ;  you  love  a  joke.  No,  no,  we 
don't  get  our  Lent  salt-fish  from  the 
Leasowes.  But  I  am  quite  rested 
now ;  may  we  go  on  ? 

Sh.  (aside.)  Come,  the  booby  is 
good-humoured  ;  but  would  It  were 
over.  (Aloud.)  Stop,  sir,  stop  ;  don't 
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go  through  that  gate — it  is  meant  to 
come  in  at,  not  to  go  out  by. 

Mr  L.  Oh,  I  find  no  difficulty  in 
getting  through  it. 

Sh.  How  perverse  it  is,  that  you 
will  not  understand  me — I  mean,  sir, 
that  it  will  lead  you  to  take  the  wrong 
point  of  view.  That  walk  is  so  laid 
out,  as  to  be  entered  at  the  other  end. 
The  prospects  suit  best  in  that  direc- 
tion. Here,  sir,  here — how  do  you 
fancy  this  lawn  ? 

Mr  L.  It  is  a  nice  place  indeed ;  if 
it  was  levelled,  'twould  make  a  good 
bowling-green.  It  is  a  good  deal  like 
a  place  I  used  to  go  to,  only  the  statue 
there  was  a  shepherdess,  and  this  is  I 
don't  know  exactly  what — 'twas  a  tea- 
garden  at  Hoxton,  where 

Sh.  Pray,  sir,  don't  mention  such 
odious  puppet-shows.  This  urn  is  in- 
scribed to  the  memory  of  the  late  Mr 
Somerville,  the  poet  of  The  Chase.  You 
may  have  heard  Dodsley  mention  him. 

M r  L.  I  have,  sir.  Now,  though 
that  urn  is  of  a  good  size,  I  have  sold 
jars  of  real  china  nearly  as  big — I  have 
indeed.  Oh,  then,  that  statue  is  the 
gentleman's  monument ! — Dear,  what 
a  very  odd-looking  man  he  must  have 
been — he  has  amazingly  large  ears,  and 
great  bumps,  almost  like  horns,  on  his 
forehead ! 

Sh.  I  wish;  Mr  Ludgate,  you  would 
keep  to  your  crockery-ware  compari- 
sons ;  yet  it  is  too  ridiculous  to  be  an- 
gry at.  Heaven  help  your  bow-bell 
wits !  that  is  a  cast  of  the  piping  Fawn, 
and  not  an  image  of  Mr  Somerville. 
But  come,  come,  we  will  leave  this 
seat.  Our  next  post  is  beyond  those 
willows.  This  rough  building  is,  you 
see,  dedicated  to  my  noble  friend  the 
Earl  of  Stamford. 

M  r  L.  And  pray,  sir,  may  I  be  so 
bold  as  to  ask  what  my  lord  does  with 
it  ?  Does  he  keep  anything  there  ? 

Sh.  Do  with  it  ?  Pshaw,  sir,  he  was 
present  at  the  opening  of  that  water- 
fall ;  and  the  building  is  named  after 
him,  to  commemorate  that  occasion, 
and  his  friendship  for  me.  After  we 
have  passed  through  that  piece  of  forest 

nnd,  there  is  something  that  will, 
t  resume,   gratify  you.     Now,  sir, 
here  it  is — read  what  is  on  that  stone. 
Mr  L.  (Reads.} 

To  MR  DODSLEY. 
"  Come  then,  my  friend,  thy  sylvan  taste 

display ; 
Come,  hear  thy  Faun  us  tune  his  rustic  lay  ; 


Opt. 


Ah  !  rather  come,  and  in  these  dells  disown 
The  care  of  other  strains,  and  tune  thine 
own." 

What !  and  so  you  have  erected  a  tomb- 
stone to  our  friend  Robert?  But  Doddy 
isn't  dead  yet.  Is  it  not  rather  unusual, 
sir,  to  do  it  beforehand  ? 

Sh.  A  tombstone  !  no  such  thing — 
a  mere  appropriation  of  the  spot  to  the 
memory  of  a  worthy  man — a  record  of 
my  respect  for  him— a  compliment  to 
a  brother  poet.  However,  sir,  we  must 
get  forward — not  so  fast  either — this 
bench  will  hold  us  both,  while  we 
look  towards  the  Priory. 

Mr  L.  Why,  your  seats  are  so 
many— and,  to  say  the  truth,  I  a'n't 
at  all  tired,  and  don't  in  the  least  want 
to  sit  so  soon  again ;  and,  besides,  I 
had  a  little  touch  of  gout  last  autumn. 
But,  as  you  please,  good  sir,  I'm  con- 
formable. Those  pales  round  the 
Priory  are  rather  roughish.  What 
d'ye  think,  sir,  of  a  neat  Chinese  rail- 
ing? My  wife  has  ordered  ever  so 
many  yards  of  it  for  our  fence. 

Sh.  Mrs  Ludgate  may  copy  the  de- 
signs on  your  quondam  cups  and  sau- 
cers, and  welcome ;  but  I  am  not  at 
all  smitten  with  the  teapot  taste  now 
in  vogue.  I  derive  my  hints  from 
paintings  of  another  sort. 

Mr  L.  Every  one  to  his  liking — no 
affront,  I  hope.  But  what  is  here  ?  a 
bowl,  I  protest.  "  To  all  our  friends 
round  the  Wrekin." 

Sh.  That  famous  hill  is  seen  from 
this  station.  It  is  the  distant  one  which 
lies  in  that  direction. 

Mr  L.  Is  it  indeed  ?  I  have  heard 
talk  of  it.  Now,  I  dare  say,  you  have 
a  syllabub  out  of  this  bowl  sometimes. 

Sh.  No,  sir,  my  beechen  bowl  has 
never  been  honoured  (I  should  prefer 
saying,  profaned)  by  such  a  rus-in- 
urbe  beverage. 

Mr  L.  Then,  sir,  what  do  you  drink 
out  of  it  ? 

Sh.  Pshaw,  sir,  there  it  stands,  and 
looks  in  character ;  and  the  inscription 
is  apt,  and  that  is  enough.  Excuse 
me,  for  I  am  tired  of  whys  and  whats 
and  wherefores.  And  you,  sir,  I  am 
sure  you  are  tired  also.  Now,  I  can 
assure  you,  that  it  is  not  worth  while 
for  you  to  go  over  the  rest  of  the 
place;  for  there  is  nothing  in  the 
whole  walk  but  wood  and  water,  and 
shrubs  and  grass,  and  rocks  and  banks, 
and  all  that  sort  of  things,  with  a  few 
busts  and  inscriptions  which  you  won't 
12 
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care  a  farthing  for.    Let  me  shew  you 
the  short  way  to  Hales  Owen. 

Mr  L.  Why,  I  can't  deny  but  that 
I  thought  I  should  see  a  garden  ftfll  of 
flowers  and  fountains,  and  arbours  and 
shell-work ;  but  it  has  been  all  the 
world  like  taking  a  long  walk  by  Hamp- 
stead  and  Highgate,  with  a  peep  into 
a  churchyard  now  and  then.  However, 
as  you  are  satisfied,  I  suppose  you  in- 
tended to  make  the  place  such  as  it  is 
— didn't  you,  sir  ? 
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Sh.  Fes,  sir.  I  am  strangely  defi- 
cient in  love  for  terraces,  and  yew  pea- 
cocks, and  smoking  arbours,  and  nine- 
pin  alleys.  I  am  afraid  this  sight- 
seeing has  been  as  dull  to  you  as  it 
would  have  been  to  me  to  witness  your 
unpacking  some  crates  of  delft  ware. 
My  compliments  to  Dodsley.  That 
high  road  leads  straight  to  Hales  Owen 
— you  can't  miss  it.  I  wish  you  a 
good  morning. — O  what  a  blessed  rid- 
dance ! 


No.  VI. 


MILTON  AT  CHALFONT. 


Milton.  Is  the  plague  abated,  El- 
wood,  or  does  it  still  walk  onward  in 
its  strength,  commissioned  as  it  is  to 
chastise  this  evil  nation  ? 

Elwood.  No,  John  Milton,  it  hath 
not  ceased.  The  deaths  indeed  are 
some  deal  fewer,  but  thejpestilence  re- 
tains the  same  hold  of  the  guilty  city. 
It  gladdeneth  me,  however,  friend,  to 
think  that  thou  earnest  at  my  sugges- 
tion to  this  Zoar  of  Chalfont,  where, 
under  God,  thou  art,  as  it  seemeth, 
aloof  from  peril. 

Mil.  Worthy  friend,  your  care  of 
me  is  not  to  be  requited  by  thanks. 
The  service  you  will  have  rendered  to 
a  later  age,  by  saving  me,  must  be 
your  recornpence.  Blind  as  I  am, 
crippled  in  my  joints,  and  with  the 
snows  of  premature  age  drifted  among 
these  locks  of  brown,  I  yet  feel  that  I 
have  that  within  which  will  make  the 
world  my  debtor.  These  our  times 
will  not  perchance  acknowledge  the 
obligation,  for  it  is  an  age  of  slavery 
and  frivolity,  of  shallowness  and  im- 
piety, of  profane  jesting  and  depraved 
indulgence.  Our  writers  no  longer 
drink  from  the  cisterns  of  their  fore- 
fathers, but  turn  towards  France,  and 
draw  their  waters  at  her  noisy  but 
scanty  fountains,  while  the  wells  of 
poesy  in  our  native  land  are  full  even 
to  overflowing,  pure  as  drops  of  un- 
swept  dew,  and  wholesome  as  noon- 
tide breezes  on  the  hills  in  summer. 
Chaucer,  and  Spenser,  and  Shake- 
speare, are  cast  aside,  and  mouldiness 
is  creeping  over  their  covers,  while  a 
vile  book  of  love-songs,  some  rhymes- 
ter's sorry  tragedy,  or  a  miscellany. 
VOL.  XIV. 


half-part  folly  and  half-part  lascivi- 
ousness,  occupies  the  hands  and  heads 
of  our  wits  and  beauties.  I  trow  I 
shall  give  them  more  substantial  food, 
when  I  print  the  manuscript  which  I 
intrusted  you  with.  But  their  cloyed 
appetites  and  debile  stomachs  will  per- 
adventure  be  unable  to  digest  what 
has  its  basis  in  Scripture,  and  its  or- 
naments from  diligent  study  of  an- 
cient and  modern  lore. 

Elw.  I  have  brought  thy  papers 
safely  back. 

Mil.  And  have  you  given  the  work 
an  attentive  perusal  ? 

Elw.  I  have,  friend  John,  and  truly 
I  may  say,  thou  hast  descanted  on 
the  lapse  of  our  first  parents  very 
pertinently ;  but  what  aileth  thee  that 
thou  hast  not  put  rhymes  to  thy  lines? 
they  are  not  hexameters,  or  according 
to  other  classic  metre — they  are  much 
one,  I  wot,  as  the  verses  in  Abraham 
Cowley's  Davideis ;  and  yet  neither  he 
nor  any  other  Englishman,  as  far  as 
my  poor  knowledge  goes,  hath  dis- 
pensed with  rhymes  in  a  narrative 
poem. 

Mil.  Rhyme  is  no  necessary  ad- 
junct or  true  ornament  of  good  verse; 
it  is  but  the  invention  of  a  barbarous 
age,  to  set  off  wretched  matter  and 
lame  metre. 

Elw.  Then  this  is  an  experiment  of 
thine,  is  it  not  ? 

Mil.  In  some  measure— for  true  it 
is,  that  most  of  the  famous  modern 
poets,  carried  away  by  custom,  and 
much  to  their  own  vexation  and  hin- 
drance and  constraint,  have  submit- 
ted to  the  bondage  of  rhyme.  But 
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both  Italian  anil  Spanish  poets  of 
prime  note,  have  rejected  it  both  in 
longer  and  shorter  works ;  and  in  even 
our  own  English  tragedies  it  has  been 
cast  aside,  much  to  their  advantage,  so 
I  claim  not  the  invention  of  the  metre, 
but  only  its  application  to  a  new  pur- 
pose for  which  it  is  highly  eligible. 

Elw.  Thou  knowest,  John  Milton, 
that  my  religious  persuasion  forbid- 
deth  me  to  be  acquainted  with  the 
stage  ;  and  I  have  thought  it  right  to 
abstain  even  from  looking  at  the  print- 
ed works  of  the  much  vaunted  Wil- 
liam Shakespeare. 

Mil.  Ay,  in  him,  independently 
of  the  admirable  matter,  which  'tis 
pity  that  the  fanatical  notions  of  your 
sect  cut  you  off  from  enjoying,  you 
would  find  excellent  specimens  of  the 
nobleness  and  beauty  of  this  metre, 
llhyme  is  a  trivial  thing,  and  of  110 
true  musical  delight ;  for  that  con- 
sists only  in  apt  numbers,  fit  quantity 
of  syllables,  and  the  sense  variously 
drawn  out  from  one  verse  to  another, 
and  not  in  the  jingling  sound  of  like 
endings,  which,  among  the  learned 
ancients,  was  ever  in  disrepute,  and 
avoided  as  a  fault,  both  in  poetry  and 
all  good  oratory.  In  Shakespeare,  how- 
ever, whose  purpose  led  him  to  em- 
ploy this  verso  sciolto  (as  the  Italians 
call  it)  in  colloquies,  you  would  find 
that  he  was  not  tied  up  to  the  metri- 
cal strictness  I  have  submitted  to — 
his  is  made  more  familiar — greater  li- 
cence and  flexibility  were  essential  to 
his  design — not  but  that  he  hath  pas- 
sages of  memorable  and  well-sustain- 
ed excellence,  even  if  they  be  only 
rhythmically  considered,  much  more 
if  the  skill,  the  imagination,  the 
power,  which  revel  in  them,  be  taken 
into  account.  How  can  you  defraud 
yourself,  by  such  narrowness  of  mind, 
of  such  a  treat,  especially  as  you  do 
not  scruple  to  read  the  ancient  dra- 
matists ?  Where  is  the  difference  be- 
twixt them  ? 

Elw.  We  have  talked  of  that  be- 
fore. I  prefer  telling  thee  what  I 
thought  of  thy  poem  concerning  Lost 
Paradise.  I  confess,  that,  though  at 
first  I  thought  thy  metre  prosaic,  and 
lacking  something  of  an  accustomed 
delight,  yet,  before  I  had  finished  all 
thy  ten  books,  I  found  such  charming 
varieties  of  cadence,  such  continuous- 
ness  and  prolongation  of  a  new  kind 
of  harmony,  such  suitableness  of  sound 
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to  the  lofty  import  of  the  sense,  that 
I  could  almost  conceive  that  there  was 
a  resemblance  between  it  and  the  pie- 
ces of  grand  music,  which  I  have  erst- 
while heard  thee  play  upon  thine  or- 
gan. 

Mil.  Ah,  you  are  getting  the  bet- 
ter of  your  prejudices.  Mark  me, 
such,  however  tardy  the  avowal  may 
be  in  coming,  will  be  the  general  and 
permanent  opinion  concerning  this 
mode  of  verse,  well  exercised.  The 
neglect  of  rhyme,  in  a  poem  of  magni- 
tude, and  on  a  solemn  and  weighty 
subject,  is  so  little  to  be  taken  for  a 
defect,  (for  that  will  be  the  cry  when 
it  first  appears,)  that  this  em  prize  of 
mine  is  rather  to  be  esteemed  the  first 
good  example  set  in  England,  of  an- 
cient liberty  recovered  to  heroic  poe- 
try, from  the  troublesome  and  new- 
fangled bondage  of  rhyming. 

Elw.  Well,  better  judges  than  I 
am  will  determine  upon  thy  suc- 
cess in  this  particular ;  but  no  one, 
John,  will  have  a  more  friendly  feel- 
ing of  joy,  if  thine  honest  reputation 
is  enlarged  thereby. 

Mil.  I  want  not  the  buzz  of  con- 
temporary applause,  and  I  know  that 
I  shall  not  have  it,  Elwood.  A  petu- 
lant lampoon,  a  scrap  of  prurient  sing- 
song, or  a  graceless  fling  at  those  sa- 
cred oracles,  to  which  I  have  resorted 
for  a  subject,  will  find  fitter  audience 
than  my  theme  can  be  expected  to  do 
in  these  degenerate  times.  The  mu- 
sic of  the  songs  of  Zion  is  discord  to 
the  ears  of  the  sons  of  Belial. 

Elw.  Pity  is  it  that  it  is  so ;  and 
yet,  John  Milton,  solemn  as  thine  ar- 
gument is,  and  decorously  as  thou  hast 
treated  it,  canst  thou,  without  offence, 
denominate  it  a  song  of  Zion  ?  Re- 
member, the  still  small  voice  of  the 
Spirit  whispered  those  songs  only  into 
favoured  ears  of  old. 

Mil.  Why,  good  friend,  what  are 
your  scruples  ?  I  do  not  insinuate  that 
my  production  is  any  new  portion  of 
revelation.  Nevertheless,  what  hin- 
ders but  that  it  be  the  effect  of  a  sa- 
cred efflux  upon  my  spirit,  the  work 
of  inspiration  ? 

Elw.  What!  canst  thou  fancy  a 
poem,  John,  to  be  the  dictate  of  that 
sacred  One,  who  is  the  comforter  of  the 
faithful?  Is  not  this  thing  of  thine 
a  piece  of  verse-work,  and  merely 
meant  to  be  the  amusement  of  idle 
hours  ? 
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Mil.  My  poem  is  designed  for 
no  such  unworthy  end.  The  whole 
strength  of  no  mean  or  inglorious 
mind  has  been  applied  to  the  creation 
of  it.  Not  without  frequent  prayer 
to  the  enlightening  source  of  all  intel- 
lect, was  it  resolved  upon ;  and  as  I 
hold,  not  without  obtaining  direction 
and  illumination  from  above,  was  it 
accomplished.  What,  Elwood  !  shall 
your  brethren  in  their  conventicles  lay 
claim  to  a  perception  of  a  Divine  af- 
ilatus,  and  I  will  not  dispute  the  truth 
of  their  assertions,  illiterate  and  im- 
methodical  as  their  rhapsodies  are,  and 
therefore  bearing  small  evidence  to 
those  beyond  your  pale  of  communion, 
that  the  spirit  of  knowledge  has 
prompted  them — and  shall  I,  who  have 
felt  within  me  that  exaltation  above 
my  common  self,  those  powers  of 
reaching  in  thought  beyond  this  vi- 
sible diurnal  sphere,  those  concomitant 
promptings  of  pregnant  matter,  and 
meet  harmonious  language,  those  pe- 
riodical unveilings  of  the  mental  eyes 
which  at  other  whiles  were  as  dark  as 
these  faded  corporeal  orbs  which  roll 
uselessly  beneath  this  channeled  fore- 
head— shall  I,  who  have  found  the  te- 
nor of  my  devoutest  aspirations  an- 
swered, who  have  arisen  from  prostra- 
tion before  the  Divine  footstool  with 
the  new  sense  of  inner  light  imparted, 
and  who  have  been  permitted,  though 
by  other  fingers  than  mine  own,  to  in- 
scribe on  these  pages  a  strain  of  poesy 
to  which  the  harps  of  Solyma  would 
not  disdain  to  respond — shall  I  fear  to 
call  the  power  of  having  done  this, 
inspiration  from  that  sacred  intelli- 
gence which  touched  the  lips  of 
Isaiah,  till  they  sang  of  things  to 
come  in  majestic  numbers;  and  which 
same  spirit  gave  the  Son  of  Jesse  to 
open  his  dark  sayings  upon  the  harp, 
or  to  awake  the  lute,  so  that  by  thanks- 
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giving,  and  the  voice  of  melody,  that 
heart  might  be  disburdened  of  its  mu- 
sings, in  which  the  fire  of  devotion  was 
ready  for  kindling  ? 

Elw.  I  think,  friend  Milton, 
thou  art  almost  rapt  out  of  thyself 
even  now.  I  will  not  argue  on  the 
topic  with  thee  at  present — we  have 
oft  enough  canvassed  our  differences 
in  religion,  and  neither  hath  far  won 
upon  the  other  in  the  way  of  convic- 
tion— but  I  trust,  yea  I  am  assured, 
that  we  think  kindly  and  Christianly 
of  each  other's  principles,  and  Heaven 
is  wide  enough  for  all  who  get  thither  > 
corne  by  whichever  path  their  con- 
science tells  them  is  fittest.  But 
to  thy  poem  again — a  thought  struck 
me  after  concluding  the  perusal  of  it 
— thou  hast  said  much  of  the  losing 
of  Paradise,  and  surely  that  is  the 
more  grievous  and  ungracious  subject 
to  dwell  upon — what  hast  thou  to  say 
upon  the  regaining  of  it  ? 

MiL  Ha !  you  say  well — true  it 
is,  the  Redemption  is  in  reality  far  the 
more  important  subject ;  but  whether 
so  well  adapted  for  poetry,  is  other 
matter  of  inquiry.  Paradise  Lost? 
The  counterpart  may  be  Paradise  Won 
or  Retrieved.,  or  (what  shall  we  say?) 
Regained.  This  is  no  unworthy  hint 
of  yours,  good  Elwood.  I  will  turn 
it  over  in  my  thoughts  when  I  am 
alone.  Meanwhile  I  will  trouble  you 
to  read  the  rest  of  that  play  of  Euri- 
pides, in  which  you  were  interrupted 
when  you  were  last  here.  I  cannot  be 
reconciled  to  the  barbarous  northern 
pronunciation  of  all  others  who  are 
kind  enough  to  read  to  me,  and  I 
shall  enjoy  those  silver  sounds,  the 
echoes  of  classic  climes,  to  which,  for 
my  sake,  you  have  conformed  your 
tongue.  Begin,  friend,  absence  has 
given  me  double  relish  for  the  treat 
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SWEET  bud,  that  bye  and  bye  shall  be  a  flowre  ; 

Younge  star,  that  just  hath  broken  on  our  eye  ; 
Pure  spring,  ere  long  to  grow  a  stream  of  power ; 

First  dawn  of  Hope  that  soon  shall  flame  out  high 

Into  the  mid  arche  of  the  golden  skye  : 
I  love,  younge  Fawn,  to  see  thee  sport ;  and  yet 
Such  contemplation  breeds  but  vain  regret. 

Let  thy  proud  mother  smile  to  see  thy  wayes, 
And  once  again  forget  herself  in  thee — 

Let  the  proud  father  eke  the  mother's  praise, 
But,  graver,  place  thee  fondly  on  his  knee, 
And  vainly  prophesy  what  thou  shalt  be — 

Pleased  with  the  tongueless  eloquence,  that  lies 

Still  silent,  in  thy  clear  blue  laughing  eyes. 

Let  them  enjoye — whilst  yet  they  can  enjoye  ; 

And,  infant  son  of  Time,  do  thou  smile  on  ; 
Deem  not  for  aye  to  be  the  favourite  boy  ; 

Take  what  thou  can'st,  or  ere  thy  time  is  gone ; 

For  still  the  darling  is  the  youngest,  son  ; 
And  thou  shalt  quickly  sorrow  sore  to  see 
Another,  younger  still,  supplanteth  thee. 

Though  many  a  high  presage  be  cast  upon  thee — 
Though  many  a  mouth  be  diligent  to  praise  thee — 

Though  Beauty  pine  until  that  she  hath  won  thee — 
Though  Worship,  wheresoe'er  thou  go'st,  delays  thee — • 
Thou  Fate  and  Fortune  emulate  to  raise  thee — 

Yet  all  the  thronging  honours  that  surround  thee 

Shall  not  availe  thee,  since  that  Care  hath  found  thee. 

Time's  train  is  lacquey 'd  still  by  Wearinesse  ; 

What  boots  the  crownlet  of  o'er-flatter'd  gold, 
Or  gemm'd  Tiara,  if  they  cannot  bless 

Or  soothe  the  aching  brows  that  they  enfold  ? 

What  boots  it  to  wax  honourably  old, 
If  'tis  the  end  of  every  hope  and  vow, 
To  yearn  to  be  again  as  thou  art  now  ? 

Oh  !  'tis  a  thriftless  bargain  of  a  life, 

To  live  to  know  that  bliss  is  but  pretence — 

That,  gaining  nothing  in  this  earthly  strife, 
We  only  toil  to  forfeit  innocence — 
The  profit  nothing— but  Remorse  th'  expense  ; 

Or  that  fond  grief,  that  wearies  of  its  state, 

And  pines  for  toys  and  gawds  worn  out  of  date. 

Thou  art  an  old  pretender,  grey-beard  Age  ; 
Thou  boastest  much,  and  yet  art  but  a  cheat ; 

And  those  who  toil  upon  thy  pilgrimage 

Would  turn  again  with  no  unwilling  feet. — 
Yea,  dewy  clouds  to  evening  are  most  meet. 

If  smiles  be  Youth's,  sure  teares  are  Age's  sign, 

As  suns  that  rise  in  smiles,  in  teares  decline. 

T.  D. 
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THE  MAN-OF-WAR  6-MAN. 

(Continued from  Volume  XII.  page  650.) 
CHAP.  VIII. 

Just  twig  'em,  how  closely  and  snugly  they're  knotted, 

With  their  eyes,  mouths,  and  ears,  all  agape  and  aghast — 
Depend  on't,  old  Nuncks  has  them  all  safely  boated, 

And  shoved  off  to  the  land  of  the  devil  at  last. 
Nay,  I'm  sure  on't, — for  why  should  he  thus  saw  the  air, 

While  around  him  they're  stuck  up  like  so  many  posts, 
Were  it  not  that  he's  up  to  the  eyes,  I  could  swear, 

In  a  long  bloody  yarn  about  murder  and  ghosts  ? 


WE  left  our  hero  and  his  watch- 
mates  seated  in  their  birth,  where  the 
recent  fate  of  the  unfortunate  Zamba 
came  speedily  under  discussion. 

' '  I  say,  Lyson,  I  do  suppose  as  how 
they'll  not.  be  for  touching  Quashee 
over  until  to-morrow  after  divisions  ?" 

"Why,  what  the  devil  could  you 
suppose  else,  when  you  heard  the  skip- 
per, as  well  as  I  did,  bid  Lieutenant 
Fyke  give  ould  Falmthimble  his  or- 
ders. I'll  warrant  me  any  money,  the 
ould  fellow's  as  busy  as  a  fly  in  a  tar- 
bucket  even  now  about  Quashee; 
touching  his  little  black  majesty  off  as 
trimly  and  snug  for  the  bottom  as  nee- 
dle and  tar-twine,  and  a  brace  of  good 
thirty-two  pound  marbles,  can  make 
him.  Many  a  good  laugh  I've  had  at 
the  number  of  little  pic-nicks  the  old 
fellow  goes  through  in  bedizening  an 
old  ship  for  his  last  spell." 

"  And  I  says  for  certain,  Bill,  that 
were  there  ever  folly  at  all  on  the 
ocean,  that's  a  part  on't." 

"  Oho !  Master  Wiseacre ; — pray,  how 
do  you  make  out  that  ?" 

"  How  do  I  make  it  out  ? — why,  I 
makes  it  out  soft  and  easy  enough,  d'ye 
see,  Master  Consequence,  with  your 
wiseacring.  Pray,  'what  is't  to  me  af- 
ter my  bellows  have  ceased,  and  my 
toplights  doused,  what  you  makes  on 
me  ?  I  don't  care  a  rush,  in  that  there 
case,  whether  I'm  chucked  overboard 
with  a  shot  under  each  foot,  or  as  rid 
of  every  one  article  as  the  moment  I 
first  came  into  the  world — not  I,  ship- 
mate, I  assure  you — for  if  ever  you  live 
to  see  that  there  day,  you  may  remem- 
ber what  I'm  saying,  that  you'll  please 
Dick  Hawkins  equally  well  whether  he 
goes  out  of  the  port  the  devil  a  pin's 
worth  of  trouble  obliged  to  you,  or  is 
launched  off  rigged  out  in  Peter  Palm- 
thimble's  most  stylish  manner." 

"Why,  all  that  may  be  true  enough, 
my  brave  fellow ;  but  then,  as  ould 
Peter  says,  it's  the  decency  of  the  af- 
fair, you  know ;  and  I  don't  know  a 
single  thing  that  pleases  me  more  than 


to  see  the  poor  cold  carcase  of  a  favour- 
ite pell  treated  with  care  and  atten- 
tion. O,  long  life  to  old  Peter,  say  I, 
and  long  may  he  pique  himself  in  rig- 
ging out  an  old  ship  for  his  run  to 
the  bottom  ;  for,  to  give  the  devil  his 
due,  he  certainly  douses  them  off  very 
smartish  and  tidy  after  all — and  you 
know,  Master  Marling,  the  boatswain, 
swears,  that  there's  never  a  he  in  the 
fleet  whose  quiet  men  slip  half  so 
handsomely  off  the  grating  as  those 
that  have  come  through  the  nippers  of 
old  Peter  Palm  thimble." 

"But  what  does  the  old  fellow  mean, 
Bill,  by  sporting  a  couple  of  needles 
through  the  noses  of  all  the  poor  de- 
vils I've  ever  seen  him  rig  out  for  the 
bottom  ?  I've  seen  a  good  many  in  my 
day  slipped  off  for  that  there  trip,  but 
never,  never,  not  I,  did  I  see  any  more 
than  one  used?" 

"  0,  heaven  knows,  Jack,  what  he 
means;  for  thof  I've  often  asked  him 
his  reason  for  that  there  rig  of  his,  he'd 
never  answer  me.  He  must  have  some 
one,  or  other,  however,  and  I've  little 
doubt  they  are  good  ones  ;  for  he's  a 
poring,  thinking,  shrewdish  kind  of  a 
chap,  this  same  Palmthimble  ;  and  can 
heave  the  log,  or  take  an  observa- 
tion, better  than  e'er  a  young  gentle- 
man in  the  hooker." 

"Why,  why,  we  all  knows  that, 
Bill,  and  none  better,  in  faith,  than  our 
friend  Peter  himself;  but,  chucking 
all  that  aside,  did  you  twig  the  skip- 
per, man,  when  the  Doctor  told  him 
as  how  little  Quashee  had  slipped  his 
cable  ? — My  eye !  he  screwed  his  chalky 
muzzle  into  so  many  different  twists, 
and  turned  up  so  the  whites  of  his 
day-lights,  that  I  really  thought,  thinks 
I,  for  sartain  he's  a-going  to  sing  out." 

"  Bah,  bah,  my  dear  boy,  don't  you 
believe  it; — he's  got  too  smacking  a 
splice  of  the  devil  in  him  to  pipe  for 
such  a  trifle  as  the  death  of  a  little  silly 
blackamoor  boy.  No,  no,  my  soul,  that 
will  never  go  down ;  for  to  tell  you  a 
piece  of  my  mind,  as  we're  talking  of 
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this  here  boy,  I  should  have  been  as 
well  pleased,  so  I  would,  had  they  gi- 
ven him  a  passage  at  once,  instead  of 
rigging  out,  and  keeping  his  little  black 
carcase  on  board  all  night,  for  no  rea- 
son at  all  to  my  thinking,  but  to  fright- 
en people,  and  give  the  skipper  an- 
other opportunity  of  playing  the  par- 
son, and  sporting  yon  fine  fancy  gild- 
ed Prayer-book  of  his'n  to-morrow. 
The  truth  is,  Jack,  I  can't  relish  the 
thought  of  a  dead  carcase  being  in  the 
same  hooker  with  me  at  all,  at  all — 
and  the  more  I  thinks  on't,  the  worse 
I  grow.  I  never  heard  of  any  good 
come  of  such  doings,  not  I ;  and  no- 
thing pleases  me  more,  since  it  must 
be  so,  d'ye  see,  than  the  having  no- 
thing to  do  with  the  mid-watch  to- 
night." 

"  Why,  what  have  you  to  fear  in  the 
mid-watch,  Lyson  ?"  cried  our  hero,  in 
a  note  of  encouraging  inquiry. 

"A  devilish  sight  more  than  you 
knows  .anything  about,  Master  Neddy, 
for  all  the  laming  and  scrawling  you 
make  about  that  there  log  of  the  Lieu- 
tenant's. What  have  I  got  to  fear,  for- 
sooth?— marry,  I  supposes  you  thinks, 
that,  because  I  can  neither  read  nor 
write,  I  never  did  hear  in  all  my  life,  that 
there  were  such  things  as  ghosts,  and 
hobgoblins,  and  apparitions! — Oh,  ho  ! 
my  buck  !  Bill  Lyson's  aboard  you  in 
that  tack  at  all  events;  for  he  knows 
all  about  that  there,  and  a  whacking 
trifle  more.  He  knows,  my  mates,  and 
he  believes  it  too,  that  the  apparition 
or  ghost  of  a  dead  person  never  leaves 
the  carcase  until  it  has  had  proper 
Christian  burial ; — if  you  ask  for  why, 
then  I  say  because  it  can't,  being  per- 
fectly impossible.  Trust  me,  my  lads, 
and  I  think  I've  lived  long  enough 
both  to  see  and  feel  it,  that  try  any  of 
you  to-morrow  to  give  anything  less 
to  an  old  ship  than  proper  Christian 
burial,  and  he'll  hover  and  wriggle 
about  you  continually  nig|it  and  day, 
playing  the  very  devil  in  frightening 
folks.  Why,  mates,  the  very  stories 
I've  heard  from  old  Joe  of  the  Terri- 
ble, to  say  nothing  more,  would  con- 
vince a  very  heathen  man  to  believe  all 
about  it — far  less  were  I  to  tell  you 
about  my  own  experience. — D — n  it, 
Davis,  you  may  grin,  thof  it  only 
shews  your  ignorance,  my  lad — but  I've 
not  forgotten  the  many  frights  I've  had 
in  my  day — and  particularly  one  in  the 
Terrible— Klaas,  my  boy,  you  were 
there,  with  that  ill-spliced  pin  of  yours 
—d'ye  mind  that  morning  ?" 


"  Ha,  ha,  ha !"  roared  the  Nether- 
lander, ' '  mindsh  dat  morn — Hegger 
and  sklyt !  the  same  as  now.  I  vid  tell 
it  you,  mates — 'tis  bon,  much  vat  you 
call  laughter  story.  We  were  board 
the  Terrible  (ver  large  vessel — sacre 
Maria,  what  work  !  up  de  Mediterrane 
— out  de  Yankee — quarters  every  day 
— boom — boom,  boom,  night — day — 
guns) — both  in  sick  bay — ver  ill — I 
had  mine  leg  here,  and  Bill  had  him's 
head  there,  vat  you  call " 

"  Pshaw,  Nicholas,  you're  going  to 
make  the  devil's  own  yarn  of  it — Let 
me  tell  the  story." 

<(  Nong,  pcste,  nong ! — Ver  well, 
mates,  Bill  had  him's  head  there,  ver, 
ver  sore,  and  he  vash  vat  you  call 
thirsty,  and  so  vash  I — Ver  well,  Bill 
jumps  out  his  hammock,  andgoes bring 
vater. — Ver  well,  Jumbo,  de  skipper's 
vat  you  call  monkey,  vash  skipping  and 
grinning  so  about  all  de  sick-bay — 
Jesu !  how  he  vash  larking,  here,  dere, 
all  about ! — So  you  see  Bill's  pouring 
out  de  water  so,  and  I'm  looking  over 
my  hammock  wid  my  arm  so — when 
vat  you  call  Jumbo  comes  pop  from  de 
hammocks  on  Bill's  shoulders,  and 
throws  hi  tn's  paws  round  his  head  so. — 
My  eye  !  vat  noise,  vat  cries ! — Bill  fell 
squat  de  deck— cry  de  dey  vil— de  dev- 
vil ! — while  vat  you  call  Jumbo  take 
de  vater  from  him,  and  drink  so  coolly 
— and  I  so  laugh — ha,  ha,  ha  !" 

"  Come,  come,  Fontina,"  cried  Ly- 
son surlily,  "  you're  touching  rather 
too  much  of  a  good  thing  now  ;  for, 
hang  me  if  it  was  that  silly  story  I 
meant  at  all,  at  all.  Besides,  my  boy, 
you  should  recollect  that  it's  no  joke 
in  my  eye  to  <;ome  over  people's  frail- 
ties in  that  there  lousy  manner,  parti- 
cularly in  a  matter  where  a  person's 
not  themselves,  as  was  my  case  that 
clay ;  for  if  the  truth  must  be  told, 
maties,  you  must  know  that  I'd  got  a 
smacking  whifle  over  the  sconce  a  few 
days  before,  in  a  boarding  affair,  from 
a  d — <1  tall  Spanish  sworder,  and  of 
course  was  rather  somewhat  weakish 
and  light-headed. — But  what  of  all  that 
now — the  wound  is  healed,  and  forgot- 
ten ;  and,  barring  the  time  when  he  gets 
an  overshare  of  grog,  Bill  Lyson's  as 
good  a  man  as  ever. — But  avast  with 
such  nonsense,  my  hearts !  I  were 
talking  of  ghosts  and  figures  of  the 
dead.  Now,  I'll  convince  you  all  at 
once,  by  telling  you  a  real  true  story 
— one,  my  boys,  that  I  can  swear  to, 
for  I  were  told  it  by  ould  Oliver,  the 
forecastle-man,  when  I  was  hardly  the 
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height  of  a  marlin-spike ;  and  since 
that  time,  which  wasn't  yesterday,  I've 
heard  it  read  in  a  book,  and  sung  in 
a  song.  The  song  begins  in  this  man- 
ner,— you  must  all  have  Jieard  it — 

Captain  Oram  went  to  sea, 
Full  of  mirth  and  full  of  glee, 
Him  and  all  his  ship's  company, 
On  board  of  the  Benjamin,  ho  ! 

Now,  mates,  I've  seen  the  Benjamin 
often  when  I  was  a  boy ;  for  she  lay 
long  an  empty  hulk  in  one  of  the  Li- 
verpool clocks — nobody  caring  to  have 
anything  to  do  with  her.  And  as  for 
Captain  Oram,  I  don't  know  what  be- 
came of  him,  thof  I've  heard  it  said  as 
how  he  died  raving  mad. — But,  avast, 
I've  begun  at  the  wrong  end  of  my 
story.  Now,  pay  attention,  my  mates, 
and  don't  put  me  out  by  any  ques- 
tions, and  you  shall  hear  all  about  it. 
You  must  know,  that  this  same  story 
was  a  mighty  favourite  of  old  Oliver's, 
— thof  he  had  hundreds  of  such  like; 
for  I  always  did  remark,  that  just  let  a 
fellow  make  the  least  mention  of  it  in 
his  hearing,  and  he  in  the  humour  at 
the  time,  and  you'd  set  him  a  spinning 
at  it  directly,  for  all  the  world  like  a 
barge-mop,  to  your  very  heart's  wish. 
— Well,  my  lads,  this  same  story  of 
his'n,  which  we  commonly  used  to  call 
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used  commonly  to  make  sail  in  this 
here  manner,  as  I  shall  presently  tell 
you. — Hem  ! 

"  You  must  know,  then,  my  lads, 
that  the  good  ship  the  Benjamin,  be- 
longing to  Liverpool,  was  a  "fine  large 
smacking  hooker,  mayhap  about  450 
or  500  tons,  which  traded  between 
that  port  and  the  West  India  islands, 
and  was  commanded  by  a  fellow  of 
the  name  of  Jerry  Oratn,  a  butcher's 
son  of  Bristol ;  a  great  horse  of  a  chap 
as  I've  heard  say,  who  had  his  star- 
board eye  doused,  and  wore  large  red 
whiskers.  Now,  this  same  Jerry 
Oram,  though  an  excellent  seaman, 
was  like  t^o  many  of  the  same  line,  a 
complete  knave, — by  which  I  mean, 
you  know,  as  the  saying  is,  he  was  a 
harbour-saint  and  a  sea-devil;  quite  a 
tartar  of  a  fellow,  that  stuck  at  no- 
thing, but  treated  those  under  his 
command,  as  soon's  he  got  fairly  to  sea, 
just  as  it  pleased  him, — pinching  some 
of  their  grub,  and  denying  their  right 
to  any  grog, — smarting  and  abusing 
others, — for  he  was  very  liberal  both 
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of  his  fists  and  his  feet, — and  almost 
constantly  cheating  some  one  or  other 
poor  fellow  out  of  his  wages.  Numer- 
ous complaints  had  been  made  against 
him  on  these  and  such  like  matters  to 
the  owners ;  but  the  rogue  had  such 
an  invincible  cheek,  and  so  smooth 
and  oily  a  tongue,  that  he  got  over 
them  all,  and  came  always  off  with 
flying  colours ;  nor  was  it  until  their 
best  hands  had  left  him  that  the  own- 
ers would  make  the  least  inquiry  into 
his  evil  doings.  Well,  at  last  they  did 
so,  or  at  least  they  pretended  to  do  so; 
and  by  dint  of  blarney,  plenty  of  grog, 
and  fair  promises,  the  Benjamin  was 
once  more  fairly  manned,  and  set  sail 
outward-bound.  No  sooner  had  they 
cleared  the  Land's- end,  however,  than 
you'll  not  hinder  Jerry  from  commen- 
cing the  old  game,  so  that  by  the  time 
they  arrived  in  Montego  Bay,  and  had 
got  rid  of  their  cargo,  most  of  his  hands, 
heartily  sick  of  his  bad  faith  and  ill 
usage,  either  cut  their  stick,  or  refu- 
sed to  go  any  farther  with  him.  In 
vain  did  the  owners  there  cajole  and 
flatter  them,  and  in  vain  did  Captain 
Oram  speechify  and  promise  amend- 
ment ;  they  were  no  longer  to  be  de- 
ceived, and  resolutely  refused  to  han- 
dle another  rope-yarn  belonging  to 
him.  All  that  he  could  fleech  out  of 
them  was,  that  they  shouldn't  leave 
the  ship  until  he  procured  other  hands 
from  Port-Royal,  for  which  place  he 
immediately  set  out,  the  Benjamin 
meaning  to  stand  athwart  to  the  Gold 
Coast,  in  order  to  pick  up  a  few  hun- 
dreds of  them  there  Blackamoor  de- 
vils,— what  d'ye  call  'em — which  at 
that  time  were  getting  scarce  in  the 
island.  Well,  in  a  few  days  Captain 
Oram  returned,  bringing  a  gang  of  fel- 
lows with  him  who  would  not  have 
adorned  the  thinnest  shell  of  a  French 
privateer  that  ever  spread  canvass  in 
the  Channel.  They  were  a  set  of  re- 
gular built  tatterdemalions ;  of  all  co- 
lours, blacks,  browns,  reds,  and  whites, 
and  of  all  countries,  English.,  Dutch, 
Danish,  French,  Spanish,  and  Portu- 
guese ;  and  I  really  believe  that  the 
only  handy  fellow  amongst  them  was 
my  old  mess-mate,  Oliver,  who  had 
lost  his  own  ship  in  a  cruize  on  shore. 
No  time  was  now  lost  in  fitting  out 
the  Benjamin  for  her  proposed  new 
cargo,  and  preparing  her  for  sea ;  and 
as  the  owners,  at  last,  had  begun  to 
suspect  that  all  was  not  perfectly  fail- 
on  the  part  of  Captain  Jerry,  they  re- 
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solved  to  send  a  young  gentleman 
along  with  him,  by  way  of  supercargo, 
to  serve  as  a  future  check  on  his  con- 
duct This  young  fellow,  who  was  a 
man  of  colour,  as  they're  commonly 
called,  had  been  shortly  before  that 
married  on  a  planter's  daughter,  and 
nothing  would  serve  his  turn,  but,  in 
a  foolish  fit  of  fondness,  he'd  take  his 
young  wife  out  along  with  him  ;  and, 
accordingly,  in  an  evil  hour  as  it  after- 
wards proved,  and  just  before  the  Ben- 
jamin got  under  weigh,  who  should 
come  on  board  but  Captain  Oram  and 
Master  and  Madame  Morelle,  as  happy 
and  comfortable  as  birds  in  May. 

"  Every  thing  went  on  for  afew  weeks 
as  smoothly  as  a  pannikin  of  cocoa;  for 
the  supercargo  had  a  prodigal  sea-stock 
both  of  grub  and  grog, — Madame  Mo- 
relle was  young  and  trimly  made,  and 
had  a  devil  of  a  fine  pair  of  black  top- 
lights, — and  the  Captain  was  English- 
man enough,  to  be  sure,  to  be  very 
fond  of  his  grub,  but  still  fonder  anil 
madder  after  a  pretty  smiling  face, 
surmounted  on  a  petticoat ;  so  that 
thus  all  pleased  with  themselves  and 
one  another,   who  was  like  Captain 
Jerry  and  Master  and  Madame  Mo- 
relle.    Thus,  all  billing  and  cooing, 
they  were  as  merry  as  crickets  in  a  ba- 
ker's oven, — and,  of  course,  there  was 
nothing  but  flashy  dinners  under  the 
quarter-deck    awning, — grog   to   the 
mast-head,  and  fiddling,  dancing,  and 
larking,  to  four  bells  often  of  the  first 
watch.     In  fact,  everything  on  board 
the  hooker  was  so  altered  for  the  bet- 
ter, that,  as  old  Oliver  used  to  say, 
he'd  a  likened  her  more  to  one  of  them 
trim,  fancy,  flashy  gilded  yachts  his 
Majesty  sometimes  goes  a-pleasuring 
in,  than  the  old,  rusty,  sable-sided  Ben 
of  Liverpool.     But  too  much  happi- 
ness is  not  good,  and,  indeed,  was  never 
meant  for  this  here  world,  you  know; 
since  it  is  ever  followed,  after  a  jolly 
dinner  and  a  good  blow-out  of  grog, 
with  squeamishness  of  the  stomach, 
languor  of  the  body,  and  nausea  and 
disgust  of  the  mind ;  so  that,  thof 
everything  rolled  cheerily  for  a  few 
weeks,  'twas  well  known  it  couldn't 
last  forever,  any  more  than  we  might 
now  expect  to  be  eternally  in  smooth 
water,  d'ye  see.    Well,  to  be  sure,  all 
of  a  sudden  matters  assumed  quite 
another  appearance,    the   lively   trio 
having  seemingly  all  gone  on  different 
tacks ;  for  the  dinners  and  larkings  were 
completely  knocked  off^Captain  Oram 
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became  thoughtful  and  peevish,  and 
began  to  his  old  game  of  knocking  his 
fists  about ;  and  as  for  the  supercargo, 
he  seldom  left  his  cabin,  and  when  he 
did  come  on  deck,  'twas  merely  for  a 
short  and  hurried  walk  of  an  evening 
on  the  lee-side  of  the  vessel,  and  then 
down  he'd  dive  to  his   cabin  again. 
As  for  Madame  Morelle,  she  was  no 
more  to  be  seen  than  if  she  hadn't  been 
on  board.    Some,  indeed,  conjectured, 
that  she  wan't  well,  and  that  all  the 
fuss  and  alteration  in  the  manners  of 
the  skipper  and  his  supercargo  was  on 
her  account ;  but  this,  Oliver  used  to 
say,  was  a  thing  that  was  all  in  his 
eye, — a  mere  quiz   to  gammon   the 
flats, — being  partly  as  true  as  it  was 
false ;  for  he  said  it  was  true  that  the 
coldness  which  had  arisen  between  Mo- 
relle and  Oram  was  on  her  account ; 
but  it  was  all  a  lie  about  her  being 
badly,  being  confined  to  her  cabin, 
much  against  her  will,  by  the  com- 
mands of  her  husband.  Now,  d'ye  see, 
my  lads,  Oliver,  who  was  a  shrewd, 
silent,  sly  old  fox,  knew  more  of  the 
secret  than  half  the  ship's  company 
put  together  ;  for,  being  captain  of  the 
hold,  he  had  ear-holes  and  eye-holes 
abaft,  whereby  he  could  pick  up  bits  of 
news  whenever  he  pleased,  that  no 
other  person  knew  anything  of.    Now, 
a  short  time  after  this  dryness  took 
place,  he  had  been  down  in  the  after- 
hold  putting  matters  to  rights,  when 
he  heard  the  supercargo  and  the  skip- 
per at  high  words  together  through 
the  bulk-head.   He  clapped  his  ear  to 
his  peepholes ;  and,  listening  attentive- 
ly, learnt,  by  what  he  could  hear,  that 
Morelle  was  jealous  of  the  captain  and 
his  wife, — that  he  had  been  both  ac- 
cusing and  abusing  her, — and  had  even 
been  so  unmanly  as  to  give  her  a  smack 
or  two  with  his  fists  ;  when  her  cries 
had  brought  Oram  to  her  assistance, 
who,  instantly  bursting  in  upon  them, 
like  a   true   fellow  of  Britain's  own 
breeding,  boldly  stuck  up  for  the  lady. 
Bitter,  and  loud,  and  long  blew  the 
squall,  till  from  one  thin^  to  another 
they  took  to  their  fists ;  and  then  the 
shrieks  and  cries  of  Madame  Morelle, 
as  they  immediately  brought  the  doc- 
tor and  the  mates  to  separate  the  com- 
batants, compelled  old  Oliver  to  retire 
from  his  peep-hole,  though  not  before 
he  perceived   that  Morelle  had   the 
worst  of  it,  as  every  chopper  the  skip- 
per gave  him  made  the  popr  mulatto 
smell  the  deck  whether  he  would  or 
17 
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not.  Open  war  being  thus  declared, 
frequent  squabblings  took  place  every 
other  day,  either  between  Morelle  and 
his  wife,  or  between  him  and  Orara  ; 
with  both  of  whom,  however,  he  ge- 
nerally came  off  at  the  loss,  seeing  as 
how  the  lady  had  only  to  sing  out  to 
get  assistance  in  a  twinkling,  and  that 
he  was  neither  weight  nor  mettle  for 
the  tremendous  fist  and  powerful  bot- 
tom of  Jerry  Oram. 

"  It  is  impossible  for  me  to  say,  my 
lads,  for  my  part,  whether  all  of  you, 
or  any  of  you,  knows  anything  at  all 
about  this  here  black  affair  they  call  jea- 
lousy, or  how  severely  it  makes  a  fellow 
wince  when  his  fancy-girl  loses  con- 
ceit of  him  and  takes  up  with  another; 
but  this  I  can  tell  you,  (I  speak  it  from 
experience,  d'ye  see,)  'tis  the  devil's 
own  potion,  worse  than  any  rubbish 
the  doctor  e'er  gave  you, — and  give  it 
once  a  fair  clutch  of  a  fellow's  heart, 
and  he's  as  happy  in  future  as  he'd 
his  feet  fast  in  the  bilboes,  with  not  a 
morsel  of  grog  allowed.  Why,  mates, 
I  recollect  as  'twere  but  the  other  day, 
how  melancholious  and  unhappy  I 
were,  when  that  precious  piece  of 
roguery  of  mine,  Bet  of  Yarmouth, 
gave  me  the  slip,  and  chimed  in  with 
that  ould  humbugging  land-lubber, 
Dirtybawks,  our  purser's  steward  :  In 
faith,  I  took  so  terribly  on  as  to  be  laid 
up  in  sick  bay  the  best  part  of  a  fort- 
night, I'll  warrant.  But  all  that  there 
matters  not  now  it  is  over,  and  I  mere- 
ly mention  it  here  that  you  may  have 
some  trifling  notion  of  what  a  teazing, 
restless,  murdering  nature,  this  same 
Jealousy  is.  Now,  d'ye  see,  my  lads, 
this  here  Morelle,  the  supercargo,  as 
I  mentioned,  was  quite  eaten  up  with 
it;  for  he  were  both  jealous  of  his  wife 
and  the  captain  together, — and  them 
there  colour  chaps,  you  must  know, 
bred  up  under  the  glare  of  a  tropical 
sun,  are  much  more  fiery-blooded  than 
we  are,  and  take  on  as  smartly,  d'ye 
see,  as  a  blue-light  on  such  occasions. 
This  here  being  the  case,  then,  every- 
thing on  board  went  to  sixes  and  se- 
vens ;  there  was  nothing  but  skrim- 
ishings  and  squabblings  be-aft,  and 
nothing  but  laziness,  and  mutiny,  and 
larking,  going  on  forward, — so  that,  as 
Oliver  used  to  remark,  the  old  Benja- 
min was  never  in  such  a  sad  taking  in 
her  born  days,  going  where  and  any  way 
and  every  way  the  wind  thought  pro- 
per to  drive  her.  Well,  d'ye  see,  mat- 
ters grew  thus  gradually  a-head,  every 
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day  getting  worse  and  worse,  when  one 
afternoon,  after  a  severe  jawing  and 
fisting  match,  up  jumps  Captain  Oram 
on  deck,  and  Morelle  after  him  bran- 
dishing a  cutlass.  Well,  mates,  Oram 
wasn't  the  fellow  that  would  ever  say 
die  ! — not  he, — never  an  inch  of  him, 
so  you'll  not  hinder  Jerry  from 
springing  to  the  arm-chest  abaft  and 
seizing  another,  and  to  it  they  went 
heart  and  hand,  for  all  the  world 
like  two  brave  fellows,  determined 
to  settle  the  hash  once  and  for  all. 
Now,  you  must  know,  my  lads,  that 
though  this  here  Blackee  had  neither 
the  bottom  nor  length  of  arm  to  stand 
before  Oram  with  his  fists,  yet  he  was 
to  the  full  more  than  his  match  with 
cold  iron  in  his  paw,  and,  accordingly, 
made  his  slasher  play  round  the  skip- 
per's carroty  mop  to  infinite  admira- 
tion. Long  they  fought,  and  wicked- 
ly ;  while  all  hands,  gathered  around 
them,  were  so  confounded  and  astound- 
ed as  never  once  to  think  of  interfer- 
ing. At  last,  just  as  every  one  thought 
that  Blackee  were  going  to  carry  the 
day,  poor  soul,  as  usual,  away  he  went 
to  leeward.  He  had  received  Jerry's 
assault  with  great  coolness  and  dexte- 
rity,— had  completely  winded  him,— • 
and  had  just  begun  to  ring  the  changes 
by  touching  him  a  smartish  wipe  or 
two  athwart  the  bows,  when,  as  the 
devil  would  have  it,  something  or  other 
taking  his  foot,  down  he  came  smack, 
and  the  skipper  above  him ;  who,  not 
being  in  one  of  his  pleasantest  hu- 
mours, speedily  wrested  the  cutlass 
from  his  grasp,  and  gave  poor  Blackee 
a  most  desperate  and  wicked  pummel- 
ling on  the  deck  as  he  lay.  Morelle, 
brave  fellow,  did  the  best  he  could, 
but  he  was  far  too  light  for  the  skip- 

}>er,  who,  having  once  got  him  under 
lis  ponderous  and  brawny  beam-ends, 
was  determined,  like  the  Scotsman,  to 
keep  him  there,  and  quilted  away  at 
the  supercargo's  carcase  like  Roger 
with  his  flail,  as  the  song  has  it.  lie 
had  certainly  finished  the  black  fellow 
at  once  with  his  thorough-bred  Lan- 
cashire of  kick,  bellows,  and  bite,  if, 
by  the  interference  of  his  mates  and 
the  doctor,  he  hadn't  been  forced  to 
knock  off.  However,  in  spite  of  all 
their  speechifyings,  he  wouldn't  allow 
the  Doctor  to  overhaul  him,  but  ra- 
ving and  foaming  with  passion,  he 
ordered  Morelle  to  be  tied  hand 
and  foot,  and  thus,  all  terribly  beaten 
and  bleeding  as  he  was,  he  was  carried 
2M 
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below,  and  locked  up  in  an  obscure 
birth,  which  no  one  had  use  for.  On 
this  same  occasion,  indeed,  Jerry 
hadn't  much  to  brag  on,  having  got 
a  pretty  tidy  handling  ;  for  besides  a 
poke  or  two  he  had  got  in  the  carcase, 
and  some  smartish  clips  on  his  Dun- 
stable,  his  face  was  so  terribly  mauled 
and  jellyfied,  that  his  toplights  seem- 
ed to  be  battened  in  for  ever.  How- 
ever, he  was  a  strong  man,  and  was 
soon  on  deck  again,  where  he  was  of- 
ten heard  to  mutter  the  most  horrible 
and  savage  threats  against  poor  Mo- 
relle,  whom  he  still  kept  in  the  closest 
confinement,  giving  him  his  grub,  and 
locking  him  up  again,  with  his  own 
hands.  How  he  came  on  with  Madame 
Morelle,  I  never  heard  say,  seeing  they 
kept  all  things  snug  to  themselves  in 
the  cabin  below  ;  but  it's  likely  all 
went  well  enough  on  in  that  there 
quarter,  seeing  she  certainly  did  pre- 
fer this  same  Jerry  Oram  to  her  hus- 
band, notwithstanding  of  his  large  red 
whiskers  ;  and  I  do  not  wonder  at  it, 
when,  you'll  mind  me,  the  one  was  a 
skipper,  and  a  stout- made  free-born 
Englishman,  and  the  other  no  more 
than  a  pen-and-ink  lubber  of  a  super- 
cargo, and  a  blackamoor  to  boot,  which 
made  all  the  difference  in  the  world, 
you  know,  to  any  one,  far  less  to  your 
girls  of  spirit,  who  generally  know — 
that  they  do — how  many  pistareens  are 
in  a  dollar.  Well,  d'ye  see,  mates,  af- 
ter this  here  furious  squall  as  I've  told 
you  on,  there  was  a  long  lull,  when 
all  of  a  sudden  the  news  came  on  deck, 
first,  that  Morelle  had  got  into  one  of 
them  terrible  things  called  fevers,  and 
then  some  days  after  that  he  were  dead 
for  sartain  ;  and  sure  enough  a  large 
box  made  by  the  carpenter,  and  said 
to  contain  his  corpse,  was  committed 
to  the  deep  that  same  day, — both  the 
Captain  and  Madam  attending,  and 
appearing  mightily  sorry  for  what 
had  happened.  But  the  whole  of  this 
flummery  was  all  in  my  eye  and  Bet- 
ty ;  for  I've  heard  my  old  shipmate  of- 
ten say,  that  he  were  free  to  give  his 
Bible  oath,  that  the  never  an  inch  of 
Morelle's  carcase  was  in  the  carpen- 
ter's box  when  it  went  overboard,  but 
the  whole  affair  one  of  Jerry's  made- 
up  stories  to  gammon  the  tongues  of 
the  crew,  which,  to  be  sure,  will  be 
wagging,  let  the  sails  blow  to  ribbons. 
This,  d'ye  see,  was  Oliver's  notion  of 
the  concern,  and  there  were  many  more 
tmch  in  the  hooker,  which  I  have  for- 
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got ;  but  it  matters  not,  for  they  all 
agree  in  this,  that  Blackee  by  no  means 
had  gotten  anything  like  fair  play ;  for 
he,  poor  devil,  having  always  been 
kind  to  the  hands  while  he  lived,  and 
by  no  means  a  niggard  of  his  grog,  had 
got  many  hearts  as  beat  warm  to  him, 
while  they  could  have  chucked  Jerry 
Oram  to  the  devil.  Well,  d'ye  see, 
my  lads,  what  convinced  Oliver  in  all 
this  more  and  more,  was,  that  some 
days  after,  being  down  in  the  hold,  he 
heard  the  skipper  unlock  the  door  of 
Morelle's  cabin  as  usual,  and  go  in—- 
then he  heard  the  voices  of  him  and 
Madame  Morelle  whispering — then  he 
heard  what  he  took  to  be  the  hissing, 
rattling,  short,  quick  sobs  or  groans  of 
a  man  that  were  throttling — then,  af- 
ter a  long  silence,  in  which  he  heard 
nothing  but  the  scuffle  of  feet,  he  dis- 
tinctly heard  the  skipper  say,  *  Bring 
me  the  bag,  child;  he's  snug  at  last' — 
then  he  heard  him  again  say,  in  an- 
swer to  some  whisper  of  hers,  '  Con- 
found his  ugly  carcase,  the  bag  is  too 
s?n(dl — let  us  leave  him  now,  Anabell, 
he'll  make  no  noise,  and  I'll  truss  him 
up,  and  give  him  a  passage  in  the  mid- 
watch  „•'  and  accordingly  the  cabin  was 
again  locked  up  as  before.  After  all 
this  you  may  easily  suppose,  mates, 
that  long  before  the  appointed  time, 
Oliver  was  at  his  post,  and  hadn't 
waited  long  ere  he  heard  the  skipper, 
attended  as  before,  softly  unlock  Mo- 
relle's cabin,  and  go  in — then  he  heard 
him  using  an  axe,  d'ye  see,  as  thof 
he'd  been  cutting  up  junk — and  then 
he  heard  them  slowly  and  cautiously 
dragging  something  weighty  along  the 
deck,  and  the  cabin  windows  quietly 
opened  ;  but  he  heard  nothing  more, 
having  to  cut  his  stick  that  same  mo- 
ment, for  fear  of  Oram  coming  on 
deck  and  finding  the  after-hold  open, 
you  know.  However,  it  would  appear 
there  was  little  danger  of  his  doing  so 
at  that  time,  having  seemingly  other 
fish  to  fry  ;  for  after  waiting  a  while 
in  his  birth,  and  dousing  part  of  his 
rigging,  Oliver  went  upon  deck,  where 
he  found  everything  quiet, — all  the 
watch  being  asleep,  except  the  mate 
who  kept  reckoning,  and  the  man  at 
the  wheel.  '  Hollo,  old  boy/  cries 
the  mate  to  Oliver,  '  what  the  devil's 
turned  you  out  so  early  ?  I'd  think, 
for  my  part,  you'd  been  as  well  in  your 
hammock  ?'  To  this,  d'ye  see,  Oliver 
made  some  reply  or  other  ;  but  that, 
and  a  great  deal  more  talk  they  had 
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must  pass  over,  for  I've    pearance  made  in  the  cabin  of  a  night 
or  morning — if  there  was,  they  kept  it 
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together,  I 

forgot  it. — Lord  !  Lord !  could  you  but 
have  heard  old  Oliver  tell  it,  how  he 
would  have  scared  you ! — I  can  only  re- 
collect that  the  mate  told  him  that  for 
certain  there  was  some  devilry  going 
forward  in  the  cabin,  for  that  just  a 
short  time  before,  the  night  being  un- 
commonly quiet,  having  heard  the 
creak  of  the  cabin  windows  opening, 
he  had  gone  to  the  stern,  and  looking 
cunningly  over,  he  beheld  the  skipper 
and  Madame  Morelle  pushing  some- 
thing like  a  well-filled  bread-bag  out 
of  'em,  which  fell  heavily  into  the 
deep,  and  disappeared  like  a  shot; 
( and  ever  since/  continued  the  mate 
to  Oliver,  '  he  has  done  nothing  else 
but  bundled  up  and  down  the  cabin- 
ladder  there  for  water,  and  has  been 
knocking  about  the  mops  like  the  de- 
vil in  a  gale  of  wind.  He  told  me,  in- 
deed/ says  the  mate  to  Oliver,  e  that 


to  themselves,  d'ye  see,  like  many  other 
things  ;  but  this  one  thing  was  certain, 
that  now  as  they  approached  the  spot 
where  belike  the  deed  was  committed, 
the  ghost  of  Morelle  seemed  to  meet 
them  half-way,  and  grew  very  trouble- 
some, making  a  regular  trip  of  the 
decks  every  middle  watch,  and  playing 
the  very  devil  in  frightening  all  hands. 
It  stuck  to  no  particular  part  of  the 
hooker,  mind  me,  as  a  fellow  might 
have  supposed  ;  but  was  sometimes 
seen  walking  forward,  sometimes  aft, 
and  sometimes,  for  all  the  world  as  he 
had  been  alive,  it  would  make  a  start 
away  to  some  one  or  other  of  the  tops, 
or  disappear  through  the  hold  gratings 
amongst  the  negurs.  Oliver  told  me 
he  saw  it  once  quite  close  to  him  and 
some  others  as  were  talking  together  ; 
and  he  described  it  as  a  tall  fiure, 
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being  unable  to  sleep  after  turning  in,  rigged  out  in  white  gear,  with  its  head 
he  had  got  up  for  the  purpose  of  gi-  muffled  up,  which  moved  slowly  along, 
ving  the  infected  cabin  a  rousing  up,  carrying  a  bread-bag  all  over  blood 
as  he  didn't  like  to  hazard  any  of  his  under  its  arm,  which  it  stopped  and 
cabin-boys'  lives  in  the  doing  of  it. —  displayed  to  all  whom  it  passed ;  and 

when  it  vanished,  which  it  did  often  in 
a  twinkling,  you'd  have  heard  strange 
noises,  as  thof  it  were  the  clang  of  fore- 
hammers,  or  the  rattling  of  chains, 
mixed  with  loud  peals  of  wild  unearth- 
ly laughter,  dismal  shrieks,  and  low 
hollow  groans.  All  this  occurred  so 
often,  and  so  frightened  young  and 
old,  that  duty  seemed  once  more  to 


But  I  believe  all  this  to  be  a  lie,  d'ye 
see/  says  the  mate,  '  for  I  never  yet 
saw  Jerry  so  fond  of  doing  anything, 
far  less  such  a  nasty  job  as  the  clean- 
ing out  of  a  dead  man's  cabin.  No, 
no,  in  faith  ;  he  must  have  some  other 
rig  in  his  eye,  in  all  this  midnight  in- 
dustry/ said  the  mate,  "  particularly 
when  he  is  assisted  in  it  by  his  fancy 
article.  I  only  wish  to  God,  Oliver, 


have  come  to  an  end,  seeing  the  never 


there  mayn't  be  something  foul  in  all    a  hand  would  stir  his  stumps  to  do  any- 
this  scrubbing.'     To  all  this  you  may    thing  with  cheerfulness  after  sunset ; 
swear  Oliver  made  no  reply,  but  bid-    and  though 
ding  the  mate  good  bye,  he  returned 
to  his  birth,  and  turned  in,  thorough- 
ly convinced  in  his  own  mind  that 
Morelle  had  been  murdered  somehow 
or  other. 

"  Well,  my  lads,  this  here  Morelle 
being  once  out  of  the  ship,  and  every- 
thing going  on  in  a  more  quiet  and 


orderly  way,  matters,  d'ye  see,  assu- 
med a  more  lively  appearance,  and  the 
good  old  Benjamin,  cutting  through 


and  though  Captain  Oram  and  his 
mates  did  what  they  could  in  the  jeer- 
ing and  chiding  way,  to  knock  this 
same  terror  out  of  them,  all  would  not 
do  ;  and  so,  d'ye  see,  nothing  was  done 
that  wasn't  forced,  and  what  they'd 
obliged  to  lend  a  hand  to  themselves. 
Now  what  made  all  this  the  worse  was 
the  coming  on  of  bad  weather  ;  for  by 
this  time  the  season  was  far  advanced, 
and  little  else  was  to  be  expected,  you 
know.  It  is  an  easy  guess  story,  then, 


it  with  life  and  spirit,  was  soon  at  her  my  lads,  to  know  what  a  sad  taking 

destination.      Here,  having  taken  in  the  poor  old  Benjamin  must  have  been 

some  hundreds  of  them  black  devils  as  in,  having  thus  to  encounter  the  heavy 

work  in  the  plantations,  with  some  squalls,  worse  seas,  and  thunder  and 

ivory  and  gold  dust,  they  sailed  once  lightning  storms  of  the  tropics,  with 

more  on  their  return  to  the  West  In-  never  a  willing  hand  on  board  her  to 

dies  ;  and  then  began  the  rig  of  which  assist  in  the  keeping  of  her  snug.  Cap- 


I  were  talking  to  Davis  there  just  now. 
I  really  can't  say,  as  I  never  heard, 
whether  there  was  any  unusual  ap- 


tain  Oram,  his  mates,  and  a  few  stout 
hearts  more,  to  be  sure,  did  do  won- 
ders, and  worked  for  a  while  like  jolly 
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fellows,  who  feared  neither  ghosts  nor 
devils;  but  it  was  impossible  they 
could  hold  out  so  for  ever,  you  know ; 
and  as  the  weather  continued  still  in 
the  same  unsettled  way,  they  soon  be- 
gan to  fag  and  fall  off,  through  sheer 
want  of  sleep  and  hard  work. 

"  They  were  in  this  hard-up  and 
dreary  way  one  dismal,  rainy,  and 
squally  night,  and  the  few  hands  that 
would  work,  after  making  the  old 
hooker  as  snug  as  they  could,  had  just 
thrown  themselves  on  the  deck,  under 
a  tarpauling,  in  order  to  snatch  a  mo- 
mentary repose,  when  the  mate  of  the 
watch  was  roused  to  attention  by  a 
strange,  hollow,  and  uncommon  harsh 
voice,  singing  out  from  the  maintop — 
On  deck,  there!  Now,  you  must 
know,  my  lads,  that  this  same  mate 
was  none  of  your  shilly-shally  shore- 
bred  fellows  who  start  at  mere  trifles, 
but  a  regular  thorough-bred  sea-goer, 
and  had  besides  the  character  of  having 
as  bold  a  heart  and  as  sound  a  head  as 
ever  the  port  of  Liverpool  produced  ; 
but  what  argulfies  all  that,  when  one's 
taken  by  surprise — and  so,  d'ye  see, 
whether  or  not  the  ghost  story  had 
come  into  his  head,  I'll  not  say,  thof 
it's  likely  enough  ;  but  he  were  just 
standing  firmly  gazing  on  the  top, 
waiting  to  see  whether  the  bright 
sheets  of  lightning,  which  ever  and 
anon  were  streaming  athwart  the  ho- 
rizon, would  let  him  see  who  it  was  that 
were  thus  bawling  before  he  would  an- 
swer, when  the  same  voice  sung  out  a 
second  time,  On  deck,  there  !  still  louder 
than  before.  He  immediately  roused 
his  watch-mates,  and  had  just  begun 
to  tell  them  the  story,  when  all  hands 
were  astounded  with  horror,  with  hear- 
ing On  deck,  there!  bawled  out  a 
third  time  in  a  most  thundering  man- 
ner. '  What  do  you  want  ?'  cried  the 
man  at  the  wheel ;  when  he  was  an- 
swered with  a  peal  of  the  wildest  and 
loudest  laughter  arising  in  the  top, 
which  seemed  to  sail  away  and  die  in 
the  breeze.  As  soon  as  they  recovered 
themselves  from  the  fright,  for  they 
neither  heard  nor  saw  anything  more 
that  night,  they  mustered  their  hands, 
and  found  all  present,  excepting  the 
Captain,  who  had  stowed  himself  away 
below. 

"  Well,  my  lads,  you  needn't  fear  but 
all  this  here  story  was  fully  and  faith- 
fully conned  over  to  all  hands  by  those 
who  kept  the  watch ;  and  if  things 
were  bad  before,  you  may  swear  that 
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it  made  them  no  better;  every  soul 
being  now  convinced  that  the  ghost  of 
Morelle  haunted  the  ship, — and  the 
devil  of  it  was,  no  one  either  had  the 
pluck  to  speak  to  it,  or  knew  how  to  get 
rid  on't.  Some  stout  hearts  there  were, 
indeed,  who  seemed  to  think  the  story 
all  a  bamm,  and  even  volunteered  to 
go  and  sit  in  the  top  until  the  ghost 
made  its  appearance ;  but,  avast  there, 
the  nearer  the  time  approached,  the 
more  their  courage  gave  way,  and  the 
watch  were  jeering  the  arrival  of  the 
last  of  these  bravaders  on  deck,  when 
the  old  thundering  voice  sung  out  as 
usual,  On  deck,  there  ! 

"  *  Blast  my  eyes  and  limbs !'  cried 
a  forecastleman,  jumping  to  the  rig- 
ging, '  but  I'll  see  this  same  bawler, 
be  he  the  devil  himself;  though  I 
strongly  suspect  that  'tis  some  frolic- 
some whoreson  making  game  of  us  all 
the  time.  Hark'ee,  maties,  keep  a 
bright  eye  on  the  lee  rigging  there, 
that  no  one  slides  down,  while  I  go 
aloft  and  examine  the  top/  He  had 
just  begun  to  ascend  the  rigging,  when 
the  same  wild  and  awfully  loud  voice 
sung  out  a  second  time,  On  deck,  there! 
t  Ay,  ay,'  replied  the  undaunted  fore- 
castleman, redoubling  his  speed,  '  I'll 
be  with  you  directly,  my  hearty ;  and 
if  you're  what  I  suspect  you  to  be,  the 
devil  a  rope's  end  in  the  hooker  shall 
be  heavy  enough  to  lace  your  shoul- 
ders with.' 

"  He  had  now  got  his  head  barely 
above  the  top  rim,  and  what  he  saw, 
Heaven  only  knows ;  but  with  the  eyes 
of  all  the  watch  anxiously  fixed  upon 
him,  he  gave  a  dreadful  scream  of  hor- 
ror, let  go  his  hold,  and  rolled  right 
overboard, — while,  for  the  third  time, 
On  deck,  there  !  resounded  in  all  their 
ears,  succeeded  as  before  with  the  same 
wild  laughter,  mingled  with  shrieks 
and  groans.  '  Heaven  have  mercy 
upon  us  !'  cried  the  mate,  as  the  aw- 
ful sounds  died  away,  '  for  this  is  no 
fool's  trick.' 

"  The  melancholy  fate  of  this  brave 
lad,  who  was  beloved  by  all  hands, 
entirely  put  an  end  to  all  duty  and 
subordination ;  so  that  the  following 
day,  the  never  a  he  of  them  all  would 
enter  the  main-top,  even  in  day-light, 
without  the  Captain,  or  some  one  of 
his  mates  along  with  them  ;  and  when 
night  came  on,  it  was  only  by  the  Cap- 
tain assuring  them  that  he  would  keep 
the  first  and  middle  watches  himself, 
that  he  could  contrive  to  muster  a  suf- 
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ficient  number  to  agree  to  keep  it  along 
with  him. 

Accordingly,  Captain  Oram,  accom- 
panied by  Madame  Morelle,  kept  the 
deck  the  whole  of  the  first  watch, 
during  which  everything  was  quiet 
and  orderly.  Eight  bells  were  struck 
and  gone,  and  he  was  just  standing 
before  her,  at  the  top  of  the  com- 
panion, advising  her  to  go  below,  as 
the  dew  was  beginning  to  be  cold  and 
chilly,  when  the  whole  deck  again  re- 
sounded with  the  usual  cry  of  On  deck, 
there!  which,  whether  it  were  the 
sound  of  that  wild  voice,  or  the  sud- 
den shock,  seemed  completely  to  pa- 
ralyze all  the  powers  of  Madame  Mo- 
relle, who  immediately  gave  a  loud 
shriek,  and  fell  back  into  the  arms  of 
a  female  negress,  her  attendant,  in  a 
faint.  As  for  Oram,  he  seemed  to  get 
rank  raving  mad  on  the  instant ;  for 
leaving  his  wench  to  look  after  herself, 
he  sprung  forward,  and  with  eyes  flash- 
ing fury  on  the  top,  he  sung  out,  Hil- 
loah! 

"By  the  Lord,  lads,  he  hadn't  to  wait 
for  an  answer. 

"  Stand  from  under  !  was  the  terrible 
response. 

"Letfattandbe  d—d!  cried  the  in- 
trepid Oram,  and  immediately  a  Bread 
Bag  was  precipitated  to  the  deck, 
streaming  in  blood,  the  mouth  of 
which  bursting  open,  a  human  head 
rolled  out,  and  lay  at  his  feet,  which 
all  the  watch  could  recognize  as  that 
of  the  unfortunate  Morelle.  Oram  ga- 
zed at  the  mangled  remains  for  an  in- 
stant, with  a  countenance  in  which 
horror,  desperation,  and  madness, were 
strongly  depicted,  then  cried,  f  Hell 
and  the  devil !  are  you  there  again  ? — . 
Away,  away,  blast  you  !  away,  and  be 
food  to  the  first  shark  that  meets  you  !' 
In  saying  which,  he  first  made  the 
ghastly  head  spin  from  his  kick  like  a 
foot-ball,  then  clutched  like  a  fury  on 
the  Bloody  Bread-Bag,  and,  with  a 
stiength  almost  supernatural,  made  it 
fly  over  the  lee  gangway.  He  now  ran 
aft  to  .where  the  doctor  and  some 
others  were  assisting  the  recovery  of 
Madame  Morelle,  roaring  out,  f  Ana- 
bell,  my  dear  wench,  I  have  given  him 
a  passage  again,  and  he'll  bother  us  no 
more — What !  is  she  dead — fairly  stone 
dead  ?  Have  I  done  all  for  this — Have 
I  committed  murder,  and  thrown  my 
hopesof  Heaven  at  my  heelsfornought! 
—then  die,  Jerry,  die,  and  be' — and  he 
instantly  fell  flat  on  the  deck,  in  a  state 
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of  complete  insensibility.  They  were 
both  taken  below ;  a  fever  was  the  con- 
sequence :  and  before  they  recovered, 
the  Benjamin  arrived  at  her  port,  and 
Oliver  was  one  of  the  first  to  leave 
her. 

"  Now,  my  lads,  pray  what  d'ye 
think  of  my  old  ship-mate's  story  ? 
wouldn't  it  convince  any  fellow  of  any 
sense  at  all,  that  murder  will  not  hide 
on  ship-board,  and  that  the  ghost  will 
never  cease  to  haunt  and  flipper  round 
the  body,  until  it  has  got  Christian 
burial  ? — What  say  you,  Davis,  eh  ? 
— for  I  see  you  are  smuggling  a  laugh, 
and  be  d — d  to  you." 

Nothing  was  ever  more  true;  for  Ed- 
ward having  hitherto  succeeded  with 
great  difficulty  in  restraining  his  risi- 
ble faculties,  no  sooner  received  this 
half  good-humoured  interrogation, 
than  his  mirth  overleaped  all  bounds, 
and  he  now  laughed  away  so  heartily 
and  so  highly  to  the  satisfaction  of  the 
mirth-loving  Mahony,  that  he  instant- 
ly joined  in  the  chorus,  to  the  infinite 
astonishment  of  the  chagrined  story- 
teller. 

"  There  it  is,  now — dang  it,  I  were 
sartain  of  it !" — exclaimed  the  angry 
Lyson,  his  eyes  fixed  furiously  on  the 
merrymuscles  of  the  laughing  pair  ;— - 
ft  I'll  warrant  me,  they  don't  believe 
a  single  word  on  all  I  ve  said,  mates, 
thof  I've  told  them  I  were  told  it  by 
ould  Oliver,  and  have  both  heard  it 
read  it  in  a  printed  book,  and  sung  in 
a  ballad,  such  as  we  gets  from  the 
shore  at  Portsmouth  and  the  Nore, 
you  know. — As  for  you,  Denny,  I'd 
have  thought  better  on  you,  than  to 
have  sneered  so  lustily  at  what  I've 
heard  you  say  a  hundred  times,  you 
firmly  believed ;  but  as  for  Davis, 
there,  I  an't  surprised  at  him  in  the 
least;  for  it's  always  the  way  with 
your  d — d  saucy  landlubber  pen-and- 
ink  swabs,  that  they  are  so  cursedly 
conceited, — they're  for  ever  thinking 
the  ne'er  a  one  is  up  to  anything  but 
themselves.  But  avast  there,  my 
hearts !  Master  Davis  may  come  cheery 
to  Bill  Lyson  for  the  next  story  he 
tells  him,  that's  all." 

Both  Edward  and  Dennis,  perfectly 
aware  that  they  had  gone  rather  too 
far,  were  now  at  some  pains  to  mollify 
and  sooth  down  the  irritated  feelings 
of  the  credulous  old  man ;  in  which 
task,  Mahony,  by  a  dexterous  applica- 
tion of  the  real  native  blarney,  succeed- 
ed so  wonderfully,  that  it  was  not  long 
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before  a  smile  began  to  curl  his  thin 
cheek,  and  he  heard  Edward's  praises 
of  his  story  with  some  seeming  satis- 
faction. 

"  But  after  all,  Lyson,  I  must  say/' 
concluded  our  hero,  "  that  I  think 
your  story  rather  incomplete, — pray 
what  became  of  Madame  Morelle,  as 
you  call  her  ?  for,  as  for  the  Captain, 
you  know,  you  already  told  us  he  died 
raving  mad." 

"  Ay,  my  lad,  mad  as  a  March  hare, 
as  they  say  a-shore.  But,  in  faith, 
what  became  of  his  fancy-wench,  is 
more  than  I  ever  heard  say ;  thof  I'd 
naturally  suppose  as  how  her  father 
would  take  her  home  again." 

"  I'd  as  naturally  supposed,  Lyson," 
cried  a  listener,  "  as  how  they'd  both 
been  hung." 

( '  Pshaw,  pshaw,  Master  Simpleton, 
you  fly  wide  of  the  mark.  Hung, 
quotha!  For  sartain,  my  lad,  you're 
thinking  of  Old  England,  when  you 
bundle  in  your  Jack  of  the  Halter  so 
readily ;  since,  in  those  days,  who  ever 


j>pt. 


heard  of  a  Planter's  daughter  being 
hung  for  murder  in  the  West  Indies,  or 
a  slave  Captain  either.  Why,  you  silly 
fool,  doesn't  know] that  they  could  do  in 
that  there  quarter  what  they  pleased  ?" 

"  So  it  would  appear,"  rejoined  a 
third,  shrugging  up  his  shoulders, 
"  and  the  more  is  the  pity,  I  say — for 
they  both,  to  my  mind,  richly  deser- 
ved it ;  particularly  that  petticoated 
she-hyaena,  who  was  the  'casion  of  all. 
D — n  me,  but  I'd  shut  her  up  with  a 
deck  load  of  monkeys,  who'd  have 
fondled  her  to  death." 

The  discourse  was  here  most  disa- 
greeably interrupted  by  the  bell  toll- 
ing eight,  backed  with  the  boatswain's 
mate's  pipe,  and  lusty  call  of  All  the 
larboard  watch,  a-hoy  !  who  immedi- 
ately hurrying  below,  and  bawling  out 
in  gruff  and  bitter  accents,  "  D'ye 
hear  there,  larbolians,  up  on  deck,  up 
on  deck,  all  of  you" — speedily  disper- 
sed these  visionaries  and  their  crowd- 
ed assemblies. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

"  Say,  shall  I  sing  of  a  war-ship's  humbugging, 

Railing  and  rubbing,  and  washing  and  tugging  ? 

Touch  me  the  word,  mates,  and  you  shall  have  it  readily."— 

"  Glory  !  give  it  mouth,  Jack,  'twill  make  a  merry  medley  !" 


THE  watch  was  no  sooner  on  deck, 
and  the  usual  process  of  muster  over, 
than  Edward,  with  a  curiosity  pecu- 
liar to  his  character,  would  have  im- 
mediately proceeded  to  obtain  a  view 


whispered  forth  in  every  corner,  were 
in  no  fit  humour  to  be  trifled  with. 
In  this  dilemma,  he  resolved  to  con- 
sult with  his  new  friend  and  instructor 
Dennis  Mahony,  who  heard  him  to  an 


of  the  corpse  of  the  unfortunate  Zam-  end  in  unusual  silence,  and  then  re- 
ba,  had  he  not  met  with  an  opposition  plied,  with  great  seriousness,  "  I'll  tell 
which  both  mortified  and  surprised 


him.  He  had  no  difficulty  in  discover- 
ing that  it  was  deposited  under  the 
boats  on  the  booms,  for  there  two 
large  and  well-blacked  tarpaulins  ha- 
ving been  thrown  right  across,  the 
ends  hung  down  in  sombre  sadness  on 
the  deck,  and  as  effectually  precluded 
the  smallest  glimpse  of  the  little  body, 
as  if  it  had  already  reached  the  bottom 
of  the  ocean.  To  raise  these  substan- 
tial hangings,  so  far  as  to  be  able  to 
gratify  his  curiosity,  was  matter  of 
no  trifling  consequence,  as  it  would 


you  what  it  is,  N  ed,  and  I  hope  you'll 
think  your  Dennis  the  devil  an  inch 
the  bigger  coward  for  it,  I  wouldn't 
go  for  to  raise  that  there  tarpauling, 
and  so  be  after  disturbing  the  dead, 
d'ye  see,  no  !  not  for  a  mount  of  mo- 
ney, as  big,  by  the  hokey,  as  the  ould 
Hill  of  Howth.  No,  no,  Davis,  my 
darling !  I  like  you  well  enough,  sure 
now,  and  I  own  it;  but,  thanks  to 
good  ould  Father  Daniel,  who,  Lord 
love  him,  larnt  me  my  letters  before  I 


could  spake,  I  like  ould  Mother  Church 
a  trifle  or  so  better,  my  dear.  Bubba- 
infallibly  have  given  great  offence  to  a    boo  !  will  you  belay  now,"  continued 


body  of  men,  who,  it  was  impossible  he,  clapping  his  bulky  hand  coaxingly 

for  him  not  to  see,  both  by  their  ge-  on  Edward's  mouth,  "  for  the  devil  a 

neral   gloom  and  evident  repugnance  word  more  will  I  hear  on  the  subject. 

to  approach  a  spot  so  carefully  enclo-  What !  you  wouldn't,  sure,  have  Den- 

sed  throughout  the  whole  watch,  as  nis  guilty  of  that  terrible  thing — what 

well  as  by  the  many  frightful  and  ri-  d'ye  call  it  again  ? — sacrilege  ? — Mur- 

diculous  stories,  which  were  liberally  der  and  wounds  !  but  your  Scotch  re- 
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ligion  must  be  a  curious  one,  if  it's  any 
at  all,  at  all,  that  allows  you  to  be  after 
going  so  coolly  and  needlessly  about 
disturbing  the  dead,  sure." 

Dennis  was  evidently  too  serious  in 
all  this,  for  Edward  any  farther  to 
press  the  subject ;  and  he  therefore 
amused  himself  in  listening  in  silence 
to  the  various  marvels  with  which 
every  obscure  corner  abounded.  In 
defiance,  however,  of  the  most  dismal 
presages,  the  night  proved  one  of  un- 
common beauty ; — the  silver  moon 
shone  with  peculiar  brilliancy  on  the 
gentle  ripple  of  the  dark  blue  ocean ; 
and  such  a  resplendent  galaxy  of  glory 
twinkled  all  o'er  the  face  of  the  clear 
and  unclouded  heavens,  as  had  the 
happiest  effects  in  composing  the  mind 
to  the  most  delightful  serenity ;  and 
the  period  of  the  watch  thus  pleasing- 
ly stole  away  without  any  of  those  su- 
pernatural appearances,  or  dire  mis- 
haps, so  confidently  predicted,  and  so 
minutely  described. 

Next  morning,  immediately  after 
divisions,  had  been  appointed  for  the 
funeral — which  proved  to  be  a  matter 
of  infinite  brevity  and  great  simplicity. 
Captain  Switchem  appeared  on  deck 
in  a  mourning  scarf  and  sword,  fol- 
lowed by  his  officers  and  Mr  Fudge- 
forit,  who  carried  a  splendidly  bound 
Prayer-book  under  his  arm :  and  all 
hands  being  summoned  to  the  lee 
gangway,  he  immediately  commenced 
operations,  by  prefacing  the  service  of 
the  dead  with  a  few  pithy  and  rather 
sarcastic  observations  on  the  heedless- 
ness,  stupidity,  and  other  bright  qua- 
lities of  the  living.  Meanwhile,  four 
boys  having  slowly  advanced  with  a 
grating,  on  which  the  corpse  lay  ex- 
tended, firmly  sewed  up  in  its  ham- 
mock, (the  operating  needles  being 
thrust  transversely  through  its  nose) — 
and  having  taken  up  a  position,  with  it 
at  their  feet,  on  each  side  of  an  open 
port-hole,  which  had  been  cleared  for 
the  purpose,  he  immediately  doffed  his 
hat,  followed  by  all  hands,  opened  the 
Prayer-book,  and  began  the  Church- 
service  in  a  tone  of  voice  at  once  grave 
and  dignified,  until,  coming  to  the 
words  expressive  of  committing  the 
body  to  the  deep,  the  four  boys  im- 
mediately gradually  elevated  one  end 
of  the  grating,  when  the  weight  of  the 
shots  enclosed  under  the  feet  ^>f  the 
corpse,  hurried  it  off  into  the  ocean, 
where  it  disappeared  in  a  twinkling. 
Having  thus  finished  the  service  with 
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infinite  decorum,  Captain  Switchem 
had  shut  the  Prayer-book,  had  hand- 
ed it  to  his  bowing  secretary,  and  had 
once  more  begun  to  descant,  with  his 
usual  acrimony,  on  the  excessive  care- 
lessness, and  slovenly,  bustling  man- 
ner in  which  the  work  was  gone 
through  by  all  hands — to  which  causes 
he  very  adroitly  imputed  the  boy's  death 
— and  the  total  want%  of  that  steady 
coolness,  order,  and  cfexterity,  which 
he  had  ever  been  accustomed  to,  and 
which  he  was  still  determined  to  en- 
force, when  the  swelling  current  of  his 
caustic  elocution  was  rudely  interrupt- 
ed by  the  look-out  vociferating  from 
the  mast-head — "  On  deck,  there  I" 

"  Hilloah  !"  returned  the  Captain. 

"  Land  a-head !"  bawled  the  look- 
out. 

<e  Point  to  it,  my  lad !"  cried  the 
Captain,  leaping  to  the  capstan,  and 
hurrying  with  his  glass  to  the  fore- 
castle. 

The  look-out  held  out  his  arm,  at 
the  same  time  bawling  down,  "  About 
two  points  on  the  weather  bow !" 

This  intelligence  seemed  to  produce 
a  sensation  in  the  mind  of  Captain 
Switchem,  quite  discordant  to  farther 
discussion;  and,  of  course,  sermoni- 
zing immediately  gave  way  to  more 
active  and  unpremeditative  duty. 
"  Mr  Marlin,"  cried  the  Captain, 
hurrying  aft ; — "  Where  is  the  Boat- 
swain ? — Call  me  Mr  Marlin  directly 
— d'ye  hear  there,  young  gentlemen  ?  ' 

This  was  unnecessary,  however,  for 
the  Boatswain,  shouting  "  Here  I 
come,  sir  !"  immediately  stood  before 
him. 

"  Pipe,  Make  sail !  directly,  Marlin, 
there's  a  good  fellow,"  cried  the  Cap- 
tain— then  turning  to  his  first  Lieu- 
tenant, he  continued, — "  And  harkye, 
Fyke,  shake  out  every  reef,  and  clap 
every  inch  of  canvass  on  her  you  can. 
I'd  like  to  have  a  surveillance  of  the 
coast  ere  night  fall. — Mr  Fudgeforit, 
lay  hold  of  these  things  and  follow 
me — I'll  be  with  you  again  in  a  mi- 
nute, Fyke." 

"  It  shall  be  done,  sir,"  replied  his 
first  Lieutenant,  as  he  disappeared 
from  the  deck,  and  immediately  walk- 
ed forward  to  put  the  people  in  mor 
tion.  Meantime,  the  Boatswain  had 
executed  his  orders,  the  topmen  were 
aloft — the  reefs  were  shaken  out — the 
topsails  hoisted — the  fore  and  main 
tacks  hauled  close  on  board — top-gal- 
lant sails  and  flying  gear  followed — 
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and  no  long  period  elapsed  ere  all 
hands  beheld  their  fancy  vessel  sno- 
ring through  it,  with  the  land  right 
a-head,  at  a  rate  little  short  of  twelve 
knots  an  hour.  At  this  rate  she  stood 
on  for  some  time,  when  Captain 
Switchem  deeming  her  to  be  as  close 
in  shore  as  he  thought  it  prudent,  or- 
dered her  on  the  other  tack,  and  she 
now  ran  along  the  bleak  and  dark- 
wooded  coast  of  Norway,  with  a  fine 
steady  breeze  from  the  land.  She  thus 
continued  making  way  steadily,  while 
Captain  Switchem,  and  most  of  his 
officers,  were  busily  employed  with 
their  glasses  in  a  strict  reconnoitre  of 
the  numerous  groups  of  dark  black 
clustering  rocks,  small  islands,  and  in- 
numerable creeks  and  openings  of  that 
strangely  shattered  coast,  when  no- 
thing appearing,  and  the  day  beginning 
to  close,  the  Tottumfog  was  finally 
put  about,  and  once  more  stood  to  sea 
under  shortened  sail. 

"  Well,  my  mates,  here  we  have 
had  the  devil's  own  day  of  it,  after  all, 
now  that  it's  done,"  cried  Bill  Lyson, 
sitting  down  at  the  mess  table ;  "  but 
indeed  I  never  saw  it  otherwise  with 
a  dead  body  in  company — always  a 
gale  of  wind,  a  mast  going  by  the 
board,  a  chase,  or  some  one  ugly  cus- 
tomer or  t'other  to  bother  a  fellow." 

"  Phew !  my  lovely  bright  boy  of 
the  mountain  !"  cried  Dennis,  just  ar- 
rived from  the  deck,  "  as  the  ould 
Goody  of  Gillingham  says  to  her  eels, 
when,  you  know,  she's  after  skinning 
them  alive,  '  Why  can't  you  be  azy, 
honies,  sure  it  is  nothing  at  all,  at  all, 
when  once  you  are  used  to  it.  Devil 
a  haypurth !  — and  M  ah  on  y  agrees  with 
her  to  a  tittle.  Troth  does  he — and 
the  devil  a  skirrach's  worth  of  bother 
it  shall  cost  him,  though  he  knows, 
shipmate — ay,  that  he  does — that  if 
you  have  had  the  devil's  own  day 
on't,  gragh,  you  are  likely  to  be  blessed 
with  his  mother's  own  night  of  it,  by 
way  of  good  company,  that's  all.  Och, 
by  my  soul,  are  you ; — so  keep  your 
beautiful  tongue  lying  azy  ; — for  I 
heard  Mr  Fyke  speaking  with  that 
long  ill-spun  cooper  of  ours  about 
water — and  I'm  sure  you  knows  very 
well  what  follows  that,  dear." 

"  A  devilish  sight  too  well,  in  faith, 
Denny,"  replied  Lyson; — "  but  are 
you  certain  it  was  the  cooper  ?  for  you 
know  it's  a  little  darkish  on  deck  at 
present." 

"  Am  I  sure  it  was  the  cooper,  did 
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you  say  ?  by  the  powers !  as  well  might 
you  ask  me,  am  I  sure  if  myself  s 
Dennis  Mahony,  dear.  Oho,  shipmate 
of  mine !  the  ould  chopper  of  cask 
staves  is  by  much  too  like  a  hop-pole 
for  me  to  mistake  him  so  azily.  But 
the  devil  another  squeak  will  I  make 
on  the  subject  at  all  at  all,  honey ;  for 
may  I  never  knock  my  beautiful  fist 
through  a  biscuit  again,  if  there  isn't 
Tom  Bird  himself  coming  down  the 
ladder,  and  he'll  soon  be  after  telling 
you  all  about  it,  darling." 

It  was  sure  enough  the  huge  fellow, 
who,  taking  his  stance  on  the  fore- 
gratings,  and  bending  down  his  enor- 
mous carcase  to  get  his  head  on  a  line 
with  the  beams  of  the  upper  deck, 
growled  out  in  a  thundering  voice, 
* '  D'ye  hear  below  there,  fore  and  aft, 
it  is  the  Captain's  orders,  that  you  all 
turn  to,  man  and  mother's  son  of  you, 
and  get  ready,  without  loss  of  time  or 
hinderance  of  business,  for  a  good  jolly 
hard  spell  at  washing  and  scrubbing. 
The  cooper  has  orders  to  supply  all 
the  messes  with  a  gallon  of  fresh  water 
a-man,  which  the  ship's  cook  will  boil 
for  you  in  a  jiffy ;  and  that  will  serve 
for  your  shirts,  embroidered  trowsers, 
silk  frocks,  gold-laced  jackets,  and 
other  such  shore  and  church-going 
gear.  If  any  on  you  wants  soap,  they 
must  keep  the  Boatswain  in  their  eye. 
The  idlers,  fancy  men,  and  other  lob- 
lollys,  not  forgetting  Jack  in  the  Dust, 
may  either  wash  in  the  first  or  middle 
watches,  just  as  their  honours  please. 
The  clothes-lines  to  be  hoisted  as 
soon  as  the  morning  watch  is  turned 
up — but  them  only,  mind  me.  Bags 
and  hammocks  to  be  scrubbed  in  the 
morning- watch,  and  nothing  but  clean 
hammocks  to  be  stowed  in  the  net- 
tings. And,  last  of  all,  the  whole 
clothes,  bags,  and  hammocks  of  the 
hooker,  will  be  mustered  on  Sunday 
after  divisions,  when  the  fellow  who 
is  dirty  will  of  course  be  found  lazy, 
and  either  get  a  cat  or  a  broomstick  to 
fondle. — So  mark  me,  fore  and  aft,  as 
you've  all  got  fair  warning,  you  may 
take  your  own  minds  on't— it's  all  one 
to  Bird. — D'ye  hear  there,  you  captains 
of  the  tops,  you'll  see  and  have  your 
clothes-lines  properly  marked  and  rove 
in  good  time,  or  else,  by  the  Lord 
Harry^  you'll  catch  it." 

After  this  brilliant  declaration,  a 
scene  ensued  that  completely  beggars 
description — both  decks  being  sudden- 
ly metamorphosed  into  a  complete 
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Why,   them    there   here,   to  be 


sion.  In  one  place,  a  noisy  mob  of  sure,  as  I've  got  under  my  arm." 
cooks  of  the  various  messes  surrounded 
a  tall,  raw-boned,  dirty  fellow,  dignified 
with  the  name  of  cooper,  who,  seated 
On  the  deck,  with  a  measure  in  his 
hand,  loudly  vociferated,  haggled, 
coaxed,  and  threatened  all  and  sundry 
regarding  their  exact  quantum  of  the 
blessed  liquid,  which  rushed  and  gur- 
gled from  an  old  tinkling  rusty  pump 
in  unlirnpid  clearness,  and  shed  an 
odour  so  ineffably  gaseous,  as  to 
make  every  individual  nostril  around 
him  cock  up  in  determined  hostility. 
Farther  forward,  again,  another  band 
surrounded  the  boiling  coppers,  in  the 
midst  of  whom  might  be  seen  the  aged 
one-eyed  cook,  swearing,  sweating,  and 
brandishing  his  tormentors  over  the 
heads  of  the  refractory  with  infinite 
dexterity,  while  his  filthy  assistant, 
enveloped  in  steam,  doled  out  the 
scalding  element  to  all  around  him. 
And  every  other  part  of  the  deck,  both 
above  and  below,  was  crowded  by  the 
crew,  selecting  their  soiled  garments 
for  the  wash-tub — slinging  or  un- 
slinging  their  hammocks — and  empty- 
ing their  clothes-bags. 

"  I  say,  Jack,  who  do  you  wash 
with  •?"  cried  one  of  Edward's  mess- 
mates. 

Why,   there's   Lyson,   Mahony, 


and  I,  as  takes  the  first  spell." 

<:  Well,  then,  I  board  you,  mind 
me." 

"  Aha,  nay  smart  fellow,  but  we're 
boarded  already." 

"Already,  are  you — by  who,  pray  ?" 

"  Why,  by  old  Shetland  Gibbie, 
Lawrie  Lawrenson,  and  young  Davis." 

"  Oho  !  matey,  if  that  there's  the 
case,  I  must  look  sharp  about  me. 
However,  dang  it,  I  care's  not  a  souse 
— there  is  plenty  of  time,  and  I  han't 
much  to  do — recollect,  Jack,  I  board 
the  boarders." 

"  Harkye,  my  old  chap,  will  you 
touch  me  off  a  shirt  or  two  ?"  cries 
another  fellow,  addressing  a  Shet- 
lander. 

"  What  wull  ye  gie  me  then,  Jacob, 
lad?" 

"  Why,  anything  reasonable,  my 
hearty ; — say  a  pint  of  the  stuff  to- 
morrow at  dinner." 

"  Aweel,  aweel,  Jacob,  that's  fair 
aneuch,  as  my  hand's  in  at  ony  event. 
But,  bide  ye  there,  what  d'ye  mean  by 
a  sark  or  twa,  canny  lad  ?" 

VOL.  XIV. 


Exactly,  exactly — Let's  see  them 
— Eh  !  twa  checks,  a  red  and  a  blue 
flannel — Forgie  us,  Jacob  Ifotir  sarks, 
forbye  twa  comforters,  and  a  Guern- 
sey, for  a  single  pint  of  grog ! — The 
man's  undoubtedly  in  a  creel— -gae  wa' 
wi'  you,  callant,  ye're  daft — ye  suld 
list — na,  na,  deil  a  bode  o'  yours  I'll 
hae. — A  pint  of  grog,  indeed !  t-even 
piece,  as  my  mother  used  to  say,  for  a 
pint  of  grog! — Ha,  ha,  ha!— saul,  I 
wadna  do  them  under  twa  days  at 
the  least." 

"  Dennis — Dennis  Mahony !"  bawls 
a  third. 

"  Why,  that's  me,  sure  enough — 
well  and  what  is't,  my  darling  ?"  re- 
plied Dennis,  rubbing  away. 

"  Why,  man,  tip  us  a  morsel  of  your 
soap,  there's  a  good  fellow,  for  mine  is 
completely  done." 

"Oho !  it's  done,  is  it?  by  the  powers, 
boy,  that's  another  way  of  the  music 
not  so  unlike  my  own,  in  faith." 
( '  What !  hast  got  none  ?" 
"  Plenty,  dear,  and  royal  soap  too  ?" 
holding  up  a  lump  of  pipe-clay. — ( '  By 
the  powers,  gragh,  when  Tom  Bird 
sung  out  first  about  this  here  washing 
affair,  the  devil  a  single  rub  of  any- 
thing like  soap  was  in  Dennis  Maho- 
ny's  possession  ;  and  so  he'd  the  choice 
of  nothing  at  all,  at  all,  for  claning  his 
linens,  to  be  sure,  but  a  rub  and  a  pro- 
mise from  his  lovely  scrub-brush,  dear. 
Well,  what  to  do,  to  be  sure,  I  could- 
n't think  ;  till,  at  long  and  last,  after 
scratching  my  beautiful  head  into  hu- 
mour, I  boldly  trots  aft  to  the  garri- 
son, honey,  and  comes  towney  over 
one  of  them  there  young  lobster-backs 
so  genteelly,  that  out  he  bundles  m« 
this  handsome  piece  of  white  Wind- 
sor, with  which  I  intend  to  make  my 
shirts  as  beautifully  white  as  if  they'd 
come  flying  from  Chatham  barracks  to 
me. — Och,  bad  luck  to  washing,  says 
Dennis  ;  for  'tis  something  like  hang- 
ing— best  when  it's  over."  Then,  bu- 
sily wringing  a  flannel  shirt  out  of 
the  suds,  he  closed  his  washing,  as  we 
shall  do  our  imperfect  description, 
with  the  following  cheering  scrap,  sung 
with  all  that  brilliancy  of  flourish  and 
energy  of  manner,  peculiar  to  the  tear- 
ing- jig  of  Paddy's  land  : — 

"  O  never  go  to  your  father's  house," 
Ould  Murphy  used  to  say, 
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"  For  everything  there  is  at  sixes  and  se- 
vens, 

'Case  this  is  the  washing-clay  ; 
The  spalpeens  are  squalling,  your  mother  is 
bawling, 

And  tugging  and  rubbing  away." 
"  Och  !"  cries  1  in  anger,  'tween  cowldand 
sheer  hunger, 

"  Bad  luck  to  the  washing-day  ! 
Dirraloo,  gragh  !  (Follows  a  dying  howl.) 

"  Devil  fly  with  the  wash-tub  away  !" 

Iii  this  noisy,  yet  enlivening  man- 
ner, were  all  hands  so  busily  employ- 
ed during  most  part  of  the  night,  that 
the  returning  dawn  beheld  his  Majes- 
ty's sloop,  the  Tottumfog,  jogging  ea- 
sily along  like  a  moving  slop-shop  at 
Rag-Fair  —  shirts,  frocks,  trowsers, 
blankets,  bags,  and  hammocks,  in  every 
possible  variety  of  repair  and  colour, 
twittering  from  every  part  of  her  most 


musically  to  the  breeze.  Even  'Cap- 
tain Switchem,  when  he  came  on  deck, 
seemed  highly  gratified  at  the  liberal 
manner  in  which  his  orders  had  been 
executed  ;  and  the  weather  continuing 
steady  and  agreeable,  the  remainder  of 
the  day  was  employed  in  giving  a  tho- 
rough scrubbing  and  fresh  arrange- 
ment to  the  movables  of  both  decks. 
This  important  business  having  been 
also  accomplished,  and  the  lower  deck 
ventilated  and  allowed  to  dry,  the 
clothes  and  hammocks  were  piped 
down  and  stowed  away,  the  topsails 
fresh  reefed,  and  the  vessel  made  other- 
wise snug  for  the  night — and  the  watch 
being  at  last  called,  our  hero  and  his 
watchmates  betook  themselves  gladly 
to  repose. 

S. 
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DEAR  NORTH, — I  have  a  great  re- 
spect both  for  old  Tickler  and  your- 
self, but  now  and  then  you  both  dis- 
quiet me  with  little  occasional  bits  of 
lapses  into  the  crying  sin  of  the  age — 
humbug- !  What  could  possess  him  to 
write,  and  you  to  publish,  that  absurd 
critique — if  indeed  it  be  worthy  of 
any  such  name — upon  the  penult  batch 
of  Don  Juan  ?  The  ancient  scribe 
must  have  read  those  cantos  when  he 
was  crop-sick,  and  had  snapped  his  fid- 
dle-string. You  must  never  have  read 
them  at  all. 

Call  things  wicked,  base,  vile,  ob- 
scene, blasphemous;  run  your  tackle  to 
its  last  inch  upon  these  scores,  but 
never  say  that  they  are  stupid  when 
they  are  not.  I  cannot  suffer  this  sort 
of  cant  from  YOU.  Leave  it  to  Words- 
worth to  call  Voltaire  "•  a  dull  scoffer." 
Leave  it  to  the  British  Review  to  taik  of 
' '  the  dotage"  of  Lord  Byron.  Depend 
upon  it,  your  chief  claim  to  merit  as  a 
critic  has  always  been  your  justice  to 
INTELLECT.  I  cannot  bear  to  see  you 
parting  with  a  shred  of  this  high  re- 
putation. It  was  you  "  that  first  prai- 
sed Shelley  as  lie  deserved  to  be  prai- 
sed." Mr  Tickler  himself  said  so  in 
his  last  admirable  letter  to  you.  It  was 
in  your  pages  that  justice  was  first 
done  to  Lamb  and  to  Coleridge — great- 
est of  all,  it  was  through  and  by  you 
that  the  public  opinion  was  first  turned 
in  regard  to  the  poetry  of  Wordsworth 
bimself. — These  arc  things  which  ne- 


ver can  be  forgotten ;  these  are  your 
true  and  your  most  honourable  tri- 
umphs. Do  not,  I  beseech  you,  allow 
your  claim  to  this  noble  distinction  to 
be  called  in  question.  Do  not  let  it  be 
said,  that  even  in  one  instance  you 
have  suffered  any  prejudices  whatever, 
no  matter  on  what  proper  feelings  they 
may  have  been  bottomed,  to  interfere 
with  your  candour  as  a  judge  of  intel- 
lectual exertion. — Distinguish  as  you 
E lease :  brand  with  the  mark  of  your 
idignation  whatever  offends  your  feel- 
ings, moral,  political,  or  religious — 
but  "  nothing  extenuate."  If  you  men- 
tion a  book  at  all,  say  what  it  really  is. 
Blame  Don  Juan ;  blame  Faublas ; 
blame  Candide ;  but  blame  them  for 
what  really  is  deserving  of  blame. 
Stick  to  your  own  good  old  rule — abuse 
Wickedness,  but  acknowledge  Wit. 

In  regard  to  such  a  man  as  Byron, 
this,  it  must  be  evident,  is  absolutely 
necessary — that  is,  if  you  really  wish, 
which  you  have  always  said  you  do,  to 
be  of  any  use  to  him.  Good  heavens  ! 
Do  you  imagine  that  people  will  be- 
lieve three  cantos  of  DON  JUAN  to  be 
unredeemedly  and  uniformly  DULL, 
merely  upon  your  saying  so,  without 
proving  what  you  say  by  quotation  ? 
No  such  things  need  be  expected  by 
you,  North,  far  less  by  any  of  your 
coadjutors. 

I  maintain,  and  have  always  main- 
tained, that  Don  Juan  is,  without  ex- 
ception, the  first  of  Lord  Byron's 
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works.  It  is  by  far  the  most  origi- 
nal in  point  of  conception.  It  is  deci- 
dedly original  in  point  of  tone,  [Tor  to 
talk  of  the  tone  of  Berni,  £c.  being  in 
the  least  like  this,  is  pitiable  stuff: 
Any  old  Italian  of  the  15th  or  16th 
century  write  in  the  same  tone  with 
Lord  Byron!  Stuff!  stuff  I^— It  con- 
tains the  finest  specimens  of  serious 
poetry  he  has  ever  written ;  and  it  con- 
tains the  finest  specimens  of  ludicrous 
poetry  that  our  age  has  witnessed. 
Frere  may  have  written  the  stanza 
earlier  ;  he  may  have  written  it  more 
carefully,  more  musically  if  you  will; 
but  what  is  he  to  Byron  ?  Where  is  the 
sweep,  the  pith,  the  soaring  pinion, 
the  lavish  luxury,  of  genius  revelling 
in  strength  ?  No,  sir ;  Don  Juan,  say 
the  canting  world  what  it  will,  is  des- 
tined to  hold  a  permanent  rank  in  the 
literature  of  our  country.  It  will  al- 
ways be  referred  to  as  furnishing  the 
most  powerful  picture  of  that  vein  of 
thought,  (no  matter  how  false  and 
bad,)  which  distinguishes  a  great 
portion  of  the  thinking  people  of  our 
time.  You  and  I  disagree  with'  them 
— we  do  not  think  so ;  we  apprehend 
that  to  think  so,  is  to  think  greenly, 
rashly,  and  wickedly;  but  who  can 
deny,  that  many,  many  thousands,  do 
think  so  ?  Who  can  deny,  that  that  is 
valuable  in  a  certain  way  which  paints 
the  prevailing  sentiment  of  a  large  pro- 
portion of  the  people  of  any  given  age 
in  the  world  ?  Or,  who,  that  admits 
these  things,  can  honestly  hesitate  to 
admit  that  Don  Juan  is  a  great  work 
— a  work  that  must  last  ?  I  cannot. 

And,  after  all,  say  the  worst  of  Don 
Juan,  that  can  with  fairness  be  said  of 
it,  what  does  the  thing  amount  to? 
Is  it  more  obscene  than  Tom  Jones  ? 
— Is  it  more  blasphemous  than  Vol- 
taire's novels  ?  In  point  of  fact,  it  is  not 
within  fifty  miles  of  either  of  them  : 
and  as  to  obscenity,  there  is  more  of 
that  in  the  pious  Richardson's  pious 
Pamela,  than  in  all  the  novels  and 
poems  that  have  been  written  since. 

The  whole  that  can  with  justice  be 
said  of  Byron,  as  to  these  two  great 
charges,  is,  that  he  has  practised  in  this 
age  something  of  the  licence  of  the  age 
of  our  grandfathers.  In  doing  so,  he 
has  acted  egregiously  amiss.  The  things 
were  bad,  nobody  can  doubt  that, 
and  we  had  got  rid  of  them ;  and  it  did 
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not  become  a  man  of  Byron's  genius  to 
try  to  make  his  age  retrograde  in  any- 
thing, least  of  all  in  such  things  as 
these^.  Pie  also  has  acted  most  unwise- 
ly and  imprudently  in  regard  to  him- 
self. By  offending  the  feelings  of  his 
age,  in  regard  to  points  of  this  nature, 
he  has  undone  himself  as  a  popular 
writer. — I  don't  mean  to  say  that  he 
has  done  so  for  ever — Mercy  and  Re- 
pentance forbid !  but  he  has  done 
so  most  effectually  for  the  present. 
People  make  excuses  for  Fielding 
and  Voltaire,  because  they  don't  know 
in  how  far  these  men  may  have  been 
acted  upon  by  circumstances :  but 
people  will  not  make  such  excuses 
for  Lord  Byron,  because  they  know, 
we  all  know,  that  he  was  educated 
among  the  same  sort  of  people  as 
ourselves,  that  he  must  know  and  feel 
the  same  things  to  be  wrong  which  his 
neighbours  know  and  feel  to  be  so.  He, 
therefore,  is  no  longer  a  popular  au- 
thor. But, — and  here  I  come  back  to 
my  question — Is  he  no  longer  a  great 
author?  Has  his  genius  deserted  him 
along  with  his  prudence  ?  Is  his  Hip- 
pocrene  lazy  as  well  as  impure  ?  Has 
he  ceased,  in  other  words,  to  be  By- 
ron, or  is  he  only  Byron  playing  mad 
tricks  ? 

The  latter  is  my  opinion,  and  I  pro- 
pose to  convince  you,  in  case  you  are 
not  already  of  the  same  mind,  by  quo- 
tinga  few  passages  from  the  other  three 
cantos  that  have  just  appeared — and 
which  I  humbly  conceive  to  be  the 
very  best,  in  so  far  as  talent  is  con- 
cerned, of  all  that  have  as  yet  come 
forth.  I  desire  you  to  match  me,  if  you 
can,  the  things  I  shall  extract  from  this 
dull  work.  I  should  be  glad  to  know 
where  you  can  shew  me  anything  bet- 
ter than  this.  Read  it  as  I  send  it  to 
you.  I  have  scored  out  abundantly, 
but  I  have  added  nothing;  and  I  defy 
you  to  say  the  description  is  not  ad- 
mirable, or  to  mention  anybody,  ex- 
cept Byron,  who  could  have  penned 
it.* 

"  Suppose  him  then  at  Petersburg!! ;  sup- 
pose 

That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  Snows  j 
Suppose  him  in  an  handsome  uniform ; 
A  scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a  long 

plume, 

Waving,  like  sails  new  shiver'd  in  a  storm, 
Over  a  cock'd  hat  in  a  crowded  room, 
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And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  as  a  Cairn 

Gorme, 

Of  yellow  casimire  we  may  presume,* 
\VJiite  stockings  drawn  uncurdled  a,s  new 

milk 
O'er  limbs  whose  symmetry  set  off  the 

silk; 

"  Suppose  him  sword  by  side,  and  hat  in 

hand, 
Made  up  by  Youth,  Fame,  and  an  Ar- 

iny  tailor- 
That  great  Enchanter,  at  whose  rod's 

command 
Beauty  springs  forth,  and  Nature's  self 

turns  paler, 
Seeing  how  Art  can  make  her  work  more 

grand, 
(When  she  don't  pin  men's  limbs  in 

like  a  jailor), — 
Behold  him  placed  as  if  upon  a  pillar! 

He 

Seems  Love  turn'd  a  Lieutenant  of  Ar- 
tillery ! 

"  His  Bandage  slipped  down  into  a  cra- 
vat; 
His  Wings  subdued  to  epaulettes ;  his 

Quiver 

Shrunk  to  a  scabbard,  with  his  arrows  at 
His  side  as  a  small  sword,  but  sharp  as 

ever ; 

His  Bow  converted  into  a  cocked  hat ; 
But  still  so  like,  that  Psyche  were  more 

clever 
Than  some  wives  (who  make  blunders 

no  Jess  stupid) 
Jf  She  had  not  mistaken  him  for  Cupid. 

"  The  courtiers  stared,  the  ladies  whis- 

per'd,  and 

The  Empress  smiled ;  the  reigning  fa- 
vourite frovvn'd — 

I  quite  forget  which  of  them  was  in  hand 
Just  then,  as  they  are  rather  numerous 

found, 

Who  took  by  turns  that  difficult  command 
Since   first   her   Majesty  was   singly 

crown 'd : 
But  they  were  mostly  nervous  six-foot 

fellows, 
All  fit  to  make  a  Patagonian  jealous. 

"  Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  slight  and 

slim, 
Blushing  and  beardless ;  and  yet  ne'er- 

theless 
There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of 

limb, 
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And  still  more  in  his  eye,  which  seem'd 
to  express, 

That  though  he  looked  one  of  the  Sera- 
phim, 

There  lurk'd  a  Man  beneath  the  Spi- 
rit's dress. 

Besides,  the  Empress  sometimes  liked  a 
boy, 

And  had  just  buried  the  fair-faced  Lans- 
koi.  f 

"  An  English  lady  ask'd  of  an  Italian, 

What  were  the  actual  and  official  duties 
Of  the  strange  thing,  some  Women  set  a 

value  on, 
Which  hovers  oft  about  some  married 

Beauties,  • 

Call'd  <  Cavalier  Servente  ?'  a  Pygmalion 
Whose  statues  warm  (1  fear,  alas!  too 

true  'tis) 
Beneath  his  Art.     The  dame,  press'd  to 

disclose  them, 

Said — *  Lady,  I  beseech  you  to  suppose 
them* ' 

"  And  thus  I  supplicate  your  supposition, 
And  mildest,  Matron-like  interpreta- 
tion 

Of  the  Imperial  Favourite's  Condition. 
'Twas  a  high  place,  the  highest  in  the 

nation, 
In  fact,  if  not  in  rank;  and  the  suspicion 

Of  any  one's  attaining  to  his  station, 
No  doubt  gave  pain,  where  each  new  pair 

of  shoulders, 

If  rather  broad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their 
holders. 

"  Jnan,  1  said,  was  a  most  beauteous  Boy, 
And  had  retain'd  his  boyish  look  be- 
yond 

The  usual  hirsute  seasons  which  destroy, 
With  beards  and  whiskers  and  the  like, 

the  fond 

Parisian  aspect  which  upset  old  Troy 
And  founded  Doctor's  Commons  : — I 

have  conn'd 
The  history  of  divorces,  which,  though 

chequer'd, 
Calls  Ilion's  the  first  damages  on  record. 

"  And   Catherine,  who  loved  all  things 

(save  her  lord, 
Who  was  gone  to  his  place)  and  passM 

for  much, 
Admiringthose  (by  dainty  damesabhorr'd) 

Gigantic  Gentlemen,  yet  had  a  touch 
Of  Sentiment;  and  he  She  most  adored 
Was  the  lamented  Lanskoi,  who  was 
such 


»  We  do  not  believe  anything  about  Leigh  Hunt's  having  interpolated  Don  Juan ;  yet  candour  must 
admit,  that  the  mention  of  the  yellow  breeches  here  is  startling. 

Our  own  opinion  is,  that  Byron  put  them  in  as  a  quizz  upon  the  Cockney,  just  to  see  what  he  would 
swallow C.  N. 

i  "  He  was  the  'gvande  passion'  of  the  grandc  Catherine ;— sec  her  Lives,  under  the  head  cf  '  Lan.- 
rkoi."' 
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A  lover  as  had  cost  her  many  a  tear,  But  when  on  the  Lieutenant  at  her  feet 

And  yet  but  made  a  middling  grenadier.  Her  Majesty,  who  liked  to  gaze  on 

youth 

"  Catherine,  I  say,  was  very  glad  to  see  Almost  as  much  as  on  a  new  dispatch, 

The  handsome  herald,  on  whose  plu-  Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  was  on  the 

mage  sat  watch. 
Victory;  and,  pausing  as  she  saw  him 

kneel  "  Her  Majesty  look'd  down,  the  Youth 

With  his  dispatch,  forgot  to  break  the  seal.  look'd  up — 

And  so  they  fell  in  love ; — She  with 

"  Then  recollecting  the  whole  Empress,  his  face, 

nor  His  grace,  his  God-knows-what :  for  Cu- 

Forgetting  quite  the  woman  (which  pid's  cup 

composed  With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  a- 

At  least  three  parts  of  this  great  whole)  pace, 

she  tore  A   quintessential  laudanum   or  «  black 

The  letter  open  with  an  airwhich  posed  drop,' 

The  Court,  that  watch'd  each  look  her  Which  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  with- 

visage  wore,  out  the  base 

Until  a  royal  smile  at  length  disclosed  Expedient  of  full  bumpers ;  for  the  eye 

Fair  weather  for  the  day.  Though  rather  In  love  drinks  all  life's  fountains  (save 

spacious,  tears)  dry. 
Her  face  was  noble,  her  eyes  fine,  mouth 

gracious.  "  He,  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  love, 

Fell  into  that  no  less  imperious  passion, 

^  Great  joy  was  hers,  or  rather  joys ;  the  Self-love — which,  when  some  sort  of  Thing 

first  above 

Was  a  ta'en  city,  thirty  thousand  slain.  Ourselves,  a  singer,  dancer,  much  in 

Glory  and  triumph  o'er  her  aspect  burst,  fashion, 

As  an  East  Indian  Sunrise  on  the  main.  Or  dutchess,  princess,  Empress,  *  deigns 

These  quench'd  a  moment  her  Ambition's  to  prove' 

thirst—  ('Tis  Pope's  phrase)  a  great  longing, 

So  Arab  Deserts  drink  in  Summer's  though  a  rash  one, 

rain  :  For  one  especial  person  out  of  many, 

In  vain ! — As  fall  the  dews  on  quench-  Makes  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as 

less  sands,  any." 
Blood  only  serves  to  wash  Ambition's 

hands  j  The  following  is  part  of  anapostrophe 

to  Mr  Francisculus  Jeffrey,  whose  pro- 

«  Her  next  amusement  was  more  fanci-  sing  Review  of  April  was  a  year,  his 

ful .  Lordship  really  seems  to  have  been  a 

She  smiled  at  mad  Suwarrow's  rhymes,  little  touched  by. 

who  threw 

Into  a  Russian  couplet  rather  dull  "  The  lawyer  and  the  critic  but  behold 

The  whole  gazette  of  thousands  whom  The  baser  sides  of  literature  and  life, 

he  slew.  And  nought  remains  unseen,  but  much 

Her  third  was  feminine  enough  to  annul  untold, 

The   shudder  which    runs    naturally  By  those  who  scour  those  double  vales 

through  of  strife. 

Our  veins,  when  things  call'd  Sovereigns  While  common  men  grow  ignorantly  old, 

think  it  best  The  lawyer's  brief  is  like  the  surgeon's 

TO  kill,  and  Generals  turn  it  into  jest.  knife, 

Dissecting  the  whole  inside  of  a  question, 

"  The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  course  And  with  it  all  the  process  of  digestion. 

complete, 

And  lighted  first  her  eye  and  then  her  "  A  legal   broom's  a  moral   chimney- 
mouth  :  sweeper, 
The  whole  court  look'd  immediately  most  And  that's  the  reason  he  himself  s  so 

sweet,  dirty ; 

Like  flowers  well  water'd  after  a  long  The  endless  soot  *  bestows  a  tint  far 

drouth :—  deeper 
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Than  can  be  hid  by  altering  his  shirt ; 

he 
Retains   the   sable   stains   of  the   dark 

creeper, 
At  least  some  twenty-nine  do  out  of 

thirty, 

In  all  their  habits  ; — not  so  you,  I  own ; 
As  Caesar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  your 
gown." 

What  is  the  meaning  of  the  compli- 
ment in  the  two  last  of  these  lines  ? 
Jeffrey  wears  his  gown  as  Julius  did 
his  robe  !  The  only  particular  mention 
that  I  remember  of  Caesar's  robe  is, 
that  he  used  it  to  cover  his  fall.  In  the 
language  of  old  Plutarch,  "  they  sur- 
rounded him  in  such  a  manner,  that 
whatever  way  he  turned  he  saw  no- 
thing but  steel  gleaming  in  his  face, 
sundimet  nothing  but  wounds.  Like  some 
savage  beast,  attacked  by  the  hunters, 
he  found  every  hand  lifted  against  him. 
Some  i, ay  he  opposed  the  rest,  and  con- 
tinued struggling  and  crying  out,  till 
he  perceived  the  sword  of  Brutus  j  but 
that  then  he  DREW  HIS  KOBE  OVER  HIS 

FACE,  AND  YIELDED  TO  HIS  FATE." 

(LANGHORNE'S  Plutarch,  vol.  v.  p. 
362.)  What,  then,  is  the  meaning  of 
Byron  ?  Is  it  that  so  long  as  Jeffrey 
was  attacked  by  "  the  rest  of  the  criti- 
cal hunters,"  he  continued  struggling, 
but  that  when  he  saw  the  sword  of  the 
god-like  Brutus  North,  Esq.,  he  yield- 
ed to  his  fate,  and  drew  his  gown  over 
his  face — that  is,  gave  up  Blue  and 
Yellow,  and  slunk  into  the  mere  Ad- 
vocate !  This,  certainly,  is  the  natural 
construction  of  the  passage,  and  most 
true  it  certainly  is,  that,  comparing 
very  great  things  to  very  small  ones, — 
"  as  Julius  wore  his  robe,  Jeff  wears 
his  gown." 

The  following  account  of  Juan's  life 
at  Petersburgh,  is,  I  think  extremely 
good  :— 

"  About  this  time,  as  might  have  been 

anticipated, 

Seduced  by  youth  and  dangerous  ex- 
amples, 

Don  Juan  grew,  I  fear,  a  little  dissipated  ; 
Which  is  a  sad  thing,  and  not  only 

tramples 

On  our  fresh  feelings,  but — as  being  par- 
ticipated 

With  all  kinds  of  incorrigible  samples 
Of  frail  humanity — must  make  us  selfish, 
And  shut  our  souls  up  in  us  like  a  shell- 
fish. 

"  This  we  pass  over.     We  will  ulso  pass 
The  usual  progress  of  intrigues  between 
13 


Unequal  matches,  such  as  are,  alas  ! 
A  young  Lieutenant's  with  a  not  old 

Queen, 

But  one  who  is  not  so  youthful  as  she  was 
In  all  the  royalty  of  sweet  seventeen. 
Sovereigns  may  sway  materials,  but  not 
matter, 

AND  WRINKLES,  THE  D D  DEMOCRATS, 

WON'T  FLATTER. 

"  And  Death,  the  sovereign's  Sovereign, 

though  the  great 

Gracchus  of  all  mortality,  who  levels, 

With  his  Agrarian  laws,  the  high  estate 

Of  him  who  feasts,  and  fights,  and 

roars,  and  revels, 
To  one  small  grass-grown  patch  (which 

must  await 
Corruption  for  its  crop)  with  the  poor 

devils 

Who  never  had  a  foot  of  land  till  now, — 
Death's  a  reformer,  all  men  must  allow. 

"  He  lived  (not  Death,  but  Juan)  in  a 

hurry 

Of  waste,  and  haste,  and  glare,  and 
gloss,  and  glitter, 

In  this  gay  clime  of  bear-skins  black  arid 

furry — 

Which  (though  I  hate  to  say  a  thing 
that's  bitter) 

Peep  out  sometimes,  when  things  are  in 

a  flurry, 

Through  all  the  '  purple  and  fine  linen,' 
fitter 

For  Babylon's  than  Russia's  royal  har- 
lot— 

And  neutralize  her  outward  shew  of  Scar- 
let 

"  And  this  same  state  we  won't  describe : 

we  would 

Perhaps  from  hearsay,  or  from  recol- 
lection ; 

But  getting  nigh  grim  Dante's  «  obscure 

wood,' 

That  horrid  Equinox,  that  hateful  sec- 
tion 

Of  human  years,  that  half-way  house,  that 

rude 

Hut,  whence  wise  travellers  drive  with 
circumspection 

Life's  sad  post  horses  o'er  the  dreary 
frontier 

Of  age,  and  looking  back  to  youth,  give 
one  tear ; — 

"  I  won't  describe — that  is,  if  I  can  help 
Description ;  and  1  won't  reflect — that 

is, 
If  I  can  stave  off  thought,  which — as  a 

whelp 

Clings  to  its  teat— sticks  to  me  through 
the  abyss 
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Of  this  odd  labyrinth  ;  or  as  the  kelp 

Holds  by  the  rock ;  or  as  a  lover's  kiss 
Drains  its  first  draught  of  lips : — but,  as 

I  said, 
I  wont  philosophize,  and  witt  be  read. 

"  Juan,  instead  of  courting  courts,  was 

courted, 
A  thing  which  happens  rarely:  this 

he  owed 

Much  to  his  youth,  and  much  to  his  re- 
ported 
Valour;  much  also  to  the  blood  he 

shew'd, 
Like  a  race-horse ;  much  to  each  dress 

he  sported, 
Which  set  the  beauty  off  in  which  he 

glow'd, 
As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun ;  but 

most 
He  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  his  post. 

"  He  wrote  to  Spain : — and  all  his  near 

relations, 

Perceiving  he  was  in  a  handsome  way 

Of  getting  on  himself,  and  finding  stations 

For  cousins  also,  answered  the  same 

day. 

Several  prepared  themselves  for  emigra- 
tions ; 

And  eating  ices,  were  o'erheard  to  say, 
That  with  the  addition  of  a  slight  pelisse, 
Madrid's  and  Moscow's  climes  were  of 
a-piece. 

"  His  Mother,  Donna  Inez,  finding  too 
That  in  the  lieu  of  drawing  on  his 

banker, 

Where  his  assets  were  waxing  rather  few, 
He   had  brought  his  spending  to  a 

handsome  anchor, — 
Replied,  *  that  she  was  glad  to  see  him 

through 
Those  pleasures  after  which  wild  youth 

will  hanker ; 
As  the  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his 

senses 
Is,  learning  to  reduce  his  past  expenses. 

"  *  She  also  recommended  him  to  God, 
And  no  less  to  God's  Son,  as  well  as 

Mother, 
Warn'd  him  against  Greek- worship,  which 

looks  odd 
In  Catholic  eyes  j  but  told  him  too  to 

smother 
Oulivard  dislike,  which  don't  look  well 

abroad ; 

Inform'd  him  that  he  had  a  little  bro- 
ther 
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Born  in  a  second  wedlock  ;  and  above 
All,  praised  the  Empress's  maternal  love. 

"  '  She  could  not  too  much  give  her  ap- 
probation 
Unto  an  Empress,  who  preferr'd  young 

men, 
Whose  age,  and  what  was  better  still, 

whose  nation 
And  climate,  stopp'd  all  scandal  (now 

and  then) : — 
At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some 

vexation ; 
But  where  thermometers  sunk  down 

to  ten, 

Or  five,  or  one,  or  zero,  she  could  never 
Believe  that  virtue   thavv'd  before   the 

river.' 

"  Oh  for  a  forty-parson  power  *  to  chaunt 

Thy  praise,  Hypocrisy !  Oh  for  a  hymn 

Loud  as  the  Virtues  thou  dost  loudly 

vaunt, 

Not  practise  !     Oh  for  trumps  of  che- 
rubim ! 

Or  the  ear-trumpet  of  my  good  old  Aunt,. 
Who,  though  her  spectacles  at  last  grew 

dim, 

Drew  quiet  consolation  through  its  hint, 
When  she  no  more  could  read  the  pious 
print." 

What  can  be  better,  again,  than  the 
rapid  sketch  of  the  hero's  journey  from 
Russia  to  England? — Take  this  spe- 
cimen. 

"  From  Poland  they  came  on  through 

Prussia  Proper,. 
And  Konigsberg  the   capital,  whose 

vaunt, 

Besides  some  veins  of  iron,  lead,  or  cop- 
per, 
Has  lately  been  the  great  Professor 

Kant, 

Juan,  who  cared  not  a  tobacco-stopper 
About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 
To  Germany,  whose  somewhat  tardy  mil- 
lions 

Have  princes  who  spur  more  than  their 
postilions. 

"  And  thence  through  Berlin,  Dresden, 

and  the  like, 

Until  he  reach'd  the  castellated  Rhine: 
Ye  glorious  Gothic  scenes  !  how  much 

ye  strike 

All  fantasies,  not  even  excepting  mine  : 
A  grey  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike, 
Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 


*  "  A  metaphor  taken  from  the  '  forty-horse  power'  of  a  steam-engine.  That  mad  wag,  the  Reve- 
rend Sidney  Smith,  sitting  by  a  brother  clergyman  at  dinner,  observed  afterwards  that  his  dull  neigh- 
bour had  a  tweivt-parton  power'  of  conversation." 
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Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and    Their  goods  and  edicts  out  from  pole  to 

hover  pole, 

Upon  their  airy  confine,  half-seas-over.       And  made  the  very  billows  pay  them  toll. 


"  But  Juan  posted  on  through  Manheim, 

Bonn, 
Which  Drachenfels  frowns  over  like  a 

spectre 

Of  the  good  feudal  times  for  ever  gone, 
On  which  1  have  not  time  just  now  to 

lecture. 
From  thence  he  was  drawn  onwards  to 

Cologne, 

A  city  which  presents  to  the  inspector 
Eleven  thousand  Maidenheads  of  bone, 
The  greatest  number  Flesh  hath  ever 
known.* 

"  From  thence  to  Holland's  Hague  and 

Helvoetsluys, 
That  water-land  of  Dutchmen  and  of 

ditches, 

Where  juniper  expresses  its  best  juice, 
The  poor  man's  sparkling  substitute 

for  riches. 
Senates  and  sages  have  condemn'd  its 

use — 

But  to  deny  the  mob  a  cordial,  which  is 
Too  often  all  the  clothing,  meat,  or  fuel, 
Good  government  has  left  them,  seems 
but  cruel. 

"  Here  he  embark'd,  and  with  a  flowing 

sail 
Went  bounding  for  the  island  of  the 

free, 
Towards  which  the  impatient  wind  blew 

half  a  gale  : 
High  dash'd  the  spray,  the  bows  dipp'd 

in  the  sea, 
And  sea-sick  passengers  turn'd  somewhat 

pale; 

But  Juan,  season'd,  as  he  well  might  be 
By  former  voyages,  stood  to  watch  the 

skiffs 
Which  pass'd,  or  catch  the  first  glimpse 

of  the  cliffs. 

"  At  length  they  rose,  like  a  white  wall 

along 
The  blue  sea's  border;  and  Don  Juan 

felt— 
What  even  young  strangers  feel  a  little 

strong 
At  the  firzt  sight  of  Albion's  chalky 

belt— 

A  kind  of  pride  that  he'fhould  be  among 
Those     haughty    shop-keepers,    who 
sternly  dealt 


"  On  with  the  horses !    Off  to  Canter- 
bury! 
Tramp,  tramp  o'er  pebble,  and  splash, 

splash,  through  puddle  ; 
Hurrah  !  how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so 

merry ! 
Not  like  slow  Germany,  wherein  they 

muddle 

Along  the  road,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 
Their  fare  ;  and  also  pause  besides,  to 

fuddle 
With   '    schnapps' — sad    dogs  !    whom 

«  Hundsfot'  or  '  Ferflucter' 
Affect  no  more  than  lightning  a  conduct- 


Take  this  one  stanza  on  the  first 
glimpse  of  LONDON  !  How  many  hun- 
dred times  has  the  thing  been  tried 
before  ? 

"  A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and 

shipping, 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Gould  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  sail 

just  skipping 

In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
Of  masts ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peep- 

ing 
On  tiptoe  through  their  sea-coal  cano- 

py; 

A  huge,  dun  cupola,  like  a  foolscap  crown 
On  a  fool's  head — and  there  is  London 
Town !" 

My  excellent  friend,  John  Bull, 
quotes  the  following  incident  on  Shoot- 
er's Hill  as  bad: — I,  Morgan  ODo- 
herty,  quote  it  as  exquisitely  good. 
Judge  between  us  !  I  conceive  it  to  be 
almost,  if  not  altogether,  as  fine  as  a 
certain  passage  in  the  life  of  Ferdi- 
nand Count  Fathom — of  which  it  is 
indeed  (in  so  far)  a  manifest  imita- 
tion. I  think  the  slang  very  commend- 
able ;  and  I  think,  in  short,  that  the 
little  bits  I  have  put  in  Italics  are  su- 
perb. 

"  Don  Juan  had  got  out  on  Shooter's 

hill ; 
Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same 

declivity 
Which  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and 

ill, 


*  "  St  Ursula  and  her  eleven  thousand  virgins  were  still  extant  in  1816,  and  may  be  so  yet  as  much 
ai  ever." 
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Where  London  streets  ferment  in  full 

activity ; 
While  everything  around  was  calm  and 

still, 
Except  the  creak  of  wheels,  which  en 

their  pivot  he 
Heard, — and  that  bee-like,  bubbling,  busy 

hum 
Of  cities,  that  boils  over  with  their  scum. 

"  1  say,  Don  Juan,  wrapt  in  contempla- 
tion, 
Walk'd  on  behind  his  carriage,  o'er  the 

summit, 

And  lost  in  wonder  of  so  great  a  nation, 
Gave  way  to't,  since  he  could  not  over- 
come it. 
'  And  here,'  he  cried,  '  is   Freedom's 

chosen  station ; 
Here  peals  the  people's  voice,  nor  can 

entomb  it 

Racks,  prisons,  inquisitions ;  resurrection 
Awaits  it,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 

"  'Here  are  chaste  wives,  pure  lives ;  here 

people  pay 
But  what  they  please;  and  if  that  things 

be  dear, 

'Tis  only  that  they  love  to  throw  away 
Their  cash,  to  shew  how  much  they 

have  a-year. 

Here  laws  are  all  inviolate  ;  none  lay 
Traps  for  the  traveller;  every  high  way's 

clear : 

Here — '  he  was  interrupted  by  a  knife, 
With, '  Damn  your  eyes  !  your  money  or 
your  life !' — 

"  These  freeborn  sounds  proceeded  from 

four  pads 
In  ambash  laid,  who  had  perceived  him 

loiter 

Behind  his  carriage  ;  and,  like  handy  lads, 
Had  seized  the  lucky  hour  to  recon- 
noitre, 
In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who 

gads 

Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a  fighter, 
May  find  himself  within  that  Isle  of  riches 
Exposed  to  lose  his  life  as  well  as  breeches. 

"  Juan,  who  did  not  understand  a  word 
Of  English,  save  their  shibboleth, «  God 

damn !' 

And  even  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard, 
He  sometimes  thought  'twas  only  their 

*  Salam,' 

Or  '  God  be  with  you  !' — and  'tis  not  ab- 
surd 

To  think  so ;  for,  half  English  as  I  am, 
(To  my  misfortune)  never  can  I  say 
I  heard  them  wish  '  God  with  you,'  save 

that  way ; — 
VOL.  XIV. 
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"  Juan  yet  quickly  understood  their  ges" 

ture, 

And  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sud- 
den, 

Drew  forth  a  pocket-pistol  from  his  ves- 
ture, 

And  fired  it  into  one  assailant's  pud- 
ding— 

Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ox  o'er  in  his  pas- 
ture, 

And  roar'd  out,  as  he  writhed  his  na- 
tive mud  in, 

Unto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman, 

'  Oh  Jack !  I'm  floor'd  by  that  ere  bloody 
Frenchman  !' 

"  On  which  Jack  and  his  train  set  off  at 


And  Juan's  suite,  late  scatter'd  at  a 

distance, 
Came  up,  all  marvelling  at  such  a  deed, 

And  offering,  as  usual,  late  assistance. 
Juan,  who  saw  the  Moon's  late  minion 

bleed 

As  if  his  veins  would  pour  out  his  ex- 
istence, 

Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint, 
And  wish'd  he  had  been  less  hasty  with 
his  flint. 

"  '  Perhaps,'  thought  lie,  *  it  is  the  coun- 
try's wont 
To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way: 

now 

I  recollect  some  innkeepers  who  don't 
Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a  bow, 
In  lieu  of  a  bare  blade  and  brazen  front. 
But  what  is  to  be  done?  I  can't  allow 
The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road  : 
So  take  him  up  ;  I'll  help  you  with  the 
load.' 

"  But  ere  they  could  perform  this  pious 

duty, 
The  dying  man  cried  '  Hold  !   I've  got 

my  gruel ! 
Oh !  for  a  glass  of  max  !    We've  miss'd 

our  booty ; 
Let  me  die  where  I  am  !'     And  as  the 

fuel 
Of  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and 

sooty 
The  drops  fell  from  his  death-wound,  and  he 

drew  ill 

His  breath, — he  from  his  sivelling  throat  un- 
tied 
A  kerchief,  crying,  '  Give  Sal  that !' — and 

died. 

"  The  cravat,  stain'd  with  bloody  drops, 

fell  down 

Before  Don  Juan's  feet :  he  could  not 
tell 

2O 
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Exactly  why  it  was  before  him  thrown, 
Nor  what  the  meaning  of  the  man's 

farewell. 

Poor  Tom  was  once  a  kiddy  upon  town, 
A  thorough  varmint,  and  a  real  swell, 
Full  flash,  all  fancy,  until  fairly  diddled, 
His  pockets  first,  and  then  his  body  rid- 
dled. 
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Through  Kennington  and  all  the  other 

1  tons,' 
Which  make  us  wish  ourselves  in  town  at 

once ; — 


"  Don  Juan,  having  done  the  best  he 

could 

In  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case, 
As  soon  as  '  Crowner's  quest'  allowed, 

pursued 

His  travels  to  the  capital  apace ; — 
Esteeming  it  a  little  hard  he  should 
In  twelve  hours'  time,  and  very  little 

space, 

Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a  freeborn  na- 
tive 

In  self-defence :  this  made  him  medita- 
tive. 

"  He  from  the  world  hath  cut  off  a  great 

man, 

Who  in  his  time  had  made  heroic  bus- 
tle. 

Who  in  a  row,  like  Tom,  could  lead  the 

van, 

Booze  in  the  ken,  or  at  the  spellken 
hustle? 

Who  queer  a  flat  ?    Who  (spite  of  Bow- 
street's  ban) 

0n  the  high  toby-spice  so  flash  the 
muzzle  ? 

Who  on  a  lark,  with  black-eyed  Sal  (his 
blowing) 

So  prime,  so  swell,  so  nutty,  and  so  know- 
ing?* 

"  But  Tom's  no  more — and  so  no  more 

of  Tom. 

Heroes  must  die ;  and  by  God's  bless- 
ing 'tis 
Not  long  before  the  most  of  them  go 

home. 
Hail !  Thamis,  hail !   Upon  thy  verge  it 

is 

That  Juan's  chariot,  rolling  like  a  drum 
In  thunder,  holds  the  way  it  can't  well 
miss, 


"  Through  Groves,  so  call'd  as  being  void 

of  trees, 
(Like  lucus  from  no.  light;)  through 

prospects  named 
Mount  Pleasant,  as  containing  nought  to 

please, 
Nor  much  to  climb;  through  little  boxes 

framed 

Of  bricks,  to  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease, 
With '  To  be  let,'  upon  their  doors  pro- 

claim'd ; 
Through  *  Rows'  most  modestly  call'd 

«  Paradise,' 

Which  Eve  might  quit  without  much  sa- 
crifice ;— 

"  Through  coaches,  drays,  choked  turn- 
pikes, and  a  whirl 

Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  con- 
fusion j 

Here  taverns  wooing  to  a  pint  of  *  purl,' 
There  mails  fast  flying  off  like  a  delu- 
sion ; 
There  barbers'  blocks  with  periwigs  in 

curl 

In  windows ;  here  the  lamplighter's  in- 
fusion 

Slowly  distill'd  into  the  glimmering  glass, 
(For  in  those  days  we  had  not  got  to 
Gas;)— 

"  Through  this,  and  much,  and  more,  is 

the  approach 

Of  travellers  to  mighty  Babylon  ; 
Whether  they  come  by  horse,  or  chaise, 

or  coach, 
With  slight  exceptions,  all  the  ways 

seem  one. 
I  could  say  more,  but  do  not  choose  to 

encroach 
Upon  the  guide-book's  privilege.    The 

Sun 
Had  set  some  time,  and  night  was  on  the 

ridge 
Of  twilight,   as   the   party  cross'd   the 

bridge. 


*  "  The  advance  of  science  and  of  language  has  rendered  it  unnecessary  to  translate  the  above  good 
and  true  English,  spoken  in  its  original  purity  by  the  select  mobility  and  their  patrons.     The  follow- 
ing is  a  stanza  of  a  song  which  was  very  popular,  at  least  in  my  early  days  : 
'  On  the  high  toby-spice  flash  the  muzzle, 

In  spite  of  each  gallows  old  scout ; 
If  you  at  the  spellken  can't  hustle, 

You'll  be  hobbled  in  making  a  Clout. 
'  Then  your  Blowing  will  wax  gallows  haughty, 

When  she  hears  of  your  scaly  mistake, 
She'll  surely  turn  snitch  for  the  forty—- 
That her  Jack  may  be  regular  weight.' 

If  there  be  any  gemman  so  ignorant  as  to  require  a  traduction,  I  refer  him  to  my  old  friend  and 
corporeal  pastor  and  master,  John  Jackson,  Esq.  Professor  of  Pugilism  ;  who,  I  trust,  still  retains  the 
strength  and  symmetry  of  his  model  of  a  form,  together  with  his  good  humour  and  athletic  as  well  as 
mental  accomplishments." 
[Observe,  this  is  a  note  of  Byron's,  not  mine— M.  OD.] 
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"  That's  rather  fine,  the  gentle  sound  ofTha-  The  only  dance  which  teaches  girls  to 

mis —  think, 

Who  vindicates  a  moment  too  his  stream,'—  Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very 

Though  hardly  heard  through  multifarious  faults. 

'  damme' s.''  Saloon,  room,  hall,  o'erflow  beyond  their 

The  lamps  of  Westminster's  more  regular  brink, 

gleam,  And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 

The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shrine  'Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemned 

where  fame  is  to  climb, 

A  spectral  resident — whose  pallid  beam  And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time. 
In  shape  of  moonshine  hovers  o'er  the  pile — 

Make  this  a  sacred  part  of  Albion's  Isle."  "  Thrice  happy  he,  who,  after  a  survey 

Of  the  good  company,  can  win  a  cornel1, 

What  think  you  of  the  ensuing  mor-  A  door  that's  in,  or  boudoir  out  of  the 

ceau  on  Life  in  London  ?  way, 

Where  he  may  fix  himself  like  small 

"  His  morns  he  pass'd  in  business — which  *  Jack  Horner,' 

dissected,  And  let  the  Babel  round  run  as  it  may, 

Was,  like  all  business,  a  laborious  no-  And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  scor- 

thing,  ner, 

That  leads  to  lassitude,  the  most  infected  Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectator, 

And  Centaur  Nessus  garb  of  mortal  Yawning  a  little  as  the  night  grows  later." 

clothing, 

And  on  our  sophas  makes  us  lie  dejected,  Or  what  thinks  any  one  that  has 

And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loath-  more  NOUS  than  Dr  Tornhippson,  of 

ing  this  verse  on  "  the  Young  Noble  ?" 
All  kinds  of  toil,  save  for  our  country's 

good —  "  They  are  young,  but  know  not  youth — 

Which  grows  no  better,  though  'tis  time  it  is  anticipated ; 

it  should.  Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  without  a 

sou; 

«  His  afternoons  he  pass'd  in  visits,  lun-  Their  vigour  in  a  thousand  arms  is  dissi- 

cheons,  pated ; 

Lounging,  and  boxing;  and  the  twi-  Their  cash  comes  from,  their  wealth 

light  hour  goes  to  a  Jew ; 

In  riding  round  those  vegetable  puncheons  Both  senates  see  their  nightly  votes  par- 

Call'd  '  Parks,'  where  there  is  neither  ticipated 

fruit  nor  flower  Between  the  tyrant's  and  the  tribunes' 

Enough  to  gratify  a  bee's  slight  munch-  crew ; 

i"gs ;  And  having  voted,  dined,  drunk,  gamed, 

But  after  all  it  is  the  only  '  bower,'  and  whored, 

(In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fashion-  The  family  vault  receives  another  lord." 

able  fair  . 

Can  form  a  slight  acquaintance  with  fresh  Or  of  thls  noble  burst  ? 

air.  "  *  Where  is  the  world,'  cries  Young,  '  at 

eighty?  Where 

"  Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  The  world  in  which  a  man  was  born  ?' 

the  world  !  Alas ! 

Then  glare  the  lamps,  then  whirl  the  Where  is  the  world  of  eight  years  past  ? 

wheels,  then  roar  'Twas  there — 

Through  street  and  square  fast  flashing  I  look  for  it — 'tis  gone,  a  Globe  of 

chariots  hurl'd  Glass ! 

Like  harness'd  meteors ;  then  along  Cracked,  shivered,  vanished,  scarcely  ga- 

the  floor  zed  on  ere 

Chalk  mimics  painting ;  then.festoons  are  A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittering 

twirled ;  mass. 

Then  roll  the  brazen  thunders  of  the  Statesmen,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  pa- 
door,  triots,  kings, 

Which  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  few  And  dandies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wind's 

An  earthly  Paradise  of  '  Or  Molu.'  wings. 

"  There  stands  the  noble  Hostess,  nor  "  Where  is  Napoleon  the  Grand  ?    God 

shall  sink  knows  : 

With   the   three-thousandth  curtsey;  Where's  little  Castlereagh  ?  The  devil 

there  the  Waltz,  can  tell : 


ODokerty  on  Don  Juan, 


299 

Where    Grattan,    Curran,    Sheridan,  all 

those 
Who  bound  the  bar  or  senate  in  their 

spell  ? 
Where  is  the  unhappy  Queen,  with  all  her 

woes  ? 
And  where  the  Daughter,  whom  the 

Isles  loved  well  ? 
Where  are  those  martyred  Saints  the  Five 

per  Cents? 
And  where — oh  where  the  devil  are  the 

rents ! 

"  Where  is  Lord  This  ?  And  where  my 

Lady  That  ? 

The  Honourable  Mistresses  and  Misses  ? 
Some  laid  aside  like  an  old  Opera  hat, 
Married,    unmarried,  and  remarried : 

(this  is 

An  evolution  oft  performed  of  late.) 
Where   are   the   Dublin  shouts — and 

London  hisses? 
Where  are  the  Grenvilles?   Turned  as 

usual.     Where 

My  friends  the  Whigs?  Exactly  where 
they  were. 

"  Where  are  the  Lady  Carolines  and  Fran- 
cesses  ? 

Divorced  or  doing  thereanent.  Ye  an- 
nals 

So  brilliant,  where  the  list  of  routes  and 

dances  is, — 

Thou  Morning  Post,  sole  record  of  the 
pannels 

Broken  in  carriages,  and  all  the  phanta- 
sies 

Of  fashion, — say  what  streams  now  fill 
those  channels  ? 

Some  die,  some  fly,  some  languish  on  the 
continent, 

Because  the  times  have  hardly  left  them 
one  tenant. 

u  Some  who  once  set  their  caps  at  cau- 
tious Dukes, 
Have  taken  up  at  length  with  younger 

brothers : 
Some   heiresses  have   bit  at   sharpers' 

hooks ; 
Some  maids  have  been  made  wives, 

some  merely  mothers; 
Others  have  lost  their  fresh  andfairy  looks  -. 
In  short,  the  list  of  alteration  bothers. 
There's  little  strange  in  this,  but  some- 
thing strange  is 

The  unusual  quickness  of  these  common 
changes. 

"  Talk  not  of  seventy  years  as  age ;  in 

seven 
1  have  seen  more  changes,  down  from 

monarchs  to 
The  humblest  individual  under  heaven, 
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Than  might  suffice  a  moderate  century 
through. 

I  knew  that  nought  was  lasting,  but  now 

even 

Change  grows  too  changeable,  without 
being  new : 

NOUGHT'S  PERMANENT  AMONG  THE  HU- 
MAN RACE, 

EXCEPT  THE  WHIGS  not  GETTING  INTO 
PLACE." 

Now,  my  dear  North,  I  sincerely 
hope  you  will  gratify  me  so  far,  as  to 
put  these  verses  in  without  curtail- 
ment, and  that  for  three  good  and  suf- 
ficient reasons,  viz. — 

1st,  They  occur  in  the  original  work 
in  the  midst  of  so  much  beastliness, 
gross  filth,  outrageous  filth,  abomina- 
ble filth,  that  it  is  quite  impossible 
they  should  have  been  seen  by  far  the 
greater  proportion  of  your  readers.  Don 
Juan  is  a  sealed  book  to  the  ladies  of 
our  time,  (to  say  no  more,)  and  you 
will  be  doing  them  a  great  favour  in 
thus  affording  a  few  extracts,  upon  the 
"  Family  Bowdler"  principle,  from  a 
work,  which,  as  a  whole,  they  have  no 
chance  of  seeing;  or,  if  they  did  see 
it,  of  reading  three  pages  in  it  with- 
out blushing  to  the  back-bone.  This 
will  be  a  benefit. 

2dly,  Another  great  benefit  will  be 
this,  that  you  will,  by  doing  as  I  sug- 
gest, restore  the  line,  which  in  former 
days  always  distinguished  YOU  from 
what  Plutarch  calls,  "  the  rest  of  the 
hunters ;"  and  which  I  was  very  sorry  to 
see  my  worthy  friend  Timothy  Tickler, 
of  all  men  in  the  world,  doing  his  best 
to  erase  and  obliterate.  You  will  shew 
the  world  that  you  are  still  the  old 
Christopher — too  manly  to  deny  any- 
thing that  you  feel,  too  just  to  con- 
found together  two  questions  essen- 
tially separate  and  distinct — the  ques- 
tion of  moral  tendency,  and  that  of  in- 
tellectual power. 

Sdly,  By  vindicating  your  charac- 
ter as  to  this  matter,  you  will  give 
your  own  voice  a  chance  of  being  really 
listened  to  by  this  singular  man  when 
you  happen  to  address  him  in  the 
words  of  admonition.  A  man  like  By- 
ron will  feel  when  any  one  calls  him 
a  devil  for  a  piece  of  blackguardism  ; 
but  he  will  only  laugh  at  being  called 
a  dunce  for  a  piece  of  brilliancy,  even 
by  You.  That  there  is  a  prodigious 
deal  of  blackguardism  in  these  three 
cantos,  who  can  deny  ?  What  can  be 
more  so  than  to  attack  THE  KING,  as 
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this  Lord  does,  with  low,  vile,  personal 
buffooneries — bottomed  in  utter  false- 
hood, and  expressed  in  crawling  ma- 
lice? Nothing,  nothing.  What  can 
be  more  exquisitely  worthy  of  con- 
tempt than  the  savage  imbecility  of 
these  eternal  tirades  against  the  Duke 
of  Wellington  ?  What  more  pitiable 
than  the  state  of  mind  that  can  find 
any  gratification  in  calling  such  a  man 
as  Southey  by  nicknames  that  one 
would  be  ashamed  of  applying  to  a 
coal-heaver  ?  What  can  be  so  abject 
as  this  eternal  trampling  upon  the 
dust  of  Castlereagh  ?  Shame !  shame  ! 
shame  !  Byron  ought  to  know,  that  all 
men  of  all  parties  (for  Cockneys  are  not 
men,  and  saloop-parties  are  not  par- 
ties, )unite  in  regarding  all  these  things, 
but  especially  the  first  and  the  last,  as 
insults  to  themselves,  and  as  most  mi- 
serable degradations  of  HIM.  But  he 
ought  to  be  told  this  in  a  sensible  man- 
ner. He  ought  not  to  be  treated  as  if 
he  were  a  driveller,  or  capable  of  being 
mistaken  for  one  even  for  a  moment ; 
but  he  ought  to  be  told  plainly,  dis- 
tinctly, solemnly,  and  with  a  total  ne- 
gation of  all  humbug,  that  he  is  a 
writer  of  extraordinary  talents — that 
Don  Juan  contains  the  outline  of  an 
extraordinary  poem — and  that  he  is 
voluntarily  ruining  both  himself  and 
his  production. 

I  observe  some  of  the  Monthly  idiots 
talk  of  "  Don  Juan"  as  if  it  were  a  by- 
job  of  Lord  Byron's — a  thing  that  he 
just  takes  up  now  and  then,  when  he 
is  (I  must  quote  their  own  sweet  words) 
"  relaxing  from  the  fatigues  of  more 
serious  literary  exertions."  This  I  look 
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upon  as  trash  of  the  first  water.  It  is  very 
likely — indeed  I  have  no  doubt  of  it — 
that  a  canto  of  Don  Juan  costs  Lord 
Byron  much  less  trouble  than  a  "Wer- 
ner" or  a  Cf  Cain."  In  like  manner,  I 
daresay,  one  of  Voltaire's  lumbering 
tragedies  cost  Voltaire  ten  times  more 
fatigue  than  ten  Zadigs,  Taureau 
Blancs,  or  Princesses  of  Babylon, 
would  have  done.  In  like  manner,  I 
have  no  doubt  Wordsworth's  tf  Con- 
vention of  Cintra"  pamphlet  cost  him 
much  more  trouble  than  his  "  Ruth," 
or  his  "  Song  for  Brougham  Castle," 
or  his  "Hart-leap  Well."  In  like  man- 
ner, I  have  no  doubt  the  Monthly 
List  of  Deaths,  Marriages,  Births, 
Bankruptcies,  Patents,  and  Promo- 
tions, costs  you  more  trouble  than 
the  "  Leading  Article."  But  this  is 
not  the  way  to  judge  of  these  things. 
Almost  any  one  canto  of  Juan — cer- 
tainly any  one  of  these  three — contains 
more  poetry  and  more  genius  than  any 
three  of  Byron's  recent  tragic  attempts 
have  done.  The  worthy  I  have  been 
dishing  probably  opines  that  Lord 
Byron  dashes  off  a  canto  of  the  Don 
after  a  tragedy,  just  as  he  himself  does 
an  article  for  "  My  Grandmother,"  af- 
ter he  has  finished  his  sermon  for  next 
Sunday. 

I  shall  now  beg  leave  to  "  relax 
from  the  fatigue  of  this  serious  liter- 
ary exertion"  over  a  tumbler  of  gin- 
twist;  and,  wishing  mine  Editor  many 
similar  relaxations,  remain  his  most 
humble  servant, 

M.  ODOHERTY. 

Kilkenny,  Sept.  12. 


POPULAR    TALES    OF  THE  NORTHERN  NATIONS.* 


THIS  publication  has  much  disap- 
pointed us.  It  will  do  a  great  deal 
more  harm  than  good  to  the  popularity 
of  German  literature  here.  In  general, 
very  indifferent  pieces  are  selected, 
while  scores  and  scores  innumerable  of 
exquisite  things  of  the  same  species 
are  omitted.  Who  could  trouble  him- 
self with  doing  into  English  such  per- 
fect trash  as  "  the  Sorcerers,"  "  the 
Victim  of  Priestcaft,"  &c.  &c.  &c. 
while  so  many  dozens  of  really  excel- 
lent little  stories  of  diablerie  remain 
untouched — the  whole  works,  to  say 
no  more,  of  Herr  Hoffman  ? 


We  would  earnestly  recommend  it 
to  our  worthy  friend  Bohte  (a  most 
spirited  and  most  useful  bookseller  he 
is,)  to  have  the  few  good  stories  in 
this  collection  cut  out,  and  publish- 
ed by  themselves  in  a  single  vo- 
lume. At  present,  the  proportion  of 
Balaam  is  at  least  three  to  one,  which 
is  more  than  is  sufferable  even  in  pe- 
riodicals, to  say  nothing  of  a  book 
which  ought  to  be,  and  which  might 
so  easily  be,  made  a  standard  one.  It 
will  cost  him  the  less  trouble  to  do 
this,  that,  we  know  not  by  what  acci- 
dent, the  best  of  his  stories  are  also 
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out  of  sight  the  best  translated.  The 
Fatal  Marksman,  the  Collier's  Family, 
the  Bottle-Imp,*  and  the  Spectre  Bar- 
ber, are,  comparatively  speaking,  done 
as  they  deserved  to  be;  while,  through- 
out the  greater  proportion  of  these 
three  volumes,  miserable,  bald,  and 
even  grammarless  English,  is  employ- 
ed in  the  setting  forth  of  what,  even 
in  the  German,  was  bad  enough  in  all 
conscience. 

Nothing  gives  us  more  pain  (talk- 
ing of  small  matters)  than  to  see  a 
really  good  book  ill  translated ;  and  of 
late  the  English  translations  from  the 
German  prose-writers  have  been,  for 
the  most  part,  wretched.  "  Sin  tram 
und  Seine  Gefahrten,"  is,  in  La  Motte 
Fouque"s  language,  one  of  the  finest 
romances  in  the  world — a  thing  equal 
to  Vathek,  and  praise  could  scarcely 
go  farther.  But,  in  the  version  pub- 
lished in  London  a  year  or  two  ago, 
(by  Oilier,  we  think,)  it  is  a  per- 
fect horror  ;  and  we  believe  nobody 
has  ever  read  five  pages  of  i\.  on 
end.  The  knowledge  of  German  is 
now  so  very  common  an  accomplish- 
ment, that  such  people  as  Oilier  or 
Bohte  need  not  surely  be  at  any  loss 
to  find  out  fit  hands  for  any  underta- 
king of  this  sort. 

We  are  happy  to  see  Messrs  Oliver 
and  Boyd  announce  a  forthcoming 
version  of  Goethe's  Willelm  Meister ; 
this  is  the  true  plan.  Don't  give  us 
any  of  the  minors  until  the  really 
great  authors  are  exhausted. 

A  good  translation  of  Goethe's  "Life 
of  Himself"  would  be  an  excellent 
speculation.  To  say  nothing  of  the 
great  poet  himself,  the  lights  it  affords 
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of  common  German  life  of  all  kinds 
would  render  that  book  a  most  accept- 
able present  to  the  English  public.  It 
would  do  more  to  gratify  curiosity  than 
ten  new  books  of  travels  in  Germany, 
written  by  any  Englishman,  however 
accomplished.  It  ought,  however,  to 
be  accompanied  with  notes. 

We  have  not  seen  the  translation  of 
Cassanova's  Life.  Of  the  extraordinary 
talent  shewn  in  that  work  there  can 
be  but  one  opinion ;  but  we  confess 
we  should  think  it  almost  impossible 
to  make  anything  of  it  for  the  English 
public  of  this  time — it  being  about 
five  hundred  times  worse  than  Don 
Juan,  both  in  the  article  of  blasphemy 
and  in  that  of  indecency — Five  hun- 
dred?— we  should  rather  say  five  thou- 
sand. A  volume  of  extracts,  however, 
is  perhaps  all  that  has  been  done ;  and, 
if  so,  it  may  be  as  it  should  be. 

The  little  book  published  last  win- 
ter, "  German  Nursery  Tales,  with 
etchings  by  Cruikshank,"  was  execu- 
ted in  a  style  very  superior  to  that  of 
the  present  work.  The  translator, 
whoever  he  be,  displayed  a  great  deal 
of  tact  in  transferring  these  stories  with 
so  much  of  their  native  naivete ;  he 
must  be  a  very  different  sort  of  person 
from  those  who  had  the  chief  concern  in 
these ' '  PopularTales  and  Romances" — 
if  indeed  the  whole  fault  has  not  been 
utter  laziness  and  haste,  which  may 
very  probably  be  the  case ;  and,  if  so, 
why,  the  more  shame.  Altogether,  it 
is  by  no  means  a  creditable  concern — 
for  anybody  but  the  bookseller  who 
started  the  idea.  We  wish  him  more 
luck  the  next  time,  for  he  deserves  it. 


*  An  ill-chosen  title,  by  the  way,  and  no  version  at  all,  of  "  Der  Galgen  mannlein." 
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THIS  is  the  season  of  sleep  to  Lon- 
don. The  Leviathan  having  spent  his 
activity  in  the  months  from  March  to 
July,  lapses  into  utter  slumber  from 
July  till  October  ;  then  merely  opens 
his  ears  to  receive  the  sounds  of  the 
opening  theatres — finds  them  drowsy, 
according  to  custom,  and  plunges  into 
a  sleep  of  tenfold  profundity,  to  be 
broken  by  nothing  less  exciting  than 
politics  and  the  Christmas  pantomimes. 
He  then  springs  up  to  life  and  appe- 
tite— opens  his  jaws,  with  the  vigour 
of  a  giant  refreshed,  to  a  grand  de- 


glutition of  poetry,  personality,  criti- 
cism, Doctors'  Commons,  Debates, 
Spain,  and  the  slave  trade  ;  till,  sur- 
charged with  his  meal,  he  lapses  again, 
and  lays  down  his  enormous  head  in 
sleep  and  summer. 

The  present  dearth  of  topics  is  so 
total,  that  the  few  talkers  who  survive 
in  town  are  reduced  to  the  hopeless  ne- 
cessity of  using  a  quarrel  between  the 
proprietors  of  a  theatre  and  their  Box- 
keeper,  as  a  subject  for  public  interest 
— a  succcdaneum  for  the  natural  food 
of  conversation,  worthy  of  the  ingenuity 
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that  taught  Captain  Franklin  to  make 
a  roti  out  of  a  pair  of  shoes,  and  has 
enriched  the  culinary  world  with  the 
receipt  for  Tarpaulin  soup  and  hashed 
pantaloons.  The  whole  affair  of  the 
theatre,  with  all  its  newspaper  corre- 

rndence  and  threatened  law,  is  con- 
isible  into  a  dozen  words.  The  ma- 
nagers had  a  right  to  dismiss  their  ser- 
vant ;  and  may,  if  it  so  please  them, 
dismiss  every  servant  within  their 
gates  :  nay,  dismiss  every  tenant  of 
their  stage  nightly  and  yearly,  and, 
1 '  Thalia  ridente,"  enact  the  whole  cor- 
poration of  players,  box-keepers,  and 
scene-shifters,  in  their  own  persons. 
But  this  might  not  be  wise,  and  the 
question  with  the  managers,  as  with 
other  men,  should  less  turn  on  the  right 
than  on  the  expedient.  If  their  Box- 
keeper  have  been  careless,  (for  nothing 
more  has  been  substantiated,)  or  if  he 
have  been  in  the  insolvent  prison,  it 
might  become  a  matter  of  propriety  to 
look  for  his  substitute.  His  situation 
is  of  some  importance  to  the  public.  An 
insolvent,  or  even  an  eccentric  Box- 
keeper,  might  contrive  to  render  a  thea- 
tre as  unpopular  as  it  could  be  made 
by  a  bad  company.  The  minor  offi- 
cials can  do  much  in  this  style.  The  in- 
solence and  extortion  of  the  pew-openers 
in  some  of  the  London  churches,  has 
driven  many  a  convert  to  the  hospita- 
lity of  the  Tabernacle  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  way.  The  sour  looks  and 
cravingpalms  of  thefamiliars  who  hold 
the  door  of  the  Royal  Chapel  of  St 
James's,  thin  his  Majesty's  congrega- 
tion. The  hierarchy  and  Doctor  Ireland 
share  in  the  mutterings  of  many  an  ex- 
cluded sailor  and  soldier,  who  comes  to 
have  a  look  at  the  heroes  in  the  Abbey ; 
and  the  pertness  of  a  government 
clerk  has  sent  many  an  honest  squire 
back  to  the  fire-side  of  his  fathers,  with 
his  broad  hat,  and  rapidly  radicalizing 
against  Mr  Canning  and  the  memory 
of  Pitt.  The  Covent-Garden  Box-keeper 
might  contrive  to  make  even  his  humi- 
lity felt  by  the  world  in  the  shape  of 
partiality,  or  a  fluent  tongue  ;  and  if 
this  be  the  case,  the  managers  not  only 
had  the  right,  but  lay  under  the  ne- 
cessity, of  dismissing  him.  The  only 
question  worth  a  moment's  pause,  is, 
whether  their  prudence  has  been  ex- 
actly of  the  same  rank  as  their  power  ? 
Whether,  when  they  had  determined 
to  allow  their  servant  a  pension,  it  was 
not  a  pure  provoking  of  quarrel,  to  re- 
fer him  for  three-fourths  of  it  to  the 
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late  manager,  who  had  nothing  to  do 
with  their  measure — who  had  no  hos- 
tility to  their  man — and  who  could  nei- 
ther be  compelled  nor  cajoled  into  part- 
ing with  a  stiver  of  his  revenue  ?  The 
managers  have  actually  plunged  them- 
selves neck-deep  into  this  "  great  Ser- 
bonian  bog,"  for  the  trivial  saving  of 
L.120  a-year — a  sum  which  they  could 
have  brought  up,  in  their  lowest  eco- 
nomical extremity,  by  a  reduction  in 
the  expenditure  of  sand  or  saw- dust  for 
their  stage,  or  in  the  denegation  of  a 
pair  of  tinsel  breeches  once  a  season  to 
that  chief  of  magicians,  Farley.  They 
ought  to  have  paid  his  pension  to  Bran- 
don at  once.  They  ought  even  to  have 
enlarged  its  sum.  If  the  old  man  de- 
served anything,  he  deserved  more. 
They  might  have  reckoned  on  no  long 
demand  for  their  bounty.  At  seventy- 
five,  few  men  draw  bills  on  longevity. 
But  that  any  unworthy  motive  actuates 
such  men  as  Charles  Kemble  and  his 
partners — that  they  are  touched  by  any 
personal  vindictiveness,  or  mere  pecu- 
niary purpose,  is  altogether  out  of  the 
question.  Coming  to  the  conduct  of 
the  theatre  at  a  period  of  great  diffi- 
culty, their  management,  however  it 
may  have  been  perplexed  by  circum- 
stances left  as  a  legacy  to  their  inex- 
perience, has  succeeded  so  far  as  to 
shew  what  they  may  do  when  the  pres- 
sure of  their  situation  shall  have  been 
lightened.  Gentlemen  by  habit  and 
education,  they  have  succeeded  in  at- 
tracting an  interest  among  men  of  taste 
and  consideration,  that  may  be  of  the 
highest  importance  to  their  establish- 
ment. Authorship,  so  proverbially  re- 
pelled by  the  difficulties  of  managerial 
approach,  will  probably  be  induced  to 
new  exertions  in  the  drama  ;  and  Co- 
vent-Garden theatre,  hitherto  remark- 
able for  the  brilliancy  of  its  stage  de- 
coration, may  add  to  the  delight  of  the 
eye — the  deeper  delight  of  the  mind. 
Where  "  Hunt  has  boxed  and  Maho- 
met has  danced,"  a  succession  of  per- 
formances honourable  to  the  revived 
genius  of  the  age  may  be  brought  for- 
ward— pantomime  may  lose  its  supre- 
macy—tumblers, elephants,  and  horses, 
despair  of  re-appearing  on  the  stage. 
But  the  Box-keeper's  outcry  must  be 
silenced  without  loss  of  time ;  and  the 
only  mode  of  tying  his  tongue,  is,  pay- 
ing his  pension. 

A  truce  to  London,  I  must  set  off 
for  Dover. 
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A  TRAVELLER  S  WEEK. 

Monday — Dover. 


ROUSED  out  of  a  dreary  dose — the 
fruits  of  last  night's  surfeit  of  tough 
mutton  and  brandy  port — by  the  wai- 
ter, with  the  intelligence  that  the 
Steam-boat  was  just  going  off. — 
Started  from  bed,  in  an  agony  of  ner- 
vous hurry — Put  a  posse  of  porters, 
waiters,  and  chambermaids,  in  requi- 
sition to  bundle  me  off. — Rushed  down 
to  the  pier,  with  the  whole  clan  at  my 
heels,  and  every  eye  in  the  town  turn- 
ed on  my  flight — reached  the  shore 
time  enough  to  see  the  packet  under 
easy  sail. — Paid  half  the  passage  for  a 
boat  to  take  me  five  hundred  yards, 
and  was  at  last  trundled  on  board  un- 
shaved  and  half-dressed,  "  unanoint- 
ed  and  unaneled,"  to  cool  my  pores  in 
a  raw,  foggy  breeze. 

The  deck  crowded  with  spruce  Lon- 
doners and  their  ladies,  feathered  and 
flounced  for  a  water-party. Cha- 
grined to  the  soul,  arid  attempting  to 
get  rid  of  my  discomfort  by  contempt 
of  the  whole  set.  Took  out  my  pencil, 
and  attempted  a  caricature — sketched 
an  alderman  and  a  half-pay  officer  in 
strong  dispute  on  the  National  debt — 
fine  contrast  of  figure,  pursy  pride, 
and  meagre  pertinacity  ;  fat,  con- 
tented ignorance1,  and  ignorance  nei- 
ther the  one  nor  the  other — turtle  be- 
side ration  soup.  The  Prior  and  the 
Laybrother  in  the  Duenna ;  Lambert 
and  Romeo's  seller  of  mandragora. — 
Weather  delightful. — Sea  smooth  as 
my  lady's  mirror. — Wondered  that  I 
had  not  been  bred  to  the  navy. — Be- 
gan to  think  of  a  course  of  voyages  for 
the  next  dozen  years. — Undetermined 
whether  to  commence  with  the  east 
or  the  west,  Botany  Bay  or  Buenos- 
Ayres,  China  or  Chili — determined  on 
China  as  the  longest  voyage.  Repro- 
bated the  folly  of  looking  for  the 
north-west  passage,  as  tending  to  shor- 
ten the  indulgence  of  living  on  ship- 
board.— Waited  half  an  hour  for  pas- 
sengers— Cursed,  in  the  fervour  of  my 
delight,  the  wretched  habit  of  linger- 
ing till  the  last  moment — and  resol- 
ved in  future  to  rise  with  the  sun. — Do- 
ver Castle  magnificent — tints  of  time, 
silvery  lights,  verdurous  clothing  ; 
heard  a  Cockney  compare  it  to  an  old 
woman  wrapped  up  in  a  rug.  Cast  a 
look  at  the  fellow  that  ought  to  have 
annihilated  him.  The  Castle  certain- 


ly not  unlike  an  old  woman,  after  all. 
Resumed  my  caricature,  and  put  the 
Cockney  into  the  group. 

*  *  *  * 

Completely  at  sea — the  Castle  sink- 
ing— a  breeze— pearly  fringe  in  the 
surge — groans  from  below,  with  fre- 
quent calls  for  the  steward.  Deter- 
mined not  to  be  sick.  Saw  several 
of  the  dead  and  wounded  brought  up 
for  fresh  air,  and  several  of  the  living 
suddenly  plunged  into  the  cabin. — 
Those  detestable  steam-vessels  roll 
worse  than  a  sailing  boat — they  bore 
the  surge  instead  of  sliding  over  it — 
a  heavy  sea — postponed  my  caricature 
— doubted  whether  a  peculiar  native 
configuration  of  stomach,  a  something 
differing  from  that  of  a  being  born  to 
live  on  land,  as  much  as  webbed  feet 
are  from  human  toes,  a  sort  of  am- 
phibious or  fishy  interior,  is  not  to  be 
found  on  dissection  in  every  "  able 
seaman." 

Surrounded  by  sufferers  drooping 
over  the  sides  of  the  vessel  like  fowls 
in  a  coop — endeavoured  to  hum  a  song 
of  Dibdin's — confounded  nonsense,  a 
sea  song  under  any  circumstances — as 
well  dance  quadrilles  in  an  hospital- 
dare  not  look  at  the  deck,  nor  at  the 
sky,  nor  at  the  water.  Determined  to 
go  to  China  by  land — more  variety  of 
scenery,  Tartary,  the  Great  Wall,  &c. 
— shun  Euxines  and  Cas plans — and 
wait  till  Wolgas  and  Dnipers  were 
frozen  over. —  A  merciless  brute  order- 
ed his  lunch  close  at  my  side — ham, 
brandy,  and  biscuit — a  meal  for  Alec- 
to,  Megsera,  and  Tisiphone — How  the 
devil  can  anybody  think  of  eating  or 
enjoyment  on  board  a  packet  ?  The 
ship  tossing  and  jumping  from  side  to 
side  like  an  unbroke  horse — desperate- 
ly sick — torture — red-hot  grappling 
irons — cantharides-soup,  &c. 

Dieppe. 

The  port  in  sight— windmills  sprawl- 
ing like  gigantic  spiders  —  church- 
spires  with  saints  impaled  upon  their 
tops — yellow  roofs  spreading  below 
them,  ragged  and  dingy,  like  a  gipsy's 
encampment — all  squalidness,  stench, 
and  clamour. 

Flung  up  on  the  pier,  roped  into  an 
enclosure  like  negroes  at  market—to 
prevent  intercourse  with  the  native 
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smugglers.  Surrounded  and  survey- 
ed in  all  our  abomination  by  all  the 
loungers  of  the  place,  in  full  dress  and 
high  merriment — marched  under  the 
yoke  to  the  Custom-house  to  be  search- 
ed for  lace,  veils,  ribbons,  &c. — A  bat- 
tle with  a  virago  to  prevent  my  va- 
lise from  being  clawed  away  under 
pretence  of  porterage. — The  Custom- 
house— the  whole  party  passed  deli- 
berately under  the  secular  arm — every 
cranny  of  my  costume  keenly  probed 
by  a  veteran  official,  who  must  have 
been  bred  a  thief.  Surprise  express- 
ed at  my  pocket-handkerchief — which 
was  handed  up  to  the  Chefde  Dotiane, 
to  ascertain  its  use — a  family  arrested 
for  having  a  pair  of  salt-spoons  in  their 
baggage — supposed  a  cover  for  con- 
spiracy— nothing  of  the  kind  having 
been  seen  in  France  before — passports 
demanded — mineforgotten  in  my  hur- 
ry at  Dover — ordered  under  surveil- 
lance— marched  to  a  hotel  by  a  gen- 
darme— the  crowd  honouring  me  with 
an  escort — and  the  appellations  of 
f '  T satire  ! — Monstre  ! — Cuquin- Ang- 
lais" S$c. 

Too  sick  to  dress — determined  on 
seclusion  and  books  for  the  day — look- 
ed over  the  bill  of  fare — a  bill  of  mor- 
tality— bile  and  indigestion  under  a 
hundred  shapes — puzzled  with  vapid 
superfluity — left  the  choice  to  the  wait- 
er— fell  into  a  dose,  with  my  elbows 
on  the  table — roused  by  the  coming 
in  of  dinner — felt  stiff,  cold,  benumb- 
ed from  head  to  foot — the  solitary  lord 
of  a  dozen  dishes,  that  might  have  been 
so  many  compilations  of  boiled  cats 
and  ass  skin — no  appetite — The  soup 
hot  water  and  horse-beans — the  fowl 
tough,  rancid,  and  impregnable — the 
parsley  and  butter  hemlock  and  oil — 
the  tarts  lard,  saw-dust,  and  black- 
berries—  the  parmesan  granite  and 
sand-stone — the  fruits  green  and  gri- 
ping— the  wine  last  year's  vinegar. — 
"  Bah  !  La  cuisine  Franfau-e." — Went 
to  bed — bed  and  blankets  a  bale  of 
horse-hair,  covered  with  sheep-skin — 
lay  down  in  submission  to  my  fate, 
and  prepared  for  suffocation— Arrival 
of  the  Paris  diligence — every  quadru- 
ped and  biped  in  the  house  and  the 
street  in  sudden  commotion — sleep  im- 
possible—sprang out  of  bed  on  the 
stone-floor — chilled  as  if  I  had  jumped 
into  a  cold  bath — shivering  from  head 
to  foot — slunk  into  bed  again,  and 
tried  to  recover  my  dose. — The  dili- 
gence going  off — another  uproar  of 
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dogs,  waiters,  clmmberraaldfi,  donkeys, 
passengers  clamouring  for  drams  and 
great-coats,  £c. — The  diligence  mo- 
ving off  with  the  heave  and  rattle  of 
an  earthquake — Feverish  and  restless 
— incapable  of  sleep  ;  and  fretting  my- 
self still  more  by  the  miserable  old- 
woman  tricks  for  alluring  it— count- 
ing a  thousand,  humming  some  air 
hackneyed  by  boarding-schools  and 
barrel-organs — recounting  the  signs 
of  the  inns— repeating  one  of  Sir  J.'s 
stories,  £c. — Morning — the  sun-ri- 
sing— frowsy  as  a  Frenchwoman  be- 
fore breakfast — dropped  into  a  dose — 
haunted  by  recollections  of  the  voyage 
• — sea-sickness,  Custom-house  officers, 
Cockneys,  and  conger-eels,  rushing 
round  my  defenceless  head  in  full  cry, 
mouthing,  and  moving  on  wings,  fins, 
and  claws — "  Griffons  dire." — Wake 
late  in  the  day — hot,  cold,  comfortless, 
irritable  in  every  pore — attempted  to 
scold  the  waiter  for  breakfast  in  his 
own  tongue — miserable  work — the 
man  obsequious ;  but  frequently  ad- 
journing outside  the  door  to  laugh — 
Called  for  the  newspapers — French  too 
small — contains  nothing— English,  a 
huge  hotchpotch,  a  mass  tof  heavy  ab- 
surdities— politics  and  pomade  ;  re- 
viewing and  robbery ;  Parliamentary 
debates  and  Doctor  Solomon  ;— jokes 
from  Joe  Millar ;  and  wit,  honesty, 
and  patriotism,  from  the  Whigs — 
Threw  it  away  in  disgust — Liberty  of 
the  press — liberty  of  nonsense !  The 
size  of  an  English  newspaper,  like  the 
size  of  St  Luke's,  a  monstrous  libel  on 
the  common  sense  of  the  nation. 

Overhauled  my  valise — my  best  suit 
utterly  undone — saturated  with  sea- 
water,  that  has  dyed  the  "  blue  one 
red,"  and  more  or  less  incarnadined 
every  inch  of  my  wardrobe — Sent  for 
a  scourer,  tailor,  laundress,  £c., — all 
lingering  till  I  lost  the  fragment  that 
remained  of  the  day,  and  all  coming  to- 
gether— inhuman  confusion  of  tongues 
— headach — sent  for  a  doctor — was  vi- 
sited by  a  spruce  practitioner  in  Bru- 
tus' hc-ad,  a  rose-coloured  coat,  a  pair 
of  white  gloves,  and  smelling  all  over 
of  jonquille,  attar,  and  other  sickening 
and  overpowering  essences— gave  my- 
self up  to  be  drenched  with  raisin 
ptisarmes  and  rhubarb  soup— prohi- 
bited to  eat  or  drink — called  for  a  book 
—one  brought  after  vexatious  delay, 
and  the  exhaustion  of  all  my  French 
in  the  entreaty — that  one  the  French 
Calendar  for  the  year,  containing  the 
2P 
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titles  of  the  reigning  family  at  full 
length,  with  their  ancestry  from  Fa- 
ramond — Dragged  over  its  pages — 
wondered  what  folly  could  induce  a 
man  of  any  brains  to  quit  his  fireside 
for  foreign  noise,  solitude,  dirt,  and 
discomfort. — Roused  hy  a  thunder  of 
the  Cathedral  bells,  followed  by  all 
the  minor  doches  of  the  town, — hoped 
that  there  was  a  general  insurrection, 
or  general  conflagration, — thrust  my 
head  out  of  the  window — those  cursed 
casements,  that  one  can  scarcely  open, 
and  can  never  shut ; — the  night  bitter 
as  a  blast  from  an  ice-house — a  spout 
over  my  head  suddenly  let  loose,  and 
playing  away  like  a  fountain, — a  dozen 
lights  twinkling  down  the  street — 
lamps  in  a  sepulchre— whips  cracking, 
dogs  baying,  postilions  sacre-dieuing. 
His  Serene  Highness — die  Furst — of 
some  German  village,  was  entering  the 
gates  of  this  fortunate  town,  and  was 
coming  to  honour  this  still  more  for- 
tunate hotel  with  his  presence. — I  de- 
termined to  quit  my  lodgings  by  day- 
break. 

Tuesday. — Winter  in  all  "  its  vir- 
gin fancies;"  wind,  cold,  fog,  and 
rain — Chained  to  the  house — A  fete — 
The  bells  discharging  regular  vollies 
throughout  the  day — All  the  waiters 
occupied,  either  in  attending  his  Se- 
rene Highness,  or  in  looking  at  those 
who  did — The  hope  of  breakfast  con- 
sequently "  a  hope  deferred" — At 
length  succeeded  in  tearing  down  my 
bell-cord — No  resource  but  to  roar 
from  the  stairs,  in  the  midst  of  a  rush 
of  moist,  penetrating  air,  that  might 
have  turneda  mill — Fortunate  enough, 
when  in  the  extremity  of  famine,  to 
rouse  the  attention  of  one  of  the  sub- 
ordinate monsters  of  the  kitchen,  a 
"  fat,  foolish  scullion,"  directly  trans- 
ferred from  Mr  Shandy's  scullery — 
My  breakfast  administered  by  this 
naked-legged  Hebe,  a  moving  heap  of 
rags  and  repulsion  of  every  kind. — 
Weather  thickening — called  for  my 
bill— astonished  by  its  exaction — re- 
solved the  sooner  to  escape  its  authors 
— sullied  out,  plunged,  in  a  state  of 
desperation,  into  the  storm  that  seemed 
to  come  from  all  points  of  the  compass 
at  once,  a  regular  typhoon — Succeeded 
at  length  in  forcing  an  entrance  into  a 
logement  menhir,  a  dreary,  disconsolate 
re  ceptacle ;  but  no  other  resource — 
My  baggage  conveyed  piecemeal,  from 
the  sudden  avidity  of  the  whole  house- 
hold of  the  hotel  to  serve  me — had 


every  grinning  and  grimacing  soul  of 
them  to  get  rid  of  by  a  separate  dou- 
ceur, in  consequence — shut  them  all 
out  at  length,  and  myself  in — Ordered 
a  fire;  wood  incombustible— laboured 
at  the  bellows  myself  for  an  hour  or 
two,  with  no  other  effect  than  that  of 
blistering  my  hands  and  embittering 
my  remorse  at  having  left  the  land  of 
coal-fires  and  comfort. — Night — Ask- 
ed for  a  book — But  one  in  the  house 
— The  French  Calendar  ! — Wished, 
in  the  spirit  of  vexation  and  Nero,  that 
all  the  copies  had  been  in  that  one, 
that  I  might  have  flung  it  into  the 
fire.  Read  it  over,  notwithstanding, 
through  mere  weariness — beginning 
at  the  end  for  the  sake  of  novelty. — 
Poked,  blew,  and  fretted  till  bed- time. 
— Resolved  never  to  get  up  again,  till 
I  returned  to  England.  Hulls  the  na- 
tural language  of  eloquent  minds  un- 
der strong  circumstances. 

Wednesday. — Woke  before  dawn — 
Weather  decidedly  fixed — a  July  win- 
ter ;  made  up  my  mind  for  silence  and 
sufferance.  The  market  opening  with- 
in a  yard  of  my  window — a  rolling  of 
carts  from  day-break,  succeeded  by  a 
perpetual  explosion  of  voices,  fierce 
with  all  the  barbarous  dialects  of  Nor- 
mandy. A  Baxbreton,  with  the  throat 
of  a  speaking  trumpet,  opening  shop 
under  my  nose,  and  hailing  for  cus- 
tom. 

Spent  the  day  in  revolvingfrom  win- 
dow to  window — looking  for  the  sun 
among  clouds  thick  as  "  the  blanket 
of  the  dark ;"  playing  with  a  kitten 
that  honoured  rne  with  a  visit;  read- 
ing the  non-entity  of  a  French  paper  ; 
practising  at  push-pin — Invented  a 
new  and  infallible  push.  Measuring 
the  dimensions  of  the  chamber,  from 
side  to  side,  end  to  end,  circularly, 
diagonally — with  diligent  feet — Ta- 
king up  the  French  Calendar ! ! — no- 
thing new  any  longer  discoverable. — 
Ringing  a  dozen  times  for  the  English 
papers,  letters,  £c. ;  at  last  informed 
that  it  was  not  post-day.  Wen  t  through 
the  whole  of  the  wretched  resources  for 
the  aimgeance — abandoned  all  hope. 
Saw  the  market-place  even  deserted 
— missed  its  noise,  and  wished  for  its 
mob  back  again. 

Probing  every  cupboard  in  the  room 
— found  an  old  flute — overjoyed — com- 
menced regular  practice — the  instru- 
ment cracked  from  stem  to  stern — 
toiled  away,  however,  and  completed 
"  God  save  the  King,"  at  the  expense 
15 
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of  nearly  blowing  out  my  lungs. — 
Conscious  that  this  pleasure  could  not 
be  continued  but  with  the  certainty  of 
sudden  death,  sat  down  exhausted — 
fell  asleep  in  ray  chair — awoke,  after  a 
long  and  wretched  interval,  crushed 
and  chilled  all  over — the  lamp  gone 
out,  the  fire  gone  out,  the  waiters 
gone  to  bed — the  principle  of  life  ex- 
tinct around  me. — Crept  to  my  couch, 
and  shivered  into  morn. 

Thursday. — A  burst  of  sunshine. 
All  the  world  in  the  streets.  En- 
gulphed  in  a  whirlpool  of  English — 
all  telling  me  and  each  other  that  it 
was  sunshine.  A  multitude  of  non- 
descripts, half  Bond-Street,  and  half 
Whitechapel — Midler  jbrmosu  su- 
perne  in  at  rum — desinens,  &c.  flooding 
every  street,  and  rolling  down  the  re- 
fuse of  London,  like  the  stream  of- a 
Cloaca  maxima  to  the  sea-shore. 

The  Pier !  the  favourite  place  of 
display — a  narrow  neck  of  rough  stone, 
infested  by  the  low- water  smells,  frag- 
ments of  crabs,  cray  fish,  and  usual 
nameless  and  horrible  exuviae  of  a 
French  town. 

The  male  loungers  affecting  the 
eombined  air  of  the  East  and  West 
— the  slan<*  of  the  city  with  the 
dress, of  May  Fair.  The  women,  at- 
tired loose  as  Venus  rising  from  the 
waters,  and  compensating  for  the  dis- 
play of  their  persons  by  their  defor- 
mity. Sick  of  the  eternal  sound  of  the 
English  patois, — followed  a  French 
nymphlike  form,  in  close  conversation 
with  an  old  Chevalier  de  St  Louis — 
spurred  into  full  speed  to  get  a  view 
of  her  face — walked  myself  out  of 
breath,  and  succeeded.  Saw  the  jaws 
of  my  old  Parisian  friend,  the  Mar- 
chioness of  Passetemps,  a  septaage- 
naire,  who  introduced  me  to  the  Che- 
valier, her  son  !  Determined  to  trust 
the  physiognomy  of  a  Frenchwoman's 
back  no  more. 

Housed  from  my  contemplations  by 
a  dash  of  rain. — The  whole  prome- 
nade put  to  the  rout  on  the  instant, 
French  and  English — rushing  back, 
horse,  foot,  and  artillery,  draggled  and 
bedevilled,  to  their  lodgings. — Cursed 
La  Belle  France,  and  engaged  my  place 
in  the  first  steam-packet  that  was  to 
boil  away  from  this  land  of  disappoint- 
ment and  deluge. 

Friday. — Mail  arrived. — A  letter 
from  my  wife,  telling  me  that  London 
was  basking  in  serenity  and  the  per- 
petual $un;  that  the  whole  family 
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had  caught  the  typhus,  and  that  I 
must  not  return  till  farther  orders. 
No  letter  from  my  banker — despond- 
ingly  shook  the  half-dozen  sovereigns 
lingering  in  my  purse,  and  thought  of 
the  alternative  of  flight  or  famine. 
Went  to  the  library — all  the  newspa- 
pers engaged  ten  deep — Lord  E.  read- 
ing three  at  a  time — Sir  J.  with  one 
under  his  arm,  and  the  other  in  his 
paw — Alderman  S.  grasping  the  only 
remaining  one — commenting  on  rtashe 
stumbled  from  paragraph  to  paragraph, 
and  at  last  hitching  in  a  dissertation  on 
the  new  loan. — Mixed  in  an  expectant 
group. — Bewildered  with  the  jargon 
of  coffee-house  politicians,  all  contra- 
dictory, and  all  common-place— the 
ministry  strong — the  ministry  weak 
— Lord  Grey  retiring  to  La  Trappe, 
under  a  vow  of  taciturnity  for  life—- 
his head  already  half  shaved. — Lord 
Holland  forbidden  the  use  of  pen,  ink, 
and  paper — War  certain — war  impos- 
sible— Captain  Guyon  a  goose,  Cap- 
tain Guyon  a  hero ; — frowned  on  by 
Croker,  and  supposed  to  have  gone  to 
Chili ;  — kissed  by  Croker  on  both 
cheeks,  and  dancing  a. fandango  at  Al- 
mack's. — Tired  to  death,  .and  retreat- 
ing to  the  door  for  fresh  air,  and  a  ces- 
sation of  tongues. 

Still  haunted  by  the  echo,  and  over- 
hearing the  nonsense,  quilted  in  such 
patches  and  fragments  as  these — "  No- 
thing more  about  the  King  of  Spain 
— A  poor  devil  of  a  pickpocket  dragged 
about  and  ducked  within  an  inch  of 
his  life  by  a  rascally  mob  of — Place- 
men and  Pensioners  crying  out — Can- 
dle-ends and  cheese-parings,  the  ruin 
of  official  honesty,  and — Lord  George 
gone  to  Portugal,  to  fight  the  French, 
with  a  d — d  bad  poem  as  ever  was 
printed  by — Murray — the  family  name 
of  the  great  Lord  Mansfield,  and — 
The  man  with  the  nose,  who  broods 
somewhere  about — Hampstead,  a  fa- 
vourite haunt  of  the  Cockney  rhyme- 
sters— Petty  larceny  rogues,  stealing 
lines  from  laundresses,  and  hazarding 
their — Sheep's  brains,  ten  pounds  of 
fat  each,  fit  to  be  swallowed — only  by 
a  Hottentot — Embassador  to  the  Pope, 
as  great  a  novelty  as — Plunkett's  con- 
science pitted  against  his  place. — No 
fight  whatever,  after  all !  a  miserable 
draw — The  tight  Irish  lad — Humbug 
and  bodge  podge — Old  and  dry  as  my 
grandmother,  not  a  word  of  sense,  nor 
a  grain  of  honesty  in  the  whole  com- 
pilation of — The  Common  Council.— 
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Why,  what  die  deuce  more  can  men 
do?  they — Eat  the  best  turtle  and 
drink  the  best  claret  at  any— Cathe- 
dral in  the  kingdom — Crowded  with 
— The  most  magnificent  old  wigs, 
gowns,  bands  of  broomsticks,  and 
other  remnants  of— The  Levee — a 
gathering  of— Antiquated  pictures, 
black  as  Beelzebub  with  varnish,  and 
beyond  all  vamping  ;  no  character  in 
their  countenances,  nor — Anywhere 
else,  the  absurdity  might  have  passed ; 
but  to  burst  out  with  a  song  of  that 
kind  at  the — Bishop  of  London's  table, 
full  of  dignitaries,  grave  as — George 
Selwyn,  Joe  Millar,  and  Jack  Bannis- 
ter, and  Monsieur  Alexandre,  dressed 
up  as  dowagers  in — The  Queen's  busi- 
ness, the  most  generous  and  striking 
display  of— English  boobyism,  blind- 
ness, and  gullibility,  since  the — Birth 
of  Whiggery — an  Incubus  generated 
in  a  Scotch  garret,  and  then  transmit- 
ted at  the — Instigation  of  the  devil, 
and  without  having  the  fear  of  God 
before — The  Edinburgh  Review,  a 
great — Molehill,  my  dear  sir,  and  no- 
thing but  a  molehill ; — a  blind — Bo- 
rough, rotten  to  the  core — the  recepta- 
cle of — Every  species  of  vermin  killed 
by — Quarterly  instalments,  paid  un- 
der the  head  of — Gifford,  Sou  they,  and 
Co.,  a  younger  firm,  but  sure  as— Any 
team  of  asses  from  Mount  Jura  to — 
Mount  Charles,  a  showy  young — Lord 
Sevens  the  Main;  certain  to  win — just 
bought  the — Hotel,  most  fashionable 
situation  in  the  metropolis — To  be  fit- 
ted up  in  the  handsomest  style  for  the 
accommodation  of  ladies  whose  situa- 
tion requires  a  temporary  retirement — 
And  the  Duchess  of  11 d — decided- 
ly the  most  showy  figure  at  Almack's, 
a  brilliant,  blooming — Maiden-ray 
of  the  largest  dimensions,  that  would 
turn  the — Peristaltic  region  of — Alder- 
man Curtis,  that  fine,  jovial,  old — 
Turtle,  cooing  like — Lord  and  Lady 
Westmeath,  and — Several  other  mar- 
ried persons  of  distinction  at  this  mo- 
ment in — Doctors'  Commons — a  per- 
petual— Libel  on  English  decency  and 
the  connubial — Tie  of  Lord  Ellenbo- 
rough's  cravat  a — Phenomenon  of  the 
first  magnitude,  and  unequalled  by 
anything  but — Lord  Petersham's  whis- 
kers ;  remarkable  for — Specimens  of 
red  hair  turned  blue  by  the  use  of  the 
Macassar  oil  and — Bishop  Magee's 
conciliatory  charge  to  the  Papists  ;  a 
splendid,  powerful,  and  original — Con- 
trivance for  tearing  up  pavements,  and 


converting  them  into  mresfles  for  the 
annoyance  of — Coach-pane*  and  win- 
dow-glass of  the  ordinary  size  shivered 
as  by  the  explosion  of — Bitter  ballads 
sung  out  of  tune  by  breechless  mendi- 
cants at  the — Irish  Viceregal  dinner, 
a  formal  affair,  in  which  etiquette  sup- 
plied the  place  of  hospitality,  and  At- 
torney-Generals and  Court-Chaplains, 
are  reckoned  for  gentlemen  with  other 
— Curiosi  ties  toonumerous  to  mention; 
all  for  sale  without  reserve — A  portrait 
of  the  Vice-Chancellor,  as  a  New- 
market jockey  at  full  speed — The  Mas- 
ter of  the  Rolls  lying  on  his  back,  and 
making  his  bread  fast  asleep — A  din- 
ner at  Brookes'  a  close  representation 
of  the — Beggars'  Opera,  a  mischievous 
display  of  impudence,  insolence,  and 
roguery,  triumphant — Law,  a  name 
perfectly  unsuited  to  the  authors  of 
Marriage  Acts,  and  similar  anomalies 
of  the  human — Calves'hcad  hashes, 
that  are  carried  about  on — Two  legs 
and  upright,  a  preposterous  contradic- 
tion of  that  law  of  nature,  which  or- 
dained that  all  the  species  should  run 
on  four  paws  at — Madame  Catalani, 
more  tempting  than  ever,  fat,  fair,  and 
forty  ;  her  countenance  noble,  her 
voice  delicious  as  the  pipe  of — Charles 
Wynne,  turning  tail  on  the  Opposi- 
tion, for  the  good  of — Himself  and  fa- 
mily, just  arrived  in  Downing  Street, 
after  a  long  tour  on — Welsh  goats  fol- 
lowed by  a  mob  with  leeks  in  their 
hats,  and  their  hands  full  of— India 
bonds  never  fallen  so  low  before  in 
— Whitehall  market — a  show  of  deci- 
dedly the  best  fed  carcases  ever — Kill- 
ed by  Napoleon  in  his  numerous  bat- 
tles with  the— Cabinet  Council,  dis- 
tracted by — Variety  of  foreign  tunes — 
Spanish  marches — Turkish  retreats — 
Russian  storm-hymns — French  and 
German  snuffs — confounded  things 
that  make  an  honest  man's  head  ache, 
— Give  me  Irish  Blackguard,  alias 
Prince's  Mixture,  sprinkled  over  with 
a  little — Harvey  sauce,  and  be  hang- 
ed to  it — Essence  of  fungus  and  earth- 
worms, duckweed  and  dandelions,  pes- 
tilent as  a — Speech  of  the  Newcastle 
Patriot,  a  compound  of  radical — Gin 
and  ditch-water,  drinkable  by  none 
but  Cyprians  of  the  lowest  brutality,  as 
besotted  and  riotous  as — The  Hatton- 
Garden  Orator,  or  the— Reverend  Wil- 
liam Bengo  Collyer,  the  Duke  of  Sus- 
sex's chaplain,  Trio  junda  in  unn. — 
Puffing,  piety, and  pharmacy — Impos- 
sible— Calumny/'  &c.  &c.  £c. 
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After  dinner,  went  to  the  theatre — 
not  a  place  to  be  had — a  discovery 
which  I  made  only  after  feeing  the 
box-keeper.  Had  the  pleasure  of  ob- 
serving the  first  three  acts  through  a 
chink  in  the  door. — The  lobby,  round 
and  behind  me,  promenaded  as  lobbies 
usually  are — An  incessant  chatter  of 
puppies  and  their  chere  amies — talking 
on  the  silliest  possible  subjects,  in  the 
silliest  possible  way — The  Decens  Ve- 
nus, the  only  absentee  of  the  family — 
The  door  burst  back,  to  let  out  a  faint- 
ing lady,  followed  by  a  stream  of  heat- 
ed, feverish,  human  vapour,  deadly  as 
the  Simoon. 

A  battle  to  succeed  to  her  place — 
my  efforts  crowned  by  conquest,  and 
the  loss  of  half  my  coat — Fairly  seated 
— Black-hole  of  Calcutta — play,  Mac- 
beth, Frenchified  by  Ducis,  and  play- 
ed, commc  il  plaisait  a  la  Vierge — He- 
rod out-heroded — Macbeth  murder- 
ed as  thoroughly  and  as  early  as  Dun- 
can— Banquo  doubling  the  old  king ; 
and  Lady  Macbeth  bewitching  us  as 
Hecate. — Song,  scenery,  and  acting, 
worthy  of  each  other,  and  of  an  Eng- 
lish barn — the  company  a  pendant  to 
the  malefactors  of  Sadlers'  Wells  and 
the  Surrey  theatre. — Hurried  out  be- 
fore the  catastrophe. — Resolved  never 
to  repeat  the  experiment,  quamdiu  vix- 
ere,  £c. 

Saturday. — Startled  by  the  roar  of 
cannon — another  fete,  the  St  Louis — 
the  whole  population  in  a  bustle,  sing- 
ing, scampering,  and  screaming. 

Drums  in  every  quarter  rattling  to 
the  parade  in  the  Market- place — under 
my  window  too — in  the  proportion  of 
four  drums  to  three  men — the  battcrie 
incessant  and  intolerable — Closed  up 
my  casements — hung  towels  and  table- 
cloths against  every  aperture — All  in 
vain — unluckily  my  ears  still  unplug- 
ged— no  cotton. — 

The  air  ringing  with  a  new  thunder 
of  horse- volunteers,  gensdarmes,  civic 
authorities,  &c.,  trumpetted,  drum- 
med, and  belled,  to  High  Mass — Dis- 
charge of  cannon — merciless  shouts  of 
fellows  with  the  lungs  of  buffaloes  in 
full  roar. — Resolved  on  instant  escape, 
and  went  to  obtain  my  passport. — 
Every  soul  abroad — the  office  closed. 

Induced  in  an  evil  hour  to  take  a 
ticket  for  the  ball,  under  pompous  pro- 
mises that  it  was  to  be  the  ne  plus  ul- 
tra of  taste,  novelty,  and  magnificence, 
tout  a  fait  Francais,  &c. 
Considered  my  ways  and  means  for 


killing  the  intermediate  time. — Had 
the  choice  of  the  French  Calendar,  or 
a  promenade  on  the  pier — variety  of 
wretchedness — Went  to  the  pier — as- 
sailed by  harbour-smells  of  every  for- 
midable kind — a  compound  of  tar, 
smoke,  dead  dogs,  and  fish-women — 
the  tide  coming  in,  and  duly  returning 
the  ejections  of  the  town  to  the  shore. 

Lingered  on  the  pier — exacerbated 
by  the  infinite  vapidity  of  the  gabble 
called  conversation  round  me — Wea- 
ther talk— the  history  of  last  night's 
rubber — history  of  the  morning — bathe 
— mutual  and  solemn  assurances,  for- 
tified by  an  appeal  to  the  bystanders, 
that  the  tide  was  coming  in,  £c. — 
Every  soul  round  me  English' — faces 
whose  familiarity  haunted  me — yet 
whom  I  could  not  possibly  have  seen 
anywhere  but  behind  band-boxes  and 
counters — the  Eastern  sperme  of  La 
nation  boutiquiere, 

To  get  rid  of  them  and  ennui,  walk- 
ed to  the  waterside,  with  a  faint  de- 
termination to  bathe,  for  ihejirst  time. 
The  wind  coming  at  intervals  in  hot 
gusts,  the  water  looking  surly,  and  ga- 
thering in  short  angry  waves. — Put 
down  my  name  as  a  candidate  for  a 
bathing-machine — the  fiftieth  in  suc- 
cession ! 

Lingered  about  the  shore — gazing 
like  a  philosopher  on  fragments  of  sea- 
weed, making  matter  of  contemplation 
out  of  an  untenanted  oyster-shell,  and 
diligently  inspecting  the  washing  of  a 
poodle  by  a  chambermaid,  £c. 

Tired  of  waiting  for  the  machine,— 
which  had  a  dozen  cargoes  of  girls, 
matrons,  and  elderly  gentlemen,  drawn 
up  rank  and  file  beside  it,  waiting  for 
the  ablution,  or  the  drowning,  of  the 
groups  stowed  within, — tore  off  my 
clothes  in  a  fit  of  desperation,  and  rush- 
ed in  "naked,  to  every  blast  of  scowl- 
ing Heaven." — Met  by  a  surge  ten  feet 
in  advance  of  the  rest,  that  seemed 
expressly  delegated  to  carry  me  out  to 
sea. — My  resolution  greatly  shocked  by 
this  unexpected  attention ; — pondered 
a  minute  or  two,  half  way,  immersed 
like  a  mermaid — but  "  returning  were 
as  tedious  as  go  on." — Saw  the  eyes 
of  the  whole  beach  upon  me — and 
rushed  "  en  avant." 

A  rolling  sea — the  sky  suddenly  as 
black  as  my  hat. — Looked  to  the  shore 
—men, women,  children,  and  machines, 
in  full  gallop  to  shelter — Tide  coming 
in  like  a  mill  race— lifted  off  my  feet 
— swimming  for  my  life — Thoughts 
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of  conger  eels  a  hundred  feet  long, 
swordfish,  sharks,  &c. — A  porpoise  lift- 
ing up  his  fishy  face  at  my  elbow — 
Roaring  surge — My  will  unmade — 
Thought  of  a  Coroner's  inquest — Cla- 
rence's dream,  &c. 

Tost  on  the  shore  on  the  hack  of  a 
mountain  of  water — bruised,  battered, 
and  half-suffocated — not  a  soul  v.  ithin 
hail — A  remote  view  of  a  few  strag- 
glers that  looked  like  pilots  specula- 
ting on  a  wreck — The  sea  following 
from  rock  to  rock,  staunch  as  a  blood- 
hound. 

Searching  for  my  clothes — my  whole 
wardrobe  hopelessly  missing — proba- 
bly stolen — Pondering  on  the  pleasant 
contingency  of  making  my  entry  into 
the  town  like  a  negro,  or  a  plucked 
fowl — Tide  rushing  on,  with  a  hide- 
ously desolate  howl  of  the  wind — Rocks 
slippery,  the  higher  the  ascent,  scarp- 
ed and  perpendicular  as  a  wall. 

A  gleam  of  joy  at  seeing  my  coat 
scooped  out  of  the  crevice  of  the  rock 
where  I  had  left  it,  as  I  ignorantly 
thought,  above  the  reach  of  ocean,  and 
sailing  towards  me — Grasped  it  like 
an  old  friend — flung  it  over  my  shoul- 
ders, and  made  my  escape — My  breech- 
es, shoes,  watch,  and  purse,  of  course, 
left  to  be  fished  for  on  the  fall  of  the 
tide. 

Rapid  movement  towards  home — in 
the  midst  of  the  titter  of  girls,  and  the 
execration-of  matrons,  and  other  "  Dii 
majorum  gentium,"  vehement  against 
what  they  looked  on  as  my  voluntary 
exposure. 

As  I  passed  theprincipal  hotel,  betted 
on  by  a  knot  of  picktooth  puppies,  who 
would  have  it  that  I  was  walking  for 
a  wager. — The  way  through  the  Mar- 
ket-place consequently  cleared  for  me, 
— and  I  the  universal  object  of  ridicule, 
surprise,  and  reprobation,  till  I  rushed 
within  the  door  of  my  lodging. 

Wearied  to  death — sick — dirty,  and 
disheartened,  flung  myself  into  my 
bed,  and  rehearsed  in  my  sleep  the 
whole  spectacle  of  the  day. 

Roused  by  my  landlady,  who  had 
found  my  ticket  for  the  ball  on  my  ta- 
ble.— Informed  that  it  was  midnight, 
and  that  I  had  no  time  to  lose — An- 
gry at  being  disturbed — yet  afraid  to 
undergo  the  work  of  my  sleep  again — 
'pondered — cast  my  eyes  on  a  new  suit 


seeing  the  true  glory  of  France. — 
Ought  to  go  sleep — tired,  feverish,  and 
spiritless. — Ought  to  go  to  the  ball  to 
revive  my  spirits,  and  shew  the  fools 
and  puppies  of  the  place,  that  I  was  nei- 
ther mad  nor  merry  in  my  morning's 
promenade — Sprang  out  of  bed. 

At  the  ball-room  door,  met  half  the 
company  coming  out — Had  to  force 
the  breach  through  a  host  of  insolents, 
in  the  shape  of  footmen,  gensdannes, 
police- officers,  and  mendicants. 

Breasted  my  way  up  stairs  through 
a  descending  current  of  bonnetted, 
shawled,  surtouted,  swaddled,  nonde- 
script figures,  that  had  once  been  qua- 
drillers,  card-players,  pretty  women, 
and  prettier  men. 

My  entrance  made  good  at  last,  the 
company  reduced  to  a  scattering  of  a 
couple  of  dozens,  unhappy  reliques  of 
the  rout,  uncouthly  toiling  down  a 
dance,  or  loitering  along  the  benches., 
yawning  at  each  other,  in  pale  de- 
spondency ;  the  gentlemen  drained  to 
the  last  civil  speech,  and  the  ladies  con- 
suming the  dregs  of  the  orgeat  and  le- 
monade.— Every  soul  English,  brouz  d 
up  in  turbans  that  might  have  fright- 
ened the  Grand  Turk ;  bedizened  in 
tawdry  costumes,  imported  along  with 
themselves,  and  made  more  burlesque 
by  an  attempt  to  ingraft  them  with 
French  alterations.  The  young  wo- 
men universally  lath,  plaster,  arid 
chalk ;  the  old  ones,  London  porter, 
and  prize-beef, — absolute  Bluebeards. 
Tottered  home. — My  landlady  fast 
asleep  ; — and  defying  all  the  usual  ex- 
pedients of  breaking  a  pane  in  her 
bed-chamber — tearing  out  her  bell  by 
the  roots — Hallooing  till  I  was  hoarse 
— Every  soul  in  the  street  poking  their 
night-caps  out  of  the  windows,  and 
reviling  the  coquin  Anglais — Landlady 
still  unshaken. 

Taken  up  by  the  gensdarmes  for  dis- 
turbing the  neighbourhood,  amid  sur- 
rounding cries  of  "  Eh,  a/t  !  Kah,hah  !" 
"  Sucre  .'"  "  Bien  fait,  bonhomme." 
Au  cachot  ! — A  sudden  population  of 
thieves  and  fill  ex  dc  nuit  starting,  as  if 
out  of  the  ground,  to  attend  me  to  the 
door  of  my  new  lodging.— Locked  into 
the  cachot  for  the  night. 

Sunday. — IN  TIIK  CACHOT. — The 
sous-prefecthavinggone  to  his  country- 
seat — U  nspeakable  vexation — Think- 


sent  home  that  evening  by  the  "  Tail-     ing  of  liberty,  and  England 
leur  plus  magnifique,"  of  the  world         I~ 


and  Dieppe. — Ought  to  go  to  the  ball, 
—it  was  first  and  last  opportunity  of 


Monday. — The  affair  explained  — 
Let  loose — bounded  like  a  lunatic 
home — Flung  my  trunk  upon  the  neck 
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of  the  first  gar^on  I  met,  and  hurried 
down  to  the  steam-hoat. — Boat  to 
move  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour ;  felt  for 
my  watch — clean  gone. — A  family- 
repeater  that  I  would  not  have  lost  for 
the  whole  bourgeoise  of  Dieppe. — In 
my  vexation,  called  the  town  a  nest  of 
thieves  and  knaves. 

Called  upon  by  a  Frenchman  at  my 
side  for  an  explanation  of  my  words — 
Tried  it — He  could  not  comprehend 
imj  French — Gallic  ass — A  mob  ga- 
thered—Cards given— to  meet  in  half 
an  hour. — The  steam-boat  under  way, 
/  remaining  to  be  stabbed  or  shot — 
My  baggage  on  board  ! 

The  challenge  getting  wind.— Bored 
with  inquiries  and  observations — how 
it  happened  ?— who  it  was  ? — whether 
with  sword  or  pistol  ? — whether  on 
the  cliffs  or  in  the  coffee-room  ? — a 
promise  that  whatever  might  happen, 
my  remains  should  be  taken  care  of. — 
Congratulations  on  the  extinction  of 
the  Droit  d'Aubaine,  &c. 
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Went  to  the  ground. — No  French- 
man forthcoming — Lingered  in  the 
neighbourhood  till  dinner  time. 

At  the  tavern,  had  my  cotelette  ser- 
ved up  by  a  face  that  I  half  recogni- 
zed—my  morning  challenger— the  head 
waiter  ! — Saw  a  sneer  on  the  fellow's 
countenance,  and  kicked  him  into  the 
street — Indignantly  left  my  dinner 
untouched,  and  walked  down  to  the 
pier,  to  embark  immediately. 

No  vessel  going  off — Lounged  about 
till  dusk— hungry  and  chill— Hired  an 
open  boat  at  ten  times  the  price  of  the 
packet. 

All  night  at  sea — Heavy  swell — 
Not  knowing  where  we  were — the 
Azores,  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  or  Brighton 
—In  distress— Sick  to  death  — The 
men  mutinous,  lazy,  and  despairing. 

Picked  up  by  a  steam-boat  going  to 
Dieppe,  with  a  promise  of  being  dis- 
charged into  the  first  homeward  ves- 
sel. 


HAYLEY  S  MEMOIRS.1 


H AYLEY  drivelled  away  on  to  a  good, 
dull,  old  age,  like  most  annuitants ; 
and  his  deash,  which  could  not  be 
looked  on  by  anybody  as  a  national  ca- 
lamity, must  have  been  most  agreeable 
to  Mr  Colburn.  That  distinguished 
bibliopole,  we  believe,  paid  the  ancient 
gentleman  some  hundreds  per  annum, 
on  condition  of  receiving  his  precious 
Memoirs,  to  be  published  on  his  de- 
cease. Year  after  year  did  the  memo- 
rialist tenaciously  cling  to  life,  as  if 
through  mere  spite  ;  but  we  have  now 
to  congratulate  Mr  Colburn  on  his  re- 
lease from  the  defunct,  and  to  wish  him 
a  good  bargain  of  those  posthumous 
square  yards  of  autobiography.  He  is 
a  spirited  publisher,  and  annually  gives 
us  many  excellent  and  amusing  things; 
and  it  pleases  us  beyond  measure  to 
see  the  two  huge  mill-stones  taken  from 
off  his  neck  at  last.  They  were  more 
than  enough  to  have  drowned  many  "  a 
strong  swimmer  in  his  agony;"  but 
they  met  with  an  unimmergible  buoy- 
ancy in  this  case,  and  the  worthy  pub- 
lisher reached  the  bank  in  safety. 

William  Hayley  was,  beyond  all  ri- 
valry, the  most  distinguished  driveller 
of  his  age.  Devoted  to  literature  up- 


wards of  threescore  years — constantly- 
reading  or  writing,  or  talking  with, 
reading  and  writing  people,  ambitious 
of  literary  fame,  not  without  a  sort  of 
dozing  industry,  and  at  all  times  inspi- 
red with  an  unsuspecting  confidence  in 
his  own  powers,  flattered  by  a  pretty 
extensive  circle  of  personal  friends,  pet- 
ted by  the  Blues,  and  generally  in  high 
odour  with  the  gentlemen  of  the  pe- 
riodical press — it  is  certainly  rather  a 
little  singular,  that  never  once,  on  any 
occasion  whatever,  great  or  small,  did 
one  original  idea,  or  the  semblance  of 
one,  accidentally  find  its  way  for  a 
single  moment  into  his  head.  He 
had  an  eye  for  coinmon-places ;  and 
in  his  hands  Cicero  himself  prosed 
away  like  a  moral  essayist  in  the  Lady's 
Magazine.  Delighted,  as  he  appears 
to  have  been,  in  perusing  book  after 
book  in  his  well-selected  library  at 
Eastliam,  yet,  in  good  truth,  the  finest 
spirits  of  ancient  and  modern  times 
were  little  better  than  mere  dolts — logs 
— like  himself;  for  he  was  utterly  in- 
capable of  seeing  anything  worth  see- 
ing in  them ;  and  he  never  quotes  a 
good  author,  but  either  to  shew  that 
he  misunderstood  him,  or  that  he  had 
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selected  the  passage  on  account  of  its 


inanity,  or  some  felt  resemblance  to  the 
character  of  his  own  thought.  He  is 
the  most  nerveless  of  all  our  English 
writers.  Although  a  man  of  an  ex- 
tremely bad  temper,  he  had  not  the 
slightest  power  of  satire.  No  sooner 
died  one  of  his  friends,  than  he  gave 
orders  for  a  comfortable  dinner — saw 
the  fire  well  fed,  and  then,  over  his 
pint  of  port  and  filberts,  he  passed  the 
evening  in  writing  an  elegy  or  epitaph 
on  the  deceased.  Nothing  could  occur 
of  the  least  notoriety  that  he  did  not 
forthwith  turn  into  verse ;  and  had 
London  been  destroyed  utterly  by  fire 
or  earthquake,  he  would  have  been  at 
his  octo-syllabics,  and  out  with  an  Epis- 
tle to  Lady  A.  before  putting  on  his 
night-cap  !  His  elegies,  epitaphs,  ama- 
tory verses,  letters,  comedies,  tragedies, 
and  epic  poems,  may  be  all  read  "  pro- 
raisky ;"  and  by  the  alteration  of  a  very 
few  words  here  and  there,  be  convert- 
ed into  each  other  sometimes  with  ma- 
nifest advantage.  There  is  a  charade 
somewhere  in  these  volumes,  which  we 
are  positive  we  once  read  on  a  tomb- 
stone in  a  country  church-yard. 

It  seems  as  if  Mr  Hayley  had  been 
careful  to  preserve  one  temperature  in 
his  library,  and  that  he  always  compo- 
sed in  a  state  of  much  bodily  comfort. 
His  mind  has  little  or  no  part  in  the 
philosophical  or  poetical  transactions  of 
the  day ;  and  at  the  close  of  the  poem, 
or  letter,  or  essay,  we  exclaim,  "  There 
writes  the  well-dressed  gentleman !" — 
It  could  not  well  have  been  otherwise. 
Had  there  been  any  wear  and  tear  of 
mind,  we  should  have  been  deprived  of 
Hayley  many  years  ago  ;  but  that  sys- 
tem of  continued  and  gentle  bodily  ex- 
ercise which  he  took  in  his  library, 
without  any  mental  labour  at  all,  no 
doubt  conduced  to  the  longevity  of  Mr 
Colburn's  annuitant.  However,  the 
most  judicious  rules  for  attaining  ex- 
treme old  age,  can  only  carry  a  man  a 
certain  length.  Even  Hayley  is  dead 
at  last;  and  a  prodigious  power  of  scrib- 
ble is  no  more. 

Mr  Hayley  favours  us  with  a  short 
account  of  "  his  birth  and  infancy." 
He  no  doubt  was  present  at  the  first, 
but  could  not  have  been  in  a  situation 
to  make  any  observations  that  might 
be  depended  upon.  Of  his  infancy,  he 
speaks  thus  :— "  He  happened  to  ar- 
rive in  the  world  WHEN  THE  CITY 

THAT    GAVE    HIM     BIRTH    Was    full    of 

terror  and  perturbation.    It  was  in  the 
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famous  year  45 — and  his  fatlrer  raised 
a  company  of  volunteers,  called  the 
Chichester  Blues." — Mrs  Hayley,  no 
way  alarmed  by  the  threats  of  a  French 
invasion  on  the  Sussex  coast,  refused 
to  be  taken  to  Portsmouth,  and  mag- 
nanimously produced  our  bantling  bard 
in  his  "  native  city."  Captain  H., 
however,  unwilling  to  destroy  the 
beauty  of  his  lady's  bosom,  which  we 
are  assured  he  greatly  admired,  enga- 
ged a  wet  nurse ;  but,  miserabile  diclu  ! 
"  by  a  fraud  not  uncommon  among  ve- 
nal nurses,  the  person  procured  on  this 
occasion  was  so  deficient  in  the  vital 
treasure  in  which  she  had  pretended  to 
abound,  that  her  charge  was  nearly 
starved  to  death  before  the  source  of 
his  decline  was  discovered."  The  anec- 
dote is  mentioned,  as  it  may  serve  to 
enforce  the  eloquent  admonitions  which 
Rousseau,  and  Mr  Roscoe,  in  translating 
the  Italian  poem  of  Tansillo,  have  given 
to  young  mothers ;  and  because  it  is  also 
remarkable,  "as  the  first  of  many  hair- 
breadth escapes  of  life  to  which  the  in- 
fant William  was  destined  in  his  mor- 
tal career." 

Captain  Hayley  caught  a  cold  on  a 
field-day,  which  settled  on  his  lungs, 
and  carried  him  off  prematurely  ;  and 
so  much  for  one  whom  our  bard  calls 
"  the  first  of  the  Hayleys."  His  ear- 
liest school  was  a  school  of  young  ladies 
in  Chichester  ;  and  "  he  often  related 
with  pleasure,  that  he  received  from 
the  youngest  of  the  three,  a  bright  sil- 
ver penny,  as  a  reward  of  reading  well ; 
and  it  is  a  singular  fact,  that,  in  his 
sixty-third  year,  he  had  the  pleasure 
of  presenting  to  this  lady,  still  conduct- 
ing the  school  with  cheerful  health  and 
perfect  faculties,  a  recent  edition  of  his 
Triumphs  of  Temper,  printed  at  Chi- 
chester, as  a  memorial  of  his  gratitude 
and  regard  towards  the  venerable 
teacher  of  his  infancy."  Soon  after- 
wards he  was  removed  to  an  academy 
at  Kingston,  where  he  had  nearly  kick- 
ed the  bucket,  and  escaped  with  a  shat- 
tered constitution,  and,  as  it  would 
seem,  a  debilitated  intellect.  He  re- 
covered, he  says,  from  both  ;  and  be- 
fore going  to  Eton,  had  a  private  tutor 
at  Teddington.  Here  "  a  philosophic 
divine  once  amused  him  with  a  sight  of 
Epsom  Races  through  his  telescope,  and 
once  displayed  to  him  the  circulation  of 
blood  in  a  frog."  At  twelve  years  of 
age  he  is  sent  to  Eton,  and  gets  such 
an  infernal  flogging,  that  lie  plans  "  an 
extensive  moral  and  satirical  poem,  in 
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several  cantos,  which  he  meant  to  en- 
title the  Expulsion  of  the  Rod."  — 
He  remained  at  Eton  five  years,  and 
acquired  the  knack  of  writing  Latin 
verses  indifferently  ;  and  produced  an 
Ode  on  the  Birth  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  which  was  inserted  in  the  Cam- 
bridge Collection,  and  also  in  the  Gen- 
tleman's Magazine.  So  much  for  the 
birth,  infancy,  and  boyhood,  of  Wil- 
liam Hayley,  Esq. 

He  now  entered  himself  of  Trinity- 
Hall,  Cambridge,  where  he  resided 
pretty  constantly  for  three  years.  '  '  In 
the  only  two  lecturers  in  Trinity-Hall, 
there  was  nothing  to  inspire  awe  or 
apprehension.  The  one  lectured  in 
civil  law,  and  the  other  in  Longinus." 
"As  the  Students  of  Trinity-Hall,  un- 
der the  plea  of  devoting  themselves  to 
the  civil  law,  are  exempted  from  the 
public  exercises  of  the  university,  and 
as  Hayley  left  college  without  taking 
any  degree,  he  never  appeared  as  a  dis- 
putant in  the  schools,  but  he  often  fre- 
quented them  as  a  favourite  amuse- 
ment; for  he  had  great  pleasure  in 
hearing  the  Latin  language  eloquently 
spoken  by  two  moderators  of  his  time, 
John  Jebb  and  Richard  Watson."  — 
And  so  finished  his  university  educa- 
tien. 

On  leaving  Cambridge,  he  goes  to 
live  with  his  mother  in  Great  Queen- 
street,  Lincoln'  s-Inn-Fields.  The 
house  "  had  the  advantage  of  a  few 
trees  in  the  little  area  behind  it,  which 
gave  to  the  windows  of  the  young  poet's 
library,  on  the  first  floor,  a  pleasing  ap- 
pearance of  verdure  and  retirement,  as 
the  house  was  lofty  and  commodious." 
He  then  makes  a  trip  to  Edinburgh, 
and  studies  fencing,  horsemanship,  and 
mathematics,  in  Auld  Reekie  ;  for  the 
Modern  Athens  was  at  that  time  but 
a  small  concern.  He  sees  Dr  Robert- 
son, Dr  Cullen,  Angelo,  the  Falls  of 
the  Clyde,  and  enjoys  the  humours  of 
a  Berwick  smack  —  And  of  Scotland 
that  is  all  he  remembers,  or  had  no- 
ticed, during  a  visit  of  several  months. 

We  had  forgot  to  mention,  that,  be- 
fore going  to  Cambridge,  the  "  Poet 
of  Sussex"  had  fallen  in  love  with  a 
pretty  girl  named  Fanny  Page.  They 
were  in  fact  betrothed,  and  we  were 
every  moment  expecting  a  wedding  — 
when,  all  of  a  sudden,  the  bardling 
takes  flight,  and  is  off  at  a  tangent.  A 
most  provoking  mystification  hangs 
over  this  affar.  To  be  sure  it  is  no 
business  of  ours  to  pry  into  the  loves 
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of  Mr  Hayley 's  youth ;  but  since  he 
chooses  to  be  communicative,  and  to 
make  the  public  his  confidante,  he  has 
no  right  to  stop  short,  sport  mum,  and 
baulk  a  curiosity  which  he  had  him- 
self excited  and  indulged.  There  is 
some  talk  about  anonymous  letters, 
and  it  is  hard  to  know  which  party 
was  jilted  ;  but  there  is  gross  indelica- 
cy in  saying  anything  about  the  mat- 
ter at  all ;  and  if  there  was  to  be  an 
account  of  it,  it  should  have  been  full 
and  particular.  If  Hayley,  at  the  age 
of  twenty-one,  was  frightened  out  of 
his  attachment  by  anonymous  letters, 
nothing  could  be  more  despicable — 
But  we  presume  his  passion  had  eva- 
porated in  verse. 

Meanwhile,  the  Poet  of  Sussex  very 
dexterously  transfers  his  affections 
from  sweet  Fanny  Page  to  sweeter 
Eliza  Ball,  who  had  been  the  confi- 
dante in  the  former  affair.  "  When 
Hayley  first  mentioned  this  new  idea 
to  his  mother,  the  tenderness  of  ma- 
ternal affection  caught  a  severe  alarm, 
concerning  the  deranged  parent  of  the 
hapless  but  lovely  Eliza.  ( You  know,' 
said  Mrs  H.  to  her  son,  '  that  this 
sweet  girl  is  almost  as  dear  to  me  as 
she  can  be  to  you,  for  I  have  loved  her 
and  her  parents  for  many  years  ;  but, 
my  dear  William,  before  you  resolve 
to  marry,  let  me  ask  you  one  question. 
You  know  the  mental  calamity  of  her 
poor  mother — what  should  you  think 
of  your  own  conduct,  if,  after  you  had 
made  this  delicate  and  charming  crea- 
ture your  wife,  you  should  ever  see  her 
sink  into  her  mother's  most  afflicting 
disorder?' — t  My  dear  madam,'  the 
fervent  lover  replied,  '  I  have  asked 
my  own  heart  the  very  question  you 
have  proposed  to  me  so  kindly  ;  and  I 
will  tell  you  its  immediate  answer.  In 
that  case,  I  shall  bless  my  God  for 
having  given  me  courage  sufficient  to 
make  myself  the  legal  guardian  of  the 
most  amiable  and  most  pitiable  woman 
on  earth.'  "It  will  be  seen  afterwards 
how  the  selfish  and  heartless  versifier 
adhered  to  his  virtuous  resolutions. 
"  He  speedily  escorted  her  to  the 
Deanery  at  Chichester,  where  they 
were  both  received  as  most  welcome 
guests ;  and  on  the  23d  October,  1769, 
the  lovers  were  married  in  the  Cathe- 
dral by  the  Bishop.  That  prelate,  Sir 
William  Ashburnham,  had  a  voice  and 
elocution  peculiarly  suited  to  sacred 
language.  The  poet  civilly  said  to  him, 
with  great  truth,  on  the  close  of  the 
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ceremony,  '  It  is  really  a  high  plea- 
sure, my  lord,  to  hear  any  part  of  the 
Prayer  Book  read  by  your  lordship.' 
To  which  compliment  he  oddly  an- 
swered, c  This  is  the  worst  service  in 
the  church/  He  meant  the  worst  for 
recital ;  but  his  conjugal  vexations  gave 
to  his  speech  all  the  poignancy  of  an 
ambiguous  expression." 

"  The  Poet"  goes  to  London  with 
his  young  wife,  and  "  determines  to 
apply  himself  chiefly  to  dramatic  com- 
position." Pie  waits  upon  Garrick  with 
a  tragedy,  entitled  the  "  Afflicted  Fa- 
ther;" and  an  amusing  enough  account 
isgivenofthemanager'seffortetogetrid 
of  the  trash.  "  The  manager  assumed  a 
face  in  which  politeness  vainly  endea- 
voured to  disguise  his  perplexity  ;  and, 
with  much  embarrassment,  he  said, 
f  Why,  faith,  I  have  not  been  able  to 
fix  a  day.  I  have  been  reconsidering 
the  tragedy — it  is  most  elegantly  writ- 
ten— it  is  a  charming  composition  to 
recite  to  a  small  circle — but  I  am  afraid 
it  is  not  calculated  for  stage  effect. 
However,  it  shall  certainly  be  played, 
if  you  desire  it.' — '  O  no !  by  no  means/ 
mildly  said  the  poet,  with  suppressed 
indignation  at  the  duplicity  of  the  ma- 
nager ;  '  I  shall  instantly  put  it  into 
my  pocket ;  and  I  am  very  sorry,  sir, 
that  it  has  given  you  so  much  trouble.' 
Garrick  burst  again  into  a  profusion  of 
new  civilities,  and  offers  of  the  kindest 
good  offices  upon  any  future  occasion. 
Mrs  Garrick  seemed  desirous  of  sooth- 
ing the  spirit  of  the  poet  by  personal 
flattery  ;  and  the  first  hopes  of  this  tra- 
gedy thus  ended  in  a  farce  of  adula- 
tion. It  was  a  bitter  disappointment 
to  lose  the  fair  prospect  of  seeing  a  fa- 
vourite drama  well  played;  but  the 
mortification  was  felt  much  more  se- 
verely by  the  wife  and  mother  of  the 
poet  than  by  himself.  During  the 
hubble-bubble  rejection  of  the  tragedy 
by  Garrick,  the  poet  had  felt  a  little 
like  Ariosto,  when  scolded  by  his  fa- 
ther, and  instead  of  lamenting  his  own 
defects,  he  was  struck  with  the  idea, 
what  a  fine  comic  scene  he  could  make 
of  the  important  personage  who  was 
giving  him  a  lecture.  Indeed,  a  dis- 
appointed poet,  with  his  deluded  and 
angry  friend,  and  a  shuffling  ma- 
nager, and  the  manager's  meddling 
wife,  afforded  ample  materials  for  a 
comedy.  But  although  the  laughable 
group  struck  the  fancy  of  Hayley  in 
that  point  of  view,  he  wrote  nothing 
on  the  occasion,  but  employed  his  vi- 
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vacity  in  soothing  and  cheering  the 
vexed  and  irritated  spirit  of  his  Eliza, 
whose  indignation  had  been  peculiarly 
excited  against  Mrs  Garrick,  as  the 
manager  had  incautiously  betrayed 
what  ought  to  have  been  a  secret  of  his 
wife,  and  was  weak  enough  to  say, 
that  she  thought  the  tragedy  not  pathe- 
tic. This  appeared  such  an  insult  a- 
gainst  the  talents  of  her  husband,  as 
the  feeling  Eliza  found  it  hardly  pos- 
sible to  forgive  ;  but  a  vexation  of  a 
more  serious  and  important  nature  soon 
occupied  the  thoughts,  and  most  grie- 
vously agitated  the  tender  nerves,  of 
that  most  pitiable  sufferer.  She  was 
overwhelmed  by  a  sudden  discovery, 
that  her  father,  though  in  good  health., 
had  ceased  to  be  Dean  of  Chichester  ! 
The  Dean  had  been  prevailed  upon  to 
resign  (rather  in  a  dishonest  way,  we 
think)  by  his  son-in-law ;  and  the  sur- 
prise wounded  the  too  vulnerable  Eliza 
so  deeply,  that  she  passed  the  three  first 
nights,  after  the  intelligence  had  reach- 
ed her,  in  tears,  incessant  tears  !  Her 
husband,  though  he  felt  also  much  in- 
dignation against  the  secrecy  of  the 
transaction,  endeavoured  to  tranquil- 
lize her  spirits ;  and  their  excellent 
friend  Mr  Steele  contributed  much  to 
this  desirable  effect,  by  some  kind,  ju- 
dicious, and  admirable  letters." — Soon 
after  the  worthy  ex- Dean  died,  and 
Hayley  returned  to  his  tragedies. 

The  "  Syrian  Queen,"  however,  met 
with  no  better  reception  from  Colman 
than  the  "  Afflicted  Father"  from  Gar- 
rick, and  the  Poet  of  Sussex  was  once 
more  on  a  bed  of  nettles.  "  Feeling 
some  degree  of  indignation  that  the 
doors  of  both  theatres  seemed  to  be 
shut  against  him,  and  persuaded  by 
his  own  sensations  that  he  had  a  con- 
siderable portion  of  poetic  fire  in  his 
mind,  he  resolved  to  display  it  in  a 
composition  not  subject  to  the  caprice 
of  managers,  yet  more  arduous  in  its 
execution — in  short,  he  intended  to 
begin  an  Epic  Poem."  He  intended 
that  his  Epic  should  be  "  a  national 
work ;"  and  his  passion  for  freedom 
led  him  to  choose  for  his  heroes  the 
Barons,  and  their  venerable  director 
the  Archbishop  Langton,  "  who,  by  a 
happy  union  of  valour  and  wisdom, 
established  the  great  charter."  But  he 
fell  through  his  Epic,  and  England  lost 
a  "  national  work,"  by  the  Poet  of 
Sussex.  He,  however,  presented  his 
country  with  a  poetical  Epistle  "  to 
the  mild  and  ekgant  Stanislaus,  King 
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of  Poland/'  and  an  "  Ode  to  befriend 
the  society  of  decayed  musicians."  The 
Ode,  we  are  told,  was  "  written  in  the 
little  farm  of  Dandelion,  near  Mar- 
gate, which  has  since  been  converted 
into  a  scene  of  public  entertainment." 

About  this  time,  he  made  one  of  a 
party  of  pleasure,  to  visit  the  ship  that 
had  carried  Cooke;  and  "  he  had 
found  a  bitter  easterly  wind  blowing 
full  on  his  face  ;  but  as  his  eyes  had 
ever  been  remarkably  strong,  and  had 
never  suffered  in  any  manner  from  long 
exertion  in  miniature  painting,  or  in 
nightly  reading,  he  was  not  aware  how 
doubly  they  might  suffer  from  that  in- 
sidious enemy  to  organs  so  delicate, 
the  east  wind  !"  We  accordingly  have 
several  pages  about  his  "  ocular  suf- 
ferings." In  the  vicinity  of  Lyme,  he 
meets  with  a  boy  of  some  distinction. 
"  The  youngest,  afterwards  the  great 
William  Pitt,  was  now  a  wonderful 
boy  of  14,  who  eclipsed  his  brother  in 
conversation,  and  endeared  himself 
not  a  little  to  the  Poet,  by  admiring  a 
favourite  horse  which  he  then  rode,  of 
singular  excellence,"&c.  "  Hayley  often 
reflected  on  the  singular  pleasure  he 
had  derived  from  his  young  acquaint- 
ance, regretting,  however,  that  his 
own  poetical  reserve  had  prevented  him 
imparting  to  the  wonderful  youth  the 
epic  poem  he  had  begun  on  the  liberty 
of  the  country." 

Hayley  now  quitted  London  for 
good  and  all,  and  settled  himself  at 
his  villa  at  Eastham.  His  mother 
died  about  this  time,  and  he  seized  the 
opportunity  of  constructing  two  epi- 
taphs, one  in  English  verse,  and  the 
other  in  Latin  prose.  For  a  year  or 
two  (or  to  1777-8)  he  visits  and  ver- 
sifies away  as  usual,  and  doctors  his 
eyes,  still  weak  and  inflamed.  He 
next  attempted  Harris  the  manager, 
but  he  too  rejected  the  offered  play  of 
the  "  Viceroy."  He  did  from  page  1  70 
to  page  209,  in  a  disturbed  and  fever- 
ish sleep  ;  but  we  think  he  informs  us 
that  he  wrote  an  Epistle  to  Howard, 
another  to  Gibbon,  Epistles  on  His- 
tory, and  the  Triumphs  of  Temper, 
by  the  end  of  the  year  1780. 

But  now  comes  matter  of  a  some- 
what graver  cast  ;  and  we  shall  let  Mr 
Hayley  speak  for  himself.  —  "  Perhaps 
no  man,  on  the  point  of  removing  from 
him  a  wife,  with  whom  he  felt  it  im- 
possible to  live,  ever  shewed  more  ten- 
der or  more  sincere  anxiety  to  promote 
her  ease,  comfort,  and  welfare,  to  the 
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utmost  of  his  power,  than  Hayley  ma- 
nifested in  conducting  all  this  painful 
business. 

"  What  he  felt,  and  what  his  coun- 
tenance proved  him  to  have  felt  on  the 
occasion,  maybe  conjectured  from  some 
striking  expressions  of  his  intellectual 
and  affectionate  valet,  Harry,  which 
shall  be  reserved  for  the  closing  words 
of  this  chapter. 

"  The  Poet,  after  receiving  his  Eli- 
za in  London,  and  remaining  there 
with  her  a  week,  escorted  her,  on  the 
27th  of  April,  to  the  house  of  their 
benevolent  friend,  Mrs  Beridge,  in 
Derby.  He  remained  in  that  town  a 
few  days,  to  provide  its  new  inhabit- 
ant with  a  residence  to  her  liking. — 
After  bidding  her  adieu  with  much 
tenderness  and  anguish  of  heart,  he 
threw  himself  into  a  post-chaise  with 
his  attendant  Harry,  who  exclaimed  to 
his  master,  as  soon  as  they  were  off 
the  stones :  '  I  thank  God,  sir,  you 
are  now  got  safe  out  of  that  town,  for 
I  have  for  many  hours  been  afraid, 
that  I  should  see  you  drop  down  dead 
in  the  midst  of  it.'  " 

Now,  what  have  we  to  do  with  Hay- 
ley's  domestic  concerns,  it  may  per- 
haps be  asked  by  some  consistent  ha- 
ter of  personality,  and  lover  of  the 
Edinburgh  Review — Nothing.  But 
then  he  has  thought  proper  to  inter- 
sperse, throughout  two  enormous  quar- 
to volumes,  ex-parte  statements  of 
what  ought  to  have  been  held  in  sa- 
cred and  inviolable  silence  for  ever- 
more. He  has  meanly,  basely,  and 
falsely  striven  to  build  up  for  himself 
a  reputation  for  the  finest  feeling  and 
most  thoughtful  humanity,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  most  shameful  violation 
of  natural  duties  to  the  injured  dead. 
The  poor  devil  keeps  incessantly  dri- 
velling and  blubbering  about  his  ' e  pi- 
tiable Eliza,"  with  whom  he  had  not 
the  love  and  the  virtue  to  live,  that  he 
might  sooth  her  sorrows  ;  and  does  all 
he  can  to  shew,  that  her  caprices  were 
such  as  not  only  to  justify  his  living 
apart  from  her,  but  to  demand  it ;  and 
that  for  her  sake  he  submitted  to  the 
painful  sacrifice.  But  the  heartless  hy- 
pocrite cants  confessed  in  every  page  ; 
and  every  man,  with  a  common  hu- 
man soul,  will  despise  the  impotent 
struggles  which  he  makes  to  libel  the 
character  of  his  dead  wife.  Several  of 
her  letters  are  published,  that  he  might 
have  an  opportunity  of  giving,  we 
think,  his  own  cold,  conceited,  episto- 
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lary  effusions  to  the  mother  of  his  be- 
loved child,  at  the  time  when  he  had 
shut  his  doors  against  her,  and  left  her 
a  prey  to  the  disturbing  thoughts  that 
too  often  agitated  her  keenly  affection- 
ate, and  most  disinterested  and  for- 
giving heart.  We  had  marked  for  quo- 
tation a  number  of  passages  fitted  to 
expose  the  wretched  creature,  but  they 
are  too  loathsomefor  the  present  Num- 
ber. And  pray,  what  right  had  Hay- 
ley  to  abandon  his  amiable  and  elegant 
wife  to  her  misfortunes,  whatever  was 
their  deplorable  kind  or  degree,  and  to 
trundle  maudlin  along  to  Cowper,  who 
was  afflicted  with  a  similar  visitation  ? 
He  had  no  right  to  whine  and  wail 
about  the  "  Bard  of  Olney,"  for  he  had 
other  sacred  duties  to  perform,  which 
he  wickedly  left  unperformed;  and 
there  is  no  want  of  charity  in  affirm- 
ing that  mere  vanity  and  egotism  drew 
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him  to  the  couch  of  Cowper.  He  did 
not  sit  there  as  a  Christian,  but  as  a  li- 
terary man ;  and  all  the  while  conti- 
nued slavering  forth  his  mawkish  ver- 
ses, till  he  seems  occasionally  to  have 
made  even  himself  sick.  The  truth  is, 
that  we  have  been  seized  with  such  a 
loathing  disgust  with  this  heartless, 
brainless  versifier,  that  we  must  stop 
short  with  this  very  imperfect  notice 
of  his  memorable  Memoirs ;  but  in  a 
month  or  two,  when  the  two  mill- 
stones are  sunk  into  the  dam  of  obli- 
vion, we  shall  probably  give  such  ex- 
tracts (accompanied  with  a  few  com- 
ments) as  will  justify  us  in  the  little 
we  have  said,  and  give  us  a  still  bet- 
ter opportunity  for  exposing  the  real 
worthlessness  of  this  pretender,  who 
certainly  will  henceforth  rank  at  the 
very  bottom  of  the  scale  of  English 
drivellers. 
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To  Thomas  Campbell,  Esq.  Editor  of  Colbunis  Conduit- Street  Magazine. 


DEAR  TOM, — It  is  now  about  twen- 
ty years  since  you  and  I  turned  into 
Johnny  Dowie's,  to  wash  the  dust  out 
of  our  throats  with  a  pint  of  Giles's 
ale,  if  I  remember  right,  though  per- 
haps it  might  have  been  with  a  crown 
bowl  of  punch.  You  were  then  a  young 
man  of  high  reputation — deservedly 
high,  for  you  had  published  the  Plea- 
sures of  Hope.  Your  fancied  schemes 
of  future  life  were  brilliant ;  and  no 
wonder.  Scott  had  scarcely  appeared 
in  our  literature  ;  Byron  was  a  boy  at 
Harrow  ;  Wordsworth  a  butt  of  deri- 
sion to  the  shallow  creatures  who  exer- 
cised the  art  critical  in  those  days ; 
Coleridge  was  dreaming  as  at  present ; 
Southey  had  not  published  his  great 
poems,  and  was  under  a  sort  of  cloud ; 
Darwin  was  gradually  getting  voted  a 
bore  of  the  first  magnitude ;  this  Ma- 
gazine was  among  the  things  uncrea- 
ted— nay,  I  may  say,  unhoped  for  or 
unconceived;  and,  positively,  you  were 
alone,  the  rising  star  of  our  poetical 
world.  We  freely  discussed  your  pros- 
pects. Though  at  that  date  Time  had 
not  thinned  my  flowing  hair,  as  he  has 
done  since,  and  be  hanged  to  him,  nor 
bent  me  in  his  iron  hand,  us  he  has 
vainly  attempted  to  do,  still  I  was  so 
much  your  senior  as  to  entitle  me  to 
give  advice  even  to  a  man  of  your  sur- 


prising talents.  Like  St  Paul  at  the 
feet  of  Gamaliel,  the  doctor  of  laws, 
you  listened  to  the  voice  of  my  instruc- 
tions, while  in  social  conversation  we 
sluiced  over  our  ivories  the  ever-to-be- 
honoured  extract  of  Sir  John  Barley- 
corn. With  a  mild  suavity,  I  pointed 
out  a  path  of  glory  to  you ;  and  the 
beaming  of  your  intelligent  eye,  and 
the  heartfelt  pressure  which  you  occa- 
sionally gave  my  hand,  shewed  that 
you  appreciated  my  intentions. 

We  have  never  met  since.  You  went 
to  London,  and  I  fixed  permanently 
in  Southside.  You  dwelt  in  the  throng 
and  bustle  of  men,  amid  the  inter- 
course of  wits  and  sages,  in  the  noise 
and  tumult  of  civilization — I,  in  the 
silent  hills,  in  the  heart  of  the  glories 
of  nature,  in  the  company  of  the  simple 
and  unrefined.  But  think  not  that  I 
was  lui  incurious  spectator  of  your 
progress.  I  rejoiced  in  the  estimation 
in  which  you  were  held.  I  shall  never 
be  ashamed  of  the  national  feeling 
which  makes  us  Scotchmen  proud  of 
one  another's  success  throughout  the 
world,  and  ready  to  promote  it.  It  is 
a  higher  feather  in  our  cap  than  the 
grand  name  of  "  the  nation  of  gen- 
tlemen," or  "  the  modern  Athens," 
or  "  the  dwellers  under  the  pillars  of 
the  Parthenon."  You  did  not,  indeed, 
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do  as  much  as  I  expected  ;  but  what 
you  did  was  of  the  first  order.  I  for- 
gave the  un-nationality  of  the  spirit 
which  directed  your  choice  of  such 
subjects  for  your  elegant  muse  as 
"  Gertrude  of  Wyoming,"  and  the 
"  Exile  of  Erin/'  because  I  knew  you 
were  a  Whig,  and  compelled,  ex-officio, 
to  chaunt  the  praises  of  rebellion,  suc- 
cessful or  unsuccessful,  "  all  over  the 
world ;"  particularly  when,  as  in  the 
Irish  case,  it  is  marked  with  unmiti- 
gated ferocity  of  murder  and  conflagra- 
tion. I  forgave  it,  I  say,  for  the  sake 
of  "  the  Mariners  of  England/'  "  the 
Battle  of  the  Baltic/'  and  "  Our  Coun- 
trymen in  Flanders."  It  would  be  ab- 
surd were  I  at  this  time  of  day  to  com- 
pliment you  on  "  Lochiel,"  and  "  O'Con- 
nor's Child,"  when  every  body  has  them 
by  heart.  I  own  I  did  not  like  to  see 
you  at  task- work  for  the  booksellers  ; 
but  I  remembered  that  those  who  li- 
ved to  please,  should  please  to  live. 
Above  all,  I  did  not  approve  of  your 
new  connection  with  Colburn's  Maga- 
zine. There  is  something  nasty  and 
plagiary  in  the  very  name ;  and,  little 
as  I  value  Sir  Pythagoras,  I  sympa- 
thized with  his  indignation  against 
this  robbery  of  his  title.  I  was  sorry, 
besides,  to  see  you  put  yourself  at  the 
head  of  such  capons  as  cackle  for  that 
periodical — making  yourself  Bashaw 
of  a  band  of  Balaamites,  Commander- 
in-Chief  of  a  Company  of  crestless 
Cockatoos.  (There,  by  the  by,  is  a  fine 
specimen  of  apt  alliteration's  artful 
aid.)  But  that  is  your  look-out,  not 
mine ;  I  hope  you  find  your  account 
in  it. 

It  is  concerning  a  passage  in  your 
Magazine  for  September  that  I  am 
now  addressing  you.  Let  me  again 
revert  to  the  last  evening  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  meeting  you  at  Johnny 
Bowie's.  You  may  remember  we  had 
been  sitting  in  one  of  the  tiniest  of 
the  tiny  cribs  of  that  celebrated  man, 
who  is  now  gathered  to  his  fathers, 
employed  as  I  have  already  mentioned. 
Why  do  I  dwell  on  such  trifles  ?  Sim- 
ply because  I  never  have  thought  of 
that  evening  without  pleasure.  On 
leaving  the  house,  the  morning-sun 
was  illuminating  the  lofty  tenements 
of  the  old  town.  *'  Good  night,"  said 
I,  "  Thomas,  or  rather,  good  morn- 
ing. God  bless  you  through  life,  and 
make  you  an  honour  to  the  land  of 
your  birth.  You  are,  I  perceive,  Tho- 
mas, a  Whig— endeavour,  notwith- 
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standing,  to  be  an  honest  man.  Be,  if 
possible,  a  gentleman.  I  know  that  it 
is  a  hard  task  I  am  imposing ;  but  do, 
Thomas,  Whig  as  you  are,  try  to  be  a 
gentleman  throughout  life."  To  do 
you  justice,  you  have  kept  to  my  ad- 
vice, and  are,  I  am  happy  to  say,  a 
gentleman  in  all  members  absolute, 
"  in  entrails,  heart,  and  head,  liver  and 
reins."  On  you  Whiggery  has  not 
wrought  all  its  usual  effect.  There  are 
some  constitutions  which  resist  the 
most  mortal  poisons ;  and  as  I  know 
that  there  have  been  bibbers  of  lau- 
danum, and  swallowers  of  corrosive 
sublimate,  so  I  can  admit  that  in  some 
rare  instances  I  have  heard  of  Whigs 
being  gentlemen,  and  am  happy  to  say, 
for  old  acquaintance'  sake,  that  you  are 
one  of  that  infinitisimally  small  body. 
If  I  did  not  think  you  were,  I  should 
not  waste  this  pretty  sheet  of  foolscap 
upon  you. 

Such  a  tribute,  however,  I  cannot 
pay  to  your  employes.  Some  of  them 
are  merely  asses ;  but  others  have  not 
even  that  excuse.  Let  me  ask  you,  Mr 
Thomas  Campbell,  why  you  permit 
Mr  William  Hazlitt,  the  modern  Pyg- 
malion, to  fill  your  pages  with  gross, 
scurrilous,  and  low-lived  abuse  of  peo- 
ple, whom  such  a  man  should  not  be 
permitted  to  name.  Jeffrey,  we  all 
know,  he  called  "  the  Prince  of  Critics, 
and  the  King  of  Men  j"  and  Agamem- 
non the  Second  was  so  tickled  by  the 
compliment,  so  bamboozled  by  the 
blarney,  that,  without  farther  inquiry, 
he  let  him  loose  in  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view, in  an  article  which,  I  flatter  my- 
self, I  utterly  demolished  in  my  last 
letter  to  North.  But  I  do  not  remem- 
ber that  you  have  been  daubed  over  by 
the  dirty  butter  of  his  applause,  so  that 
you  cannot  make  even  that  miserable 
apology.  Were  I  speaking  merely  as  a 
Magaziner,  as  a  friend  to  my  dear 
friend  Christopher,  I  should  rejoice  in 
your  infatuation,  in  the  injury  inflict- 
ed on  a  rival  establishment ;  but  both 
Kit  and  I  are  above  that  feeling.  You 
may  be  sure  it  would  please  us  more 
to  hear  of  what  would  redound  to  your 
honour  and  advantage,  than  what  could 
lower  you,  or  anything  with  which 
you  have  thought  proper  to  connect 
yourself,  in  the  estimation  of  the  pub- 
lic. That  Hazlitt's  being  even  suspect- 
ed of  writing  in  your  pay  must  do  this, 
is  too  clear,  too  axiomatic,  for  me  to 
say  a  word  on  the  subject.  But  that 
you  should  hire  him  to  vent  personal 
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abuse  on  men  of  genius,  is  going  too 
far ;  and,  as  a  friend,  I  must  shortly 
expostulate  with  you  on  the  subject. 

You  have,  no  doubt,  heard  people 
sometimes  complain  of  what  it  pleases 
them  to  call  the  scurrilities  of  Kit's 
Magazine.  You  have  seen  Jeffrey, 
afraid  to  say  it,  keep  hinting  at  the  ac- 
cusation. You  have  read  the  lamenta- 
tions of  this  very  Hazlitt  about  it ;  and 
if  you  take  up  the  Liberal,  which  of 
course  you  do  professionally,  you  will 
hear  the  vermin  yelping  to  the  same 
tune.  Now,  all  the  fraternity  know  that 
they  are  lying.  We  might  be  as  scur- 
rilous as  a  Billingsgate  basket- women, 
or  as  "  legal  Brougham,  the  moral 
chimney-sweeper,"  (as  Byron  calls 
him,)  had  we  been  Whigs,  without  ex- 
citing reprehension,  or,  had  we  been 
stupid  Tories,  without  being  clamour- 
ed against.  But  Tories  we  are,  and, 
still  worse,  clever  Tories  ;  and,  worst 
of  all,  Tories  employed  in  demolishing 
Whiggery.  Hinc  ilia;  lacrymce — hence 
the  squeaking  of  the  base  creatures 
crouching  under  us.  Any  lie  that  could 
tend  to  annoy  us,  was  a  fair  weapon  ; 
and  the  best  they  could  think  of,  was 
this  charge  of  personal  scurrility.  We 
beg  leave  to  deny  it ;  but  suppose  it  for 
a  moment  true,  will  you,  Mr  Thomas, 
have  the  goodness  to  find  anything  in 
our  pages  which  can,  in  personality, 
compare  with  this  character  of  Mr  Fu- 
seli,  which  you  have  printed,  Mr  Tho- 
mas, and  which  you  have  paid  for. 
The  vermin  who  wrote  it,  has,  it  ap- 
pears, suffered  some  slight  from  that 
great  man,  and  accordingly  we  are  told, 
that 

"  His  (Fuseli's)  ideas  arc  gnarled,  hard, 
and  distorted  like — HIS  FEATURES;  his 
theories,  stalking  and  straddle-legged  like 
—His  GAIT  ;  his  projects,  aspiring  and 
gigantic  like — HIS  GESTURES;  his  per- 
formance, uncouth  and  dwarfish  like — HIS 
PERSON.  His  pictures  are  also  like  him- 
self, WITH  EYEBALLS  OF  STONE  STUCK 
IN  RIMS  OF  TIN,  AND  3IUSCLES  TWIST- 
ED TOGETHER  LIKE  ROPES  OR  WIRES." 

—New  Monthly  Magazine^o.  XXXIII. 
p.  214. 

Yes,  Mr  Campbell,  that  is  the  lan- 

rgeyou  have  used  towards  MrFuse- 
I  say  you  have  used,  for  the  fellow 
who  wrote  it  is  below  even  contempt. 
Fuseli  would  be  degraded  if  he  horse- 
whipped him  ;  he  might  order  his  foot- 
man to  kick  him,  perhaps,  but  he  would 
in  that  case  owe  an  apology  to  the 
flunky  for  employing  him  in  such  dirty 
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work.  I  say  it  is  to  you  he  is  to  look 
for  redress  for  this  brutal  attack,  which 
is  about  the  vilest  thing  I  have  seen 
for  a  long  time,  even  among  the  vile- 
nesses  of  Whiggery.  What,  sir  !  do 
you  think,  that  because  Mr  Fuseli  is 
a  great  painter,  you  are  to  take  inde- 
cent liberties  with  his  person  ?  Do 
you  think  yourself  entitled  to  abuse  the 
outward  configuration  given  him  by 
his  Creator,  which  neither  you  nor  he 
could  alter  ?  Do  you  think  it  just  and 
gentlemanlike  criticism  on  his  works 
to  fling  ribald  jests  on  his  features,  his 
gait,  his  gestures,  his  person,  his  eye- 
balls, and  his  muscles  ?  If  you  do,  Mr 
Campbell,  you  are  sadly  altered  for 
the  worse.  Misery,  they  say,  brings 
a  man  in  contact  with  strange  bed- 
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author  of  the  "  Pleasures  of  Hope,"  of 
"Gertrude,"  of  "O'Connor's  Child," 
of  the  "  Mariners  of  England,"  would 
be  guilty  of  such  filth,  I  am  pretty 
sure  the  answer  would  be  to  pull  him 
by  the  nose.  What  the  motive  of  the 
fellow,  whose  pen  traced  the  words, 
was,  I,  of  course,  cannot  tell — perhaps 
Fuseli  discharged  him  from  the  situa- 
tion of  colour-grinder,  a  post  to  which 
he  might  aspire  through  vanity  ;  but, 
that  you,  Mr  Campbell,  should,  in  cold 
blood,  have  sent  such  a  piece  of  offal 
to  the  press,  does  both  astonish  and 
grieve  me.  I  hope  we  shall  have  an 
ample  apology  to  Fuseli  in  your  next 
Number  ;  if  we  have  not,  I  shall  only 
conclude,  that  he  despises  the  quarter 
from  which  the  attack  has  come — and 
just  think  of  that !  Fuseli  the  painter, 
despising  Campbell  the  poet ! 

You  may,  perhaps,  remember  what 
an  outcry  was  raised  here,  in  Edin- 
burgh, I  mean,  against  Hogg's  incom- 
parable jeu-d' esprit,  the  Chaldee  MS. 
Even  yet  the  things  about  the  Scots- 
man keep  carping  at  it.  There  was 
some  cant  mixed  up  with  the  cry,  such 
as  "  insult  offered  to  scriptural  lan- 
guage," "  parody  on  Ezekiel,"  &c. ; 
but  that,  you  know,  was  not  the  real 
ground  of  offence.  It  was  complained 
that  it  was  personal,  and  reflected  on 
bodily  defect  or  misfortune.  A  long 
time  after  it  was  published,  this  com- 
plaint was  renewed  with  all  the  bit- 
terness of  envious  hate,  by  an  infatua- 
ted editor  of  a  Magazine,  in  that  bru- 
tal series  of  attacks  on  us  which  pro- 
duced such  lamentable  results. 
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Now,  if  a  verse  or  two  of  this  Ma- 
nuscript did  transgress  in  this  sort, 
much  may  be  said  in  its  excuse,  for 
the  people  who  gathered  ahout  Con- 
stable's periodical,  were  so  utterly  ob- 
scure, poor  gazetteers,  and  other  such 
third-rate  Grub-Street  folk,  that  there 
was  no  way  of  describing  them  with- 
out alluding  to  their  appearance.  They 
had  done  nothing  by  which  they  could 
be  known — they  were  merely  good-for- 
nothing  hacks,  whe  had  banded  them- 
selves together  to  put  down,  in  obedi- 
ence to  their  employers'  tradesmen- 
like  views,  a  rival  magazine.  How 
then  could  Hogg  avoid  describing  their 
persons,  if  he  thought  fit  to  mention 
them  at  all  ?  The  Chaldee  was,  more- 
over, meant  for  anything  rather  than 
for  malignity,  and,  as  the  Shepherd 
says  in  his  Life,  all  that  was  looked  for 
was  a  retort  courteous  or  uncourteous, 
of  the  same  kind.  It  was,  in  fact,  a 
mere  local  joke  ;  and  if  it  be  read  or 
relished  beyond  Newington  or  Stock- 
bridge,  it  is  only  on  account  of  its  in- 
ternal humour  and  merit,  just  as  we 
now  read,  with  all  the  freshness  of  the 
original  fun — Dean  Swift's  papers  on 
Partridge,Curl,Norris,and  fifty  others, 
of  whom  we  know  little,  and  care  less. 
But  take  the  very  worst  verses  of  it, 
and  compare  them  with  this  attack  on 
the  person  of  a  man  of  fervid  and  ori- 
ginal genius,  a  foreigner  too,  who  has 
domiciled  among  us,  and  you  will  be 
ashamed  of  yourself  if  you  ever  con- 
descended to  join  in  the  clamour  of 
your  Whig  associates  against  the  scur- 
rilities of  this  Magazine. 

We  were  also  most  roundly  rated 
because  Z.  or  Ochlenschlaeger,  or  some 
other  of  our  friends,  cracked  a  joke  on 
this  scribe  of  yours,  Hazlitt,  for  being 
"  pimpled."  None  of  us  knows  any- 
thing of  his  personal  appearance— Jiow 
could  we  ? — But  what  designation 
could  be  more  apt  to  mark  the  scurvy, 
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verrucose,  uneven,  foully-heated,  dig- 
ordered,  and  repulsive  style  of  the 
man  ?  He  interpreted  us  au  pied  du 
lettre,  and  took  much  pains  to  convict 
us  of  slander.  For  anything  I  know 
to  the  contrary,  he  got  a  horse-collar, 
and  took  his  stand  at  Smithfield,  to 
grin  through  it,  and  exclaim  to  the 
drovers,  "  O  ye  judges  of  sound  flesh! 
bear  witness  that  I  am  unpimpled,  and 
Blackwood's  Magazine  is  a  scurrilous 
publication."  He  certainly  did  things 
almost  as  absurd.  But  suppose  it  was 
meant  in  its  most  offensive  significa- 
tion, will  you  accuse  us  of  personality, 
and  then  permit  your  own  pages  to  be 
the  vehicles  of  abuse  against  a  man  so 
infinitely  the  superior  of  the  vermin 
we  worried — to  call  him  distorted  in 
feature,  straddle-legged  in  gait,  gi- 
gantic in  gesture,  dwarfish  in  person, 
hideous  in  eyeballs,  and  furnished 
with  rope- twisted  muscles?  For  shame, 
Thomas,  for  shame !  If  you  do,  whe- 
ther you  have  won  gold  by  your  con- 
nection with  Henry  Colburn  or  not,  it 
will  be  evident  you  have  improved  in 
brass. 

I  am,  Dear  Tom, 

Yours,  however,  for  auld  langsyne, 
TIMOTHY  TICKLER. 

Southside,  Sept.  9,  1823. 

P.  S. — You  let  the  Cockneys  invade 
Conduit-Street  by  far  too  much.  Why 
the  deuce,  Tom,  did  you  tolerate  the 
fellow  who  wrote, 

"  Oh  !  there  are  moments  dear  and  bright, 
When  love's  delicious  spring  is  dawning^ 

Soft  as  the  ray  of  quivering  light, 

That  wakes  the  early  spring  of  morn', 
ing!" 

Doming,  forsooth  !  Hip !  Cockney ! 
Hip !  He  did  well  to  sign  his  name 
M.  A. ;  for  the  letters  are  most  conve- 
niently interpreted,  Marvellous  Ass. 


.  Postscript  by  ODokerty. 

DEAR  TOM,  I  have  just  stepped  across  the  hills  into  Tickler's  cabin,  and 
take  the  liberty  of  thrusting  this  slip  into  my  friend  Tim's  epistle,  merely  to 
say  that  you  ought  to  send  Dominie  Small-text  back  again  to  Coventry.  It  would 
be  a  good  ridding  of  him.  He  has  no  more  head  than  Cyrus  the  Elder.  Talk- 
ing of  the  miracles  of  my  wise  father-land,  he  takes  occasion  to  blame  both 
parties  there  for  superstition.  The  Catholics,  he  says,  are  believing  in  Hum- 
bugger  Hohenlohe's  letting  a  young  wench's  clapper  loose,  while  the  Orange- 
men arc  equally  asinine  in  crediting  the  fact,  that  an  orange  lily  suddenly  bud- 
ded forth  while  the  Glorious,  Pious,  and  Immortal  Memory  was  giving.  Now, 
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in  the  first  place,  no  Catholic  of  common  sense  refuses  to  laugh  at  the  priestly 
manoeuvre,  which  is  only  believed  in  by  people  whose  cast  of  intellect  is  the 
same  as  that  of  the  votaries  of  Joanna  Southcote — and  the  Orangeman  mira- 
cle is  nothing  more  or  less  than  a  bam  devised  by  myself  as  a  set-off  against 
High  and  Low.  I  put  it  in  the  Evening  Mail,  to  tickle  the  fancy  of  the  July- 
the-firsters,  and  if  it  was  swallowed  as  a  miracle  by  anybody  with  less  brick- 
dust  in  his  head  than  this  Persian  Magus  of  yours,  may  I  be  hacked  up  into 
minced  meat  for  a  luncheon  for  Barry  Cornwall.  I  am, 
DEAR  TOM, 

•  Yours  ever, 
Southside,  Tuesday.  MORGAN  ODOHERTY. 


LETTERS  OF  TIMOTHY  TICKLER,  ESQ.    TO    EMINENT  LITERARY  CHARACTERS, 

No.  X. 
TO  Christopher  North,  Esq. 

ON  CAMPBELL,  COBliETT,  &C.  &C.  &C. 


DEAR  NORTH, 

I  AM  exceedingly  obliged  by  your 
attention  in  sending  me  so  many  new 
books  to  look  at.  At  this  time  of  the 
year,  anything  new  is  precious,  and 
my  only  difficulty  is,  how  I  am  to 
make  any  fitting  return  for  the  plea- 
sure your  kindness  has  afforded  me. 
During  the  winter  months  I  don't 
care  if  I  never  see  a  single  Periodical 
but  your  own  and  the  Quarterly, 
which  I  certainly  can  at  no  time  do 
without — but  now  the  case  is  altered, 
quoth  Plowden.  I  come  in  quite  fag- 
ged from  the  fields  ;  for,  like  my  wor- 
thy coeval  the  Chancellor,*  I  take  my 
gun  regularly  as  the  clock  strikes  nine 
every  morning,  and  seldom  come  home 
again  until  it  is  just  time  for  dressing. 
On  go  the  long  white  lamb's-wool 
stockings  and  the  nankeen  breeches — 
the  buff  waistcoat,  and  uniform  coat 
of  the  Ambrosian — for  even  here  I 
disdain  to  dine  without  sporting  your 
claret-colour  and  the  George  Buchan- 
an button.  On  go,  I  say,  these  ele- 
gant paraphernalia ;  and  down  goes 
the  hotch-potch.  The  hotch-potch  is 


followed  by  a  single  bumper  of  that  old 
sherry  you  remember  admiring  so 
much  last  time  you  did  me  the  ho- 
nour of  passing  a  week  here — but  I 
shan't  describe  the  dinner,  though,  as 
you  once  remarked,  even  if  I  were 
writing  a  Tragedy,  I  could  scarcely 
avoid  something  of  the  sort.  Suppose 
it  finished — suppose  my  old  man  to 
have  uncorked  the  long  necker,  and 
said,  like  our  fat  friend,  "  There  !" 
"  with  an  air !"  The  log  is  poked — 
your  parcel  is  produced — and  I  am 
happy  for  the  evening. 

Your  last  Number  was  a  super-ex- 
cellent one — by  far  the  best  you  have 
had  for  some  months.  It  must  have 
cut  out  its  rivals  of  "  the  first  of  the 
new  moon"  without  difficulty — and 
yet,  since  I  have  seen  them,  my  good 
fellow,  I  must  say,  they  almost  all  of 
them  contained  some  extremely  good 
articles.  The  London  was,  1  think, 
better,  on  the  whole,  than  the  New 
Monthly — although  that  last  may  well 
be  proud  of  Campbell's  fine  verses. 
"  The  last  man" — by  far  the  best  spe- 
cimen of  his  muse  since  the  Farewell 


*  "  The  Lord  Chancellor  possesses  strength  and  activity  equal  to  any  man  of  his 
ago.  His  Lordship  is  in  his  seventy-fourth  year.  During  his  residence  at  En- 
combe,  his  seat  in  Dorsetshire,  his  Lordship  breakfasts  regularly  at  eight,  and  goes 
shooting  (as  soon  as  the  season  commences)  at  nine — a  sport  to  which  his  Lord- 
ship is  much  attached,  and  is  allowed  to  be  as  good  a  shot  as  any  nobleman  or  gen- 
tleman in  the  country.  His  Lordship  walks  over  so  much  ground  in  the  course  of 
the  day,  that  his  gamekeeper  is  frequently  knocked  up." — Morning 
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to  Kemble — but  inferior  certainly  to 
that.*  Horace  Smith  is  a  very  plea- 
sant contributor  to  the  New  Monthly, 
and  his  brother  James  too,  albeit  a  fat 
man,  is  a  witi-y.  They  both  shine  in 
a  certain  light  and  airy,  though  far 
from  unaffected  or  natural  vein  of 
song-writing.  Campbell  should  get 
shot  of  Pygmalion.  His  Table-talk 
about  "  the  old  artists"  is  excessively 
worthy  of  him,  and  unworthy  of  Tom. 
What  business  has  he  to  make  Col- 
bourn  or  Campbell,  no  matter  which, 
pay  him  over  again  for  whole  pages 
clipped  out  of  his  own  former  publica- 
tions ?  The  whole  of  the  account  of 
the  late  Mr  Cosway  was  printed  by 
Hazlitt  in  the  very  same  words,  long 
ago — whether  in  a  volume  or  a  periodi- 
cal, I  cannot  exactly  charge  my  memo- 
ry. And  what  business  has  a  man  like 
Campbell  to  allow  paragraphs  about 
Mrs  Cosway,  to  appear  in  his  book — 
even  if  they  had  not  appeared  before? 
The  whole  affair  is  most  grossly  inde- 
licate— The  feverish  dread  of  person- 
alities, which  had  hitherto  graced,  or 
disgraced,  Tom's  Magazine,  has  in- 
deed deserted  him  this  Number  with 
a  vengeance.  His  description  of  that 
charlatan  Irving,  is  as  bad  as  John 
Bull's;  and  then  to  see  how  Fuseli  is 
shewn  up  !t  I  detest  these  "  flickering 
jests  on  personal  defects."  A  friend 
of  mine  wrote  me  t'other  day,  that  he 
had  seen  "  Billy  Hazlitt  and  -Count 
Tims  at  Fonthill,  busy  writing  puffs 
for  Harry  Phillips  of  Bond  Street."  I 
take  it  for  granted  the  most  asinine 
account  of  Winchester  is  another  re- 
sult of  this  not  new  excursus  of  the 
most  noble  "  Victoire  Vicomte  de  So- 


The  London  is,  as  I  said,  better. 
The  Sea  Roamer  is  very  well  in  its 
way ;  the  Essay  on  Walking  Stewart 
by  De  Quincey  still  more  to  my  taste 
— but  what  pleased  me  best  of  all,  was 
to  see  De  Q.  writing  himself  "  a  late 
opium-eater."  He  ought  to  take  to 
his  pipe,  as  indeed  I  have  often  told 
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both  him  and  Coleridge  in  the  good 
old  time.  I  was  sorry  to  see  my  friend 
Lamb  defending  Sir  Philip  Sydney 
against  Southampton  Row  ;  Lamb  is 
a  fine  creature,  but  he  should  look  to 
himself.  By  the  way,  Mullion  says 
the  Cockneys  have  lately  been  abusing 
you  for  your  treatment  of  Lamb. 
Good  Heavens  !  what  does  this  fatui- 
ty mean  ?  You  never  said  one  syllable 
against  him  since  he  was  born;  on 
the  contrary,  it  was  you,  you  only, 
who  first  rendered  his  existence  known 
beyond  the  limits  of  Cockaigne.  Your 
treatment  of  him,  forsooth  !  If  they 
had  talked  of  the  Edinburgh  Re  view's 
treatment  of  him,  there  had  been 
some  meaning  in  it.  Jeffrey  quizzed 
his  "  John  Woodville,"  and  said  it 
was  the  "  washiest  of  all  the  washi- 
nesses of  the  Lake  School."  Jeffrey 
said  Lamb  was  a  mere  bleater,  and  I 
know  not  how  many  contumelies  be- 
sides. You,  in  your  inimitable  "  Hour's 
Tete-a-tete,"shewed  and  proved ' 'John 
Woodville"  to  be  a  noble,  though  an 
imperfect  work  of  genius;  and  now 
mark  the  changes  of  the  world :  we 
have  Jeffrey  suffering  Hazlitt  to  puff 
Elia — an  excellent  thing  assuredly,  but 
no  more  equal  to  the  John  Woodville, 
than  that  is  equal  to  the  "  Tete-a- 
tete" — as  something  quite  divine — 
merely  because  it  appeared  partly  in 
a  Magazine  for  which  H.  himself 
writes,  and  the  mention  of  it  gave 
the  ex-dauber  an  opportunity  of  in- 
troducing some  balaam  about  his  own 
doxies — no,  not  his  doxies,  but  his 
"  paradoxes."  Lamb,  in  fact,  owes 
his  respectable  existence  entirely  to 
you — But  whither  am  I  wandering  ? 
The  Edinburgh  Review,  as  we  all 
know,  praises  neither  a  Lamb  nor  a 
Hog,  nor  any  other  musical  animal, 
until  it  has  got  an  answer  to  the  great 
question, 

(<  CUJUM  pecus  ?" 
The  Annals  of  Sporting  turn  out,  as 
usual,  an  amusing  Number.  I  am  on- 
ly sorry  to  see  the  amiable  Editor  left 


*  Yes.  We  should  like  to  see  any  poet  produce  many  things  equal  to 
"  Fair  as  some  classic  dome, 
Robust  and  richly  graced, 
Your  Kemble's  bosom  was  the  home 
Of  Genius  and  of  Taste — 
Taste,  like  the  silent  dial's  power, 
That,  when  supernal  light  is  given, 
Can  measure  Inspiration's  hour, 
And  tell  its  height  in  Heaven."  [C.  N.] 

^  f  I  have  such  a  regard  for  my  old  friend  Tom,  that  I  have  addressed  a  letter  to 
him  on  this  subject,  and  I  send  you  a  copy  of  it.—  T.  T. 
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to  himself  so  far  as  to  introduce  songs 
now  and  then.  His  songs  are  really 
miserable — I  am  sure  the  best  of  them 
would  have  no  chance  to  be  heard  to 
an  end,  even  at  the  Castle- tavern, 
"  amang  the  wee  sma'  hours  ayont 
the  twall."  A  man  of  so  much  gump- 
tion as  this  Editor,  should  know  and 
feel  where  he  is  strong.  Tip  him  a 
hint  that  you  have  given  up  leaping- 
matches  since  the  RHEUMATIZ.  Send 
him  a  copy  of  Hunt's  Choice — By  the 
way,  you  forgot,  surely,  when  inditing 
your  very  tragical  lecture  on  that  pro- 
duct of  Cockneydom,  that  Leigh  Hunt, 
in  one  of  his  Literary  Pocket  Books, 
mentions  fox-hunting  among  the  "  di- 
versions for  JUNE  !  ! !"  This  is  the 
chap  that  is  now  for  "  hunting  the  fox, 
but  not  much,  lest  he  should  fall  P— 
"  Good,  very  good." 

So  the  Liberal,  No.  IV.,  is  the  Li- 
beral, No.  Last !  Ne  doubt  your 
London  correspondents  will  give  you 
the  lights  and  shadows  of  the  trans- 
action from  which  this  great  event 
proceeds.  I  foresaw  from  the  beginning 
that  the  alliance  could  not  hold  long 
— and  as  for  the  Morning  Chronicle's 
story  about  Lord  Byron's  having 
"  used  his  coadjutors  ILL,"  &c.  &c. 
I  believe  in  that  as  much  as  I  always 
did  in  the  liberality  and  decorum  of 
Pirie's  progeny.  Lord  Byron  is  well 
known  to  have  his  faults,  but  I  never 
heard  it  hinted  until  now,  that  stin- 
giness was  among  their  number.  No 
doubt,  he  was  soon  disgusted  with 
such  a  pack — of  course  he  was,  and 
he  sent  them  to  the  right-about  when 
it  so  pleased  him.  Why  not  ? 

The  fact  is,  that  ' '  the  Liberal"  did 
not  sell  at  all — the  Hunts  went  on  al- 
ways hoping  that  Lord  B.'s  name  might 
get  up  again,  and  things  mend — but  it 
went  down — down — -down  ;  and  the 
moment  the  blow-up  with  him  took 
place,  they  saw  there  was  no  hope. 
All  is  up  now ;  all  the  fine  dreams  of 
floating  are  over.  They  are  gone,  clean 
gone ;  I  could  joke,  but  the  situation  of 
these  fellows  is  really  almost  too  sore 
to  be  a  fit  subject  of  jocular  reflection. 
Their  hum,  to  be  sure,  is  awfully  sub- 
dued. They  remind  me  of  a  mutch- 
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kin  of  wasps  in  a  bottle,  all  sticking 
to  each  other— heads  and  tails — rumps 
glued  with  treacle  and  vinegar,  wax 
and  pus — helpless,  hopeless,  stingless, 
wingless,  springless — utterly  abandon- 
ed of  air — choked  and  choking — mu- 
tually entangling  and  entangled — and 
mutually  disgusting  and  disgusted — 
the  last  blistering  ferment  of  incarnate 
filth  working  itself  into  one  mass  of 
oblivion  in  one  bruised  and  battered 
sprawl  of  swipes  and  venom. 

Hah !  am  I  come  to  thee  at  last  ? 
Well,  and,  come  to  thee  when  I  will, 
the  sight  of  thy  fist  does  me  good ! 
thou  twenty  times  turn-coat — thou 
most  wavering  of  weathercocks — thou 
boldest  of  bullies — -thou  rudest  of  raga- 
muffins—*-thou  most  downright  of  dou- 
ble-dealers— thou  hero  of  humbug — 
thou  prince  of  libellers,  and  King  of 
Kensington— I  love  thee  still — thou 
dear  diabolical  deceiver — I  cling  to  thee 
still — thou  art  still  COBBETT  !  Sem- 
per idem  !  ET  Cobbett,  ET  Diabolus  ! 
To  speak  rationally — I  am  one  of 
the  few,  the  very  few  people,  who  ne- 
ver put  the  least  faith  in  Cobbett,  and 
never  ceased  to  be  a  reader  of  his  wri- 
tings. Of  late  he  has  been,  comparative- 
ly speaking,  a  forgotten  man,  and  it  is 
not  difficult  to  account  for  this.  Ha- 
ving utterly  ruined  himself  by  his 
behaviour  at  the  time  when  he  left 
this  country  for  America — he  has  in 
vain  striven  to  recover  himself  ever 
since  by  a  series  of,  I  fear  not  to 
say,  the  most  masterly  exertions 
through  which  his  great  talents  have 
at  any  period  sustained  him.  He 
wrote  a  letter  to  Sir  Francis  Bur- 
dett,  telling  Sir  F.,  to  whom  he  owed 
a  considerable  sum  of  money,  that  he 
would  not  pay  that  money  on  setting 
on0  for  America — not  because  he  could 
not  pay  it,  no — but  because  he  could 
not  pay  it  without  some  inconveni- 
ence to  himself,  and  because,  if  I  re- 
member the  thing  correctly,  he  did  not 
conceive  himself  obliged  to  pay  ANY 
DEBTtoasuiuECT  OF  ENGLAND,™ con- 
sequence of  the  way  in  which  he  had 
been  treated  by  the  ENGLISH  GOVEHN- 
MENT.*  Sir  Francis's  answer  did  him 
great  honour.  It  was  just  what  a 


*  We  give  these  edifying  letters  from  the  Annual  Register.  They  ought  not  to  be 
forgotten — whatever  else  may  be. 

*  "  To  SIR  FRANCIS  BURDETT,  Bart. 

"  North  Ilampstead,  Long  Island,  June  20, 1817- 

"  Sir,— I  inclose  you  the  copy  of  a  letter  to  Mr  Tipper,  which  I  beg  you  to  have  the  goodness  to  read, 
and  to  consider  the  contents  of  it  (as  far  as  thoy  relate  to  the  liquidation  of  my  debts  generally)  as  ad- 
dressed to  yourself.  In  addition  you  will  be  pleased  to  understand,  that,  as  to  the  detit  due  to  you, 
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gentleman  of  liis  rank  ought  to  have  the  effect.  The  Radical  Baronet  ex- 
answered  to  such  a  person,  in  such  a  tinguished  for  ever  his  Plebeian  bro- 
situation — nothing  could  be  more  cool  ther  luminary — since  that  unfortunate 
than  the  scorn — more  annihilating  than  day,  William  Cofrbett  has  never  held 


no  pains  shall  be  spared  by  me  to  obtain  the  means  of  paying  it  as  soon  as  possible;  and  I  beg  that 
you  will  furnish  Mr  White,  my  attorney,  with  your  charge  against  me,  including  interest,  that  he  may 
transmit  it  to  me. 

"I  now  transmit  to  Mr  White,  Wright's  note  of  hand.  It  must  be  indorsed  by  you  before  I  can  pro- 
ceed against  Wright.  This  rascal  always  contended  that  he  borrowed  the  money  on  his  men  account. 
Your  word  was  quite  sufficient  to  prove  the  contrary ;  and  though  no  part  of  it  was  ever  made  use  of 
for  me,  and  though  the  arbitrator  determined  against  my  being  at  all  responsible,  I  thought  myself,  and 
still  think  myself,  bound  to  pay  you,  you  putting  me  in  a  condition  to  recover  the  money  from  him, 
which  you  can  at  once  do  by  indorsing  the  note  of  hand.  I  am  well  aware  the  grounds  of  complaint 
and  reproach  to  which  debtors  always  expose  themselves,  and  I  am  not  vain  enough  to  expect  to  es- 
cape consequences  to  which  all  others  are  liable ;  but  if  I  finally  pay  to  the  last  farthing,  those  grounds 
will  be  all  swept  away ;  and  as  I  am  in  no  doubt  of  being  able,  in  a  short  space  of  time,  to  pay  every 
one  fully,  I  anticipate  with  great  satisfaction  the  day  of  my  deliverance  from  this  sort  of  thraldom.— 1 
am,  Sir,  your  most  obedient  and  most  humble  servant, 

"  WM.  COBBETT. 
"To  MR  TIPPER. 

"  North  Hampstead,  Long  Island,  Nov.  20, 1817. 

' *  Mr  Dear  Sir, — First  let  me  acknowledge  my  deep  sense  of  the  kind  manner  in  which  you  have  uni- 
formly spoken  to  Mrs  Cobbett  with  regard  to  me ;  and  then,  without  further  waste  of  that  time  of 
which  I  have  so  little  to  spare,  let  me  come  to  business,  and  let  me  lay  down,  before  I  proceed  to  our 
own  particular  affair,  some  principles  which  I  hold  to  be  just  to  my  conduct  towards  my  creditors  in 
general. 

"  If  there  be  any  man  who  can  pretend,  for  one  moment,  that  mine  is  an  ordinary  case,  and  that,  not 
having  enough  to  pay  everybody,  I  ought  to  be  regarded  as  an  insolvent  debtor,  in  the  usual  accepta- 
tion of  the  words ;  and  if  he  does  this  after  being  apprized  that  the  whole  force  of  an  infamous  tyran- 
ny was  embodied  into  the  shape  of  despotic  ordinances,  intended  for  the  sole  purpose  of  taking  from 
me  the  real,  and  certain,  and  increasing  means  of  paying  off  every  debt  and  mortgage  in  two  years  ;•— 
if  there  be  any  man  whose  prosperity  and  whose  means  of  profitably  employing  his  own  industry  have 
remained  wholly  untouched  and  unaffected  by  these  despotic  and  sudden  acts  of  the  Government,  and 
who  is  yet  so  insensible  to  all  feelings  of  humanity,  as  well  as  so  willingly  blind  to  every  principle  of  ei- 
ther moral  or  political  justice; — if  there  be  any  man  who,  wholly  absorbed  in  his  attachment  to  his 
own  immediate  interest,  is  ready  to  cast  blame  on  a  debtor,  who  has  had  his  means  of  paying  cut  off 
by  an  operation  as  decisive  as  that  of  an  earthquake,  which  should  sink  into  eternal  nothing  his  lands, 
his  houses,  and  his  goods; — if  there  be  any  man,  who,  if  he  had  been  a  creditor  of  Job,  would  have 
insisted  that  that  celebrated  object  of  malignant  devils'  wrath,  which  had  swept  away  his  flocks,  his 
herds,  his  sons,  and  his  daughters,  was  an  insolvent  debtor  and  a  bankrupt,  and  ought  to  have  been 
considered  as  such,  spoken  of  as  such,  and  as  such  proceeded  against ;  if  there  be  any  such  man  as 
this,  to  whom  I  owe  anything,  to  such  man  I  first  say,  that  I  despise  him  from  the  bottom  of  my  soul ; 
and  then  I  say,  that  if  he  dare  meet  me  before  the  world  in  open  and  written  charge,  I  pledge  myself 
to  cover  him  with  as  much  shame  and  infamy  as  that  world  can  be  brought  to  deign  to  bestow  upon 
so  contemptible  a  being.  For  such  occasions  as  the  one  here  supposed,  if  such  occasion  should  ever 
<•  occur,  I  reserve  the  arguments  and  conclusion  which  the  subject  would  naturally  suggest.  To  you,  I 
trust,  no  such  arguments  are  necessary,  and  therefore  I  will  now  proceed  to  state  explicitly  my  inten- 
tions with  regard  to  what  I  shall  endeavour  to  do  in  the  way  of  paying  off  debts.  I  hold  it  to  be  per- 
fectly just  that  I  should  never,  in  any  way  whatever,  give  up  one  single  farthing  of  my  future  earnings 
to  the  payment  of  any  debt  in  England. 

"  When  the  society  is  too  weak  or  unwilling  to  defend  the  property,  whether  mental  or  of  a  more 
ordinary  and  vulgar  species,  and  where  there  is  not  the  will  or  the  power  in  the  society  to  yield  him 
protection,  he  becomes  clearly  absolved  of  all  his  engagements  of  every  sort,  to  that  sopiety ;  because 
in  every  bargain  of  every  kind  it  is  understood  that  both  the  parties  are  to  continue  to  enjoy  the  pro- 
tection of  the  laws  of  property. 

"But  from  the  great  desire  which  I  have,  not  only  to  return  to  my  native  country,  but  also  to  pre- 
vent the  infamous  acts  levelled  against  me  from  injuring  those  persons  with  whom  I  have  pecuniary 
engagements,  and  some  of  whom  have  become  my  creditors  from  feelings  of  friendship  and  a  desire  to 
serve  me,  I  eagerly  waive  all  claim  to  this  principle,  and  I  shall  neglect  no  means  within  my  power 
to  pay  and  satisfy  every  demand,  as  far  as  that  can  be  done  consistently  with  that  duty  which  calls 
on  me  to  take  care  that  my  family  have  the  means  of  fairly  exerting  their  industry,  and  of  leading  that 
sort  of  life  to  which  they  have  a  just  claim. 

"  It  is  clear,  however,  that  to  do  anything  in  the  way  of  paying  off,  must  be  a  work  of  some  little 
time.  I  place  great  dependance  on  the  produce  of  some  literary  labours  of  great  and  general  utility ; 
and  it  is  of  these  that  I  am  now  about  more  particularly  to  speak,  and  to  make  you,  sir,  a  distinct 
proposition. 

"  First,  I  must  beg  you  to  read  in  a  Register,  which  I  now  send  home,  a  letter  to  a  French  scoun- 
drel, whom  the  boroughmongers  of  England,  by  a  robbery  of  us  for  the  restoration  of  the  Bourbons, 
have  replaced  in  his  title  of  Count. 

"  When  you  have  read  that  letter,  you  will  see  a  part  of  my  designs,  as  to  my  present  endeavours  to 
pay  my  debts.  •  The  Maitre  Anglols'  has  long  been  the  sole  work  of  this  kind  in  vogue  on  the  conti- 
nent of  Europe,  in  England,  and  in  America.  It  was  the  only  book  of  the  sort  admitted  into  the  Pry- 
tanean  Schools  of  Buonaparte,  where  it  was  adopted  by  a  direct  ordinance. 

"  You  will  see  that  it  is  sent  from  France  to  England,  and  in  this  country  it  is  imported  from  France. 
Both  editions  (separate  and  coeval)  are  sold  at  New  York,  and  in  all  the  towns  here.  I  have  always 
been  afraid  to  look  into  this  book,  from  a  consciousness  of  its  imperfections,  owing  to  the  circumstance 
of  haste  under  which  it  was  originally  written. 

"  You  know  as  well  as  any  man  what  the  probable  extent  of  sale  and  durable  profit  of  the  exclusive 
right  to  print  such  a  book  are.  I  am  now  engaged  in  making  this  book  quite  complete,  under  the  title 
of  «  The  English  Master,  by  William  Cobbett,  corrected,  improved,  and  greatly  enlarged,  by  the  au- 
thor himself.'  If  you  understand  French  enough  to  read  it  with  a  perfect  understanding  of  its  mean- 
ing, you  will,  if  you  read  this  book,  easily  see  the  causes  of  its  great  celebrity. 

"  Its  clearness,  its  simplicity,  its  wonderful  aptitude  to  its  purposes,  its  engaging  and  convincing  pro- 
perties, make  it  so  unlike  all  the  offspring  of  pedantry,  that  it  is  no  wonder  that  it  should  have  made 
its  way  in  general  esteem.  I  will  make  the  new  edition  supplant  all  the  old  ones  immediately  ;  and  to 
you  I  propose  to  confide  the  care  of  securing  the  copyright  both  in  England  and  France.  A  second 
work,  and  one  of  still  more  importance  as  a  source  ot  profit,  is  also  now  under  hand,  namely,  '  Tito 
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up  his  head  as  he  had  been  used  to  He  quitted  it.     He  remained  for 

do.     He   had  undeceived  every  one  many  months  absent.     He  returned, 

that  was  capable  of  being  undeceived  and  he  has  now  for  several  years  been 

at  all — and  it  was  high  time  he  should  a  resident  at  Kensington.  Both  while 

quit  England.  in  America  and  since  his  return,  he 

French  Master ;  or  a  Grammar  to  teach  French  to  English  Persons,  by  William  Cobbett.'  You  will 
easily  see,  that  if  I  could,  22  years  ago,  actually  write  a  book  in  the  French  language  to  French  persons, 
how  able  I  must  be  to  write  a  book  in  the  English  language  to  teach  French.  Indeed,  my  knowledge 
of  the  whole  matter  is  so  complete,  that  the  thing,  complicated  and  abstract  as  it  is  in  its  nature,  is  as 
easy  to  me  as  it  is  for  me  to  walk  or  sit.  This  work,  I  will  pledge  my  existence,  will  sweep  away  very 
speedily  all  competitors.  My  children  (some  of  them)  are  now  learning  French  by  the  principles  and 
rules  which  will  constitute  this  book,  and  this  gives  me  every  opportunity  of  perceiving  and  removing 
all  sorts  of  impediments  and  embarrassments. 

"  My  son  William  wrote  French  at  twelve  years  old  better  than  nine-tenths  of  the  Frenchmen  that 
I  have  ever  known,  or  at  least  that  I  have  ever  seen  write ;  and  both  John  and  he  speak  now  French 
as  well  as  the  greater  part  of  Frenchmen. 

"  I  shall  publish  both  these  works,  and  secure  the  copyright  of  them,  in  America,  where  there  is  a 
great  sale  for  books  of  this  description ;  but  from  the  great  intercourse  now  existing  between  England 
and  France,  the  sale  will  be  much  more  considerable  in  those  countries. 

"  In  about  two  months,  or  less,  I  shall  send  to  Mr  White,  to  be  delivered  to  you  (if  you  will  under- 
take the  thing,)  the  matter  for  these  two  works.  You  can  secure  the  copyrights  in  England,  and  also 
in  France.  It  is  impossible  for  me  to  say  what  will  be  their  produce ;  and  I  know  well  that  immediate 
produce  is  not  to  be  expected ;  yet  it  would  be  irrational  not  to  believe,  that  these  works  must  in  a  short 
time  begin  to  be  a  source  of  real  and  substantial  profit,  the  proceeds  of  which  I  should  devote  to  the 
liquidation  of  the  debts  due  to  you ;  and,  if  they  exceeded  that,  to  other  purposes.  In  the  meanwhile, 
there  would  be  the  foundation  of  profit,  from  the  same  source,  laid  in  this  country,  from  which,  how- 
ever, I  should  for  some  time  not  expect  anything  beyond  what  I  should  need  here.  I  do  not  know  that 
there  would  be  any  objection  to  the  selling  of  this  copyright  in  France ;  but  I  should  not  approve  of 
this  being  done  in  England,  because  time  may  make  them  a  source  of  great  profit,  and  further,  because 
I  should  not  like  for  me  or  my  sons  to  be  precluded  from  future  improvements  of  the  works  themselves. 
As  to  the  particular  application  of  the  money  that  may  arise  from  this  fair  and  honourable  source,  after 
an  equitable  discharge  of  your  demands  on  me  ;  and  as  to  the  precise  mode  of  proceeding  in  the  busi- 
ness, those  must  be  the  subject  of  a  letter  to  accompany  the  manuscripts,  which  you  will  understand 
are  now  in  a  state  of  great  forwardness ;  so  that,  as  time  is  valuable,  I  hope  that  you,  who  understand 
such  matters  so  well,  and  who  have  so  much  activity  and  intelligence,  will,  upon  the  receipt  of  thia 
letter,  and  upon  the  strength  of  what  you  will  see  addressed  to  the  beggarly  tool  of  a  French  black- 
guard rascally  Nobleiean-foutre,  make  some  inquiry  amongst  the  race  who  trade  in  the  fruit  of  men's 
minds.  You  know  them  pretty  well,  and  I  have  perfect  reliance  on  your  prudence,  integrity,  and  in- 
dustry. 

"  I  am,  you  will  perceive,  getting  ready  a  Grammar  of  the  English  Language.  This,  which  is  a 
work  which  I  have  always  desired  to  perform,  I  have  put  into  the  shape  of  a  series  of  letters,  addressed 
to  my  beloved  son  James,  as  a  mark  of  my  approbation  of  his  affectionate  and  dutiful  conduct  towards 
his  mother  during  her  absence  from  me. 

"  In  this  work,  which  I  have  all  my  h'fe,  since  I  was  nineteen  years  old,  had  in  my  contemplation, 
I  have  assembled  together  the  fruits  of  all  my  observations  on  the  construction  of  the  English  language ; 
and  I  have  given  them  the  form  of  a  book,  not  merely  with  a  view  to  profit,  but  with  a  view  to  fair 
fame,  and  with  the  still  more  agreeable  view  of  instructing,  in  this  foundation  of  all  literary  knowledge, 
the  great  body  of  my  ill-treated,  and  unjustly-contemned  countrymen. 

"  I  believe  it  to  be  quite  impossible  that  this  work  should  not  have  a  very  extensive  circulation  in 
England  and  America,  and  that  it  should  not  be  of  many  years'  duration  in  point  of  profit.  Whatever 
part  of  this  profit  can,  without  endangering  the  well-being  of  my  beloved  and  exemplary,  affectionate 
and  virtuous  family,  be  allotted  to  the  discharge  of  my  debts  or  encumbrances,  shall,  with  scrupulous 
fidelity,  be  so  allotted ;  but  as  to  this  particular  object,  and  as  to  other  sources  of  gain,  I  will  first  take 
care  that  the  acts  of  tyrannical  confiscation,  which  have  been  put  in  force  against  me,  shall  not  deprive 
this  family  of  the  means,  not  only  of  comfortable  existence,  but  that  it  shall  not  deprive  this  family  of 
the  means  of  seeking  fair  and  honourable  distinction  in  the  world.  It  is  impossible  for  me  to  say  or  to 
cuess  at  what  I  may,  with  my  constant  bodily  health,  and  with  the  aptitude  and  industry  which  are  now 
become  a  part  of  me,  be  able  to  do  in  the  way  of  literary  works  productive  of  gain ;  but  I  can  with  cer- 
tainty declare,  that,  beyond  the  purposes  tf  safety  to  my  family,  I  will  retain  or  expend  nothing,  until 
no  man  shall  say  of  me  that  I  owe  him  a  farthing.  With  regard  to  any  profits  that  may  arise  from  the 
Register  in  England,  I  at  present  know  scarcely  anything ;  and  I  have  not  any  time  to  digest  any  re- 
gular plan  relative  to  that  matter :  I  shall  do  this  in  the  course  of  a  short  time. 

"  As  I  have  fully  apprized  Mr  White  of  the  contents  of  this  letter,  I  beg  you  to  communicate  with 
him  on  the  subject,  and  to  tell  him  very  freely  your  opinion  relative  to  the  whole  of  its  contents.  I  have, 
all  circumstances  considered,  a  very  strong  desire  to  retain  my  real  property  in  that  country,  which  I  so 
ardently  love,  and  to  which  I  have  preserved,  through  all  circumstances,  so  invariable  a  fidelity ;  and 
though  I  would  abandon  that  object  rather  than  do  any  act  of  real  injustice,  I  will  never,  while  the 
present  infamous  abrogation  of  the  laws  of  my  forefathers  exists,  set  my  hand  to  any  deed,  or  give, 
either  expressly  or  tacitly,  my  sanction  to  so  infamous  a  violation  of  my  rights,  as  well  as  of  the  rights 
of  all. 

"  We  shall  hardly  be  able  to  get  the  manuscript  off  before  the  month  of  January  next ;  but,  in  the 
meanwhile,  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  from  you,  and  to  receive  from  you  any  suggestions  that  you  may 
think  useful. 

"  I  have  the  pleasure  to  tell  you  that  we  all  enjoy  excellent  health  ;  and  I  assure  you,  that  it  will 
give  us  all  great  pleasure  to  have  the  same  sort  of  account  from  yourself,  Mrs  T.,  and  family. 
"  I  am,  my  dear  Sir,  your  most  obedient,  and  most  humble  servant, 

"  WILLIAM  COBBETT." 

The  reply  of  Sir  Francis  Burdett : — 

"  To  MR  WILLIAM  COBBETT. 

"  St  James's  Place,  Jan.  51,  1818. 

««  Rjn,— I  have  just  received  yours  of  the  20th  November,  and  carefully,  and  according  to  your  de- 
sire, perused  the  inclosed  to  Mr  Tipper. 

"  It  is  not  my  intention  to  enter  into  any  controversy  respecting  the  honesty  or  dishonesty  of  paying 
or  not  paying  debts  according  to  the  convenience  of  the  party  owing.  It  seems  that,  if  it  should  ever 
suit  your  convenience,  and  take  nothing  from  the  comforts  and  enjoyments  of  yourself  and  family,  such 
comforts  and  enjoyments,  and  means  too  of  distinguishing  themselves,  as  you  think  they  are  entitled 
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has  been  indefatigable  in  writing. — 
Both  from  Long-Island  and  from  Ken- 
sington, his  Registers,  and  other  works 
innumerable,  have  issued  in  regular 
succession.  And  what  the  result  ? 
Total  apathy  !  complete  neglect !  not 
a  soul  to  listen  to  him — nobody  to  buy 
his  paper  ! — I  speak,  of  course,  com- 
paratively. A  considerable  circulation, 
as  compared  with  other  weekly  wri- 
ters, he  has  all  along  maintained — but 
compared  with  what  he  himself  was, 
or  with  what  John  Bull  is — he  is,  and 
has  long  been,  nothing,  absolutely  no- 
thing. He  has  sunk,  as  to  these  mat- 
ters, into  the  second,  if  not  the  third 
class — which,  remembering  what  Cob- 
bett used  to  be, — the  high,  haughty, 
and  undisputed  pre-eminence  of  his 
popularity,  is  certainly  worse  than  cea- 
sing to  be  altogether — at  least  I  think 
so — and  I  suspect  Cobbett  in  his  own 
sulky  inner  soul  agrees  with  me. 

The  pot-houses  say  he  is  bribed  by 
the  Ministry ;  of  course,  this  is  no 
more  true  of  Cobbett  than  it  is  of 
John  Bull.  The  present  Ministry 
bribe  no  literary  aides-de-camp — least 
of  all  such  ones  as  Cobbett : — they 
well  know,  that  whatever  is  the  feel- 
ing of  any  considerable  portion  of  the 
English  population,  will  and  must  find 
a  fitting  organ  of  expression  ;  and  well 
knowing,  as  they  would  be  fools  if  they 
did  not  know,  that  their  cause  is  that 
of  by  far  the  greater  proportion  of  the 
wealth,  of  the  virtue,  and  of  the  ta- 
lent of  the  empire  ;  they,  of  course, 
can  have  no  reason  to  doubt  at  any 
time,  that  their  cause  must  be  that 
also  of  the  more  respectable  and  in- 
fluential portion  of  the  press.  It  is 
their  thorough  reliance  on  this  that 
accounts  for  the  apparent  apathy  by 
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which  their  general  treatment  of  the 
press  is  characterized.  They  know 
that  they  have  the  stronger  part  of 
the  press  on  their  side,  not  because 
they,  like  the  Whig  Walpole,  make 
bribery  of  pamphleteers  a  regular  sine- 
qua-non  in  all  their  operations,  but 
because  they  know  and  feel  that"  they 
owe  their  own  existence  as  Ministers 
to  the  universal  predominance  (in  li- 
terature as  in  all  other  departments) 
of  those  very  principles  on  which  their 
policy  has  been  built  and  established. 
Having  this  knowledge,  it  follows 
that  they  take  no  pains  either  about 
rewarding  the  Tory  writers  of  this 
age,  or  punishing  or  repressing  the 
press-gang  of  Whiggery.  Why  should 
they  do  either  the  one  or  the  other  ? 
They  know  that  literature  is  not  now 
a  thing  to  be  managed,  or  even  to  be 
meddled  with,  in  the  old  style.  The 
days  are  gone  by  when  L.30,000  was 
considered  a  sufficient  sum  to  bribe 
all  Scotland — and  the  days  are  equally 
gone  when  British  Ministers  of  State 
used  to  consider  the  bribes  of  the 
gemmen  of  the  press  as  necessary  a 
part  of  the  expenses  of  the  y?ar,  as  the 
pay  of  the  army  and  navy.  The  truth 
is,  that  the  press  has  become  such  a 
thing,  that  the  Ministry,  if  they  bri- 
bed at  all,  must  bribe  more  than  even 
England  could  afford.  Only  think  for 
a  moment — what  sort  of  bribes  could 
they  offer  to  such  literary  men  as  they 
have  the  pride  and  glory  of  being  sup- 
ported by  ? 

Mr  Thomas  Campbell  is  a  person  I 
have  a  most  particular  affection,  as 
well  as  respect,  for  ;  but  what  does  he 
mean  by  taunting  Mr  Wordsworth,  in 
his  last  Magazine,  with  the  possession 
of  a  little  office  in  the  Stamp-depart- 


to,  all  this  being  previously  secured,  then  you  think  yourself  bound  to  pay  your  debts ;  if,  on  the  con- 
trary, that  cannot  be  effected  without  sacrifices  on  your  and  their  part,  in  that  case  your  creditors  have 
no  claim  to  prefer,  and  you  no  duty  to  perform.  You  then  stand  absolved,  rectns  inforo  consclentias, 
and  for  this  singular  reason,  because  those  who  lent  you  their  money  when  you  were  in  difficulty  and 
distress,  in  order  to  save  you  and  your  family  from  ruin,  were  and  are  unable  to  protect  you  either 
against  your  own  fears,  or  the  power  of  an  arbitrary  government,  under  which  they  have  the  misfor- 
tune to  live,  and  to  which  they  are  equally  exposed.  These  principles,  which  are  laughable  in  theory, 
are  detestable  in  practice.  That  you  should  not  only  entertain  and  act  upon,  but  openly  avow  them, 
and  blind  your  own  understanding,  or  think  to  blind  that  of  others,  by  such  flimsy  pretences,  is  one 
more  melancholy  proof  of  the  facility  with  which  self-interest  can  assume  the  mask  of  hypocrisy,  and, 
by  means  of  the  weakest  sophistry,  overpower  the  strongest  understanding.  How  true  is  our  common 
law  maxim,  that  no  man  is  an  upright  judge  in  his  own  cause !  how  truly  and  prettily  said  by  the 
French,  '  La  Nature  sepine  ;'  nor  less  truly,  though  more  grossly,  in  English,  '  Nature's  her  own  bawd.' 
"  In  expressing  my  abhorrence  of  the  principles  you  lay  down  for  your  conduct,  and  concerning 
which  you  challenge  my  opinion  a  little  unfairly,  considering  the  ridicule  with  which  you  at  the  same 
time  threaten  to  overwhelm  the  unfortunate  wight  who  presumes  to  differ  from  them,  I  do  not  desire 
that  you  should  act  upon  any  other  with  regard  to  me ;  I  should  be  Sorry  your  family  were  put  to  any 
inconvenience  on  my  account ;  should  your  circumstances  ever  prove  so  prosperous  as  to  enable  you 
to  discharge  your  debts  without  infringing  upon  those  new  principles  of  moral  obligation  you  have 
adopted,  and  which,  for  the  first  time  since  the  commencement  of  the  world,  have,  I  believe,  beei., 
though  frequently  acted  on,  openly  promulgated.  As  to  complaint  or  reproach,  they  are  the  offspring 
of  weakness  and  folly ;  disdain  should  stifle  them ;  but  nothing  can  or  ought  to  stifle  the  expression  of 
disgust  every  honest  mind  must  feel  at  the  want  of  integrity  in  the  principles  you  proclaim,  and  of 
feeling  and  generosity  in  the  sentiments  you  express.— I  am,  Sir,  your  most  obedient,  and  most  humble 


servant, 


:  F.  BURDKTT." 
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raent?  What  docs  Tom  Campbell 
mean  by  treating  Wordsworth  at  all 
in  this  strain  ?  He  is  so  absurd  as  to 
talk  about  Mr  Wordsworth  being  "  a 
clever  man,"  and  an  "  unpopular 
poet,"  &c.  £e.  I  pitied  Tom  when  I 
read  the  passage — I  truly  pitied  him. 
I  was  sorry  to  see  a  true  poet  like  him 
lending  himself  to  a  party  so  far  as  to 
abuse  a  POET,  whom,  in  his  secret 
heart,  he  must  feel  to  be  immeasurably 
his  own  superior.  Campbell  railing  at 
Wordsworth  !  What  would  you  think 
of  Bion  or  Moschus  turning  up  their 
noses  at  JEschylus  or  Plato  ?  Besides, 
what  was  Tom  thinking  of  ?  Words- 
worth, after  all,  only  succeeded  to  an 
office,  an  established  and  a  necessary 
office,  the  duties  of  which,  I  suppose, 
nobody  ever  ventured  to  hint  he  is 
not  most  perfectly  qualified  to  dis- 
charge;  whereas— what  think  ye  of 
the  Whig  plan  ? — when  your  friends 
were  in,  in  1806,  Tom,  a  new  office, 
and  certainly  not  a  very  necessary  one, 
was  CREATED  for  the  benefit  of  Mr 
Dugald  Stewart — The  office  of  Gazette- 
writer  for  Scotland — salary,  I  think, 
L.400  per  annum.  I  mention  the  thing 
only  to  shew  how  little  you  Whigs  are 
in  the  habit  of  looking  to  the  beam  in 
your  own  eye — not  assuredly  for  the 
sake  of  taking  a  cut  at  Mr  Stewart, 
whose  genius  and  virtue  well  entitled 
him,  if  that  had  been  all,  to  rewards 
infinitely  above  those  which  his  party 
found,  or,  to  speak  more  properly, 
formed,  this  opportunity  of  bestowing 
on  him.  I  don't  object  to  Mr  Stewart's 
sinecure ;  I  only  say  it  is  ridiculous  in 
the  Whigs  to  sneer,  during  his  incum- 
bency, at  Mr  Wordsworth's  possession 
of  an  office,  which,  after  all,  is  not  a 
sinecure,  seeing  that  it  is  an  office 
which  cannot  be  put  into  the  hands  of 
anybody  but  one  capable  of  finding 
security  to  a  most  serious  extent,  and 
which,  therefore,  implies  anxious  su- 
perintendance  of  a  public  fund ;  while 
Mr  Stewart's  office  is,  as  is  notorious 
to  all  the  world,  as  complete  a  sinecure 
as  the  recordership  of  the  Duke  of 
Sussex  his  jcux  d' esprit — (if  such  a 
thing  existed)  could  possibly  be. 

Cobbett,  Canning,Campbell,  Words- 
worth, Dugald  Stewart,  and  the  Duke 
of  Sussex  !  there  is  a  pretty  specimen 
of  the  art  noble  of  digression  !  Return 
we,  sno  pcriculo,  to  the  Sage  of  Ken- 
sington. 

I  called  him,  a  little  ago,  "  the 
Hero  of  Humbug ;"  and  yet,  in  one 
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view  of  the  matter,  there  is,  perhaps, 
less  of  humbug  about  William  Cob- 
bett, than  about  any  one  author  of 
our  time.  He  is,  I  rather  suspect,  the 
only  one  author  who  could  stand  up 
in  any  one  given  place,  at  any  one 
given  hour,  with  any  one  given  pro- 
duction of  his  in  his  hand,  and  say, 
"here  am  I,and  here  is  my  production," 
without  giving  occasion  to  a  horse- 
laugh— ay,  and  being  ready  to  join  in 
it  himself.  It  is  very  true,  that  he  has 
contradicted  himself  five  thousand 
times  over,  and  that  five  thousand 
times  more  grossly  than  any  other 
writer  in  or  out  of  existence  :  that  is 
all  true  ;  but,  laying  consistency, 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  entirely 
out  of  view,  and  looking  solely  to 
the  style  and  strain  of  the  sentiment 
and  expression  of  any  given  passage 
in  all  his  voluminous  works,  is  there 
one  that  his  intellect  could  possibly 
hesitate  about  avowing  for  its  pro- 
geny ?  "  I  was  wrong  when  I  wrote 
that — I  was  misinformed,  I  was  mis- 
taken ;  but  it  was  I  that  wrote  it — 
nobody  else  could  have  written  it ; — 
it  is  mine,  and,  passing  the  mistake, 
(or  whatever  you  like  to  call  it,)  I 
glory  in  it."  Such  would  be  his  lan- 
guage, and  such  it  ought  to  be.  Speak- 
ing of  him  morally  and  politically,  he 
is  the  most  inconsistent  of  all  men  ; 
but,  talking  of  intellect  only,  and  of 
the  general  bearing  and  character  of 
mind  and  expression,  he  is  the  most 
consistent.  He  is  the  greatest  hero  of 
humbug  in  the  one  view — its  greatest 
enemy  in  the  other.  The  massive 
weight  of  his  weapon  is  ever  the  same 
— a  perpetual  contrast,  and  a  perpe- 
tual reproach,  to  the  unsteadiness  of 
his  purpose.  Weathercock  he  is  ;  but 
he  is  one  molten  in  the  days  of  the 
giants. 

You  ask  what  I  mean  by  this  asser- 
tion, that  Cobbett  is,in  any  sense  what- 
ever, the  most  consistent  of  all  living 
writers  of  the  English  tongue.  I  illus- 
trate by  a  query  or  two.  Take  Lord  By- 
ron with  the  grin  of  exulting  satire  on 
his  lips — take  himwhen  he  isjust  wind- 
ing up  one  of  his  best  stanzas  in  Beppo, 
and  ask  him,  pointing  to  some  lachry- 
mose piece  of  fustian  in  Faliero,  who 
wrote  that  ?  Would  he  not  shrug  up 
his  shoulders,  and  beg  pardon — beg 
you  to  spare  him  any  farther  interro- 
gatories ?  Or  take  him  in  the  other 
vein — take  him  at  midnight,  pacing 
his  chamber,  conceiving  the  Dream  of 
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Sardanapalus,  or  the  Apparition  of  the 
Witch  of  the  Alps,  or  Lara's  last 
Battle — take  him  then,  and  ask  him 
who  wrote  such  or  such  a  vile,  low, 
punning,  sneering  squib,  about  Mrs 
Coleridge  or  Mrs  Southey — this  gentle- 
manlike attack  upon  the  personal  ap- 
pearance of  an  elegant  and  accomplish- 
ed PRINCE, — or  that  heroic  denuncia- 
tion of  a  GOVERNESS — ask  him  such 
a  question,  at  such  a  moment,  and 
would  he  not,  as  Shakespeare  words  it, 
"  blush  to  see  a  nobleman  want  man- 
ners ?" 

Take  Wordsworth,  in  the  act  of  wri- 
ting his  Laodamia,  and  ask  him  if  it 
was  he  that  •indited  such  or  such  a 
frantic  note  about  Jeffrey  !  Take 
Jeffrey  himself,  in  the  act  of  reading 
Laodamia,  and  ask  him  if  it  was  he 
that  wrote  such  or  such  a  quiz  upon 
"the  Stamp-collector  for  Cumberland." 
Take  anybody,  but  Cobbett — him  you 
will  never  catch.  Did  he  ever  blush  ? 
did  he  ever  confess  repentance  ?  Did 
he  ever  apologize  to  himself,  or  to  any- 
body else  ?  He  would  as  soon  think  of 
apologizing  for  the  dinner  that  he  ate 
three  days  ago,  as  for  the  libel  that  he 
uttered  three  years  ago.  He,  he  alone, 
is,  ff  totus  teres  atque  rotundus  :" — he 
rides  through  every  storm  with  one 
"  Cobbettum  vehis"  in  his  mouth  ; 

"  What  cannoneer  begat    the   unebbine 
blood  ?" 

It  is  this,  perhaps,  that  gives,  more 
than  any  one  particular  besides,  the 
distinct  and  peculiar  character  of  Cob- 
bett's  genius.  The  thing,  the  very  ex- 
istence of  the  thing,  implies  the  most 
absolute  negation  of  all  candour,  de- 
cency, modesty,  £c,  &c.  £c. ;  but  it 
brings  with  it  an  ineffable  air  of  power 
and  determination,  such  as,  considering 
things  merely  intellectually,  adds  pro- 
digiously to  the  effect  of  his  genius. 
Give  him  the  moral  qualities  and  feel- 
ings of  other  men,  and  double  his  ge- 
nius, it  is  much  to  be  doubted  whether, 
on  the  whole,  (still  intellectually  speak- 
ing, mind  ye,)  he  would  have  any  rea- 
son to  thank  you  for  the  change. 

It  would  be  more  than  idiocy  to  ad- 
dress anybody  about  Cobbett,  in  any 
other  character  than  his  bare  intel- 
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lectual  character.  If  there  be  anybody 
who  puts  the  least  faith  in  anything 
he  says,  merely  because  he  says  it,  that 
body  must  be  destitute  of  soul.  He  has 
contradicted  in  and  in,  until  the  breed 
of  his  assertions  are  known  by  him  that 
runs  for  their  rickety  imbecility.—- 
But  although  nobody  believes  any- 
thing because  Cobbett  says  it,  it  by  no 
means  follows  that  things  are  not  true 
although  Cobbett  says  them.  My  rea- 
son for  writing  to  you  about  Cobbett, 
in  short,  is  just  this — I  think  the  ne- 
glect into  which  he  has  fallen  deprives 
people  in  general  of  a  vast  deal  of  en- 
tertainment ;  and  I  would  fain  justify 
what  I  say  by  a  few  extracts  from 
some  of  those  recent  productions  of 
his,  which,  just  because  they  bear  his 
name,  have  been  received  with  perfect 
apathy — in 'other  words,  have  never 
sold  at  all  among  what  you  or  I  would 
call  c<  the  reading  public" — although, 
had  the  tithe  of  the  shrewdness,  wit, 
and  English,  they  contain,  come  forth 
under  any  other  auspices,  there  can 
be  no  sort  of  doubt  the  attention  of 
the  reading  public,  in  all  its  branches, 
must  have  been  most  effectually  rou- 
sed.* 

The  "  Year's  Residence  in  America" 
is  a  little  duodecimo,  and  costs  five 
shillings.  It  is  mostly  written  in  the 
form  of  a  diary  ;  and,  I  believe,  may 
really  be  considered  as  furnishing  a 
tolerably  exact  picture  of  Cobbett's 
life  and  thoughts  during  the  first 
twelve  months  of  his  last  Transat- 
lantic sojourn.  A  short  and  casual 
notice  in  the  Quarterly  must  have  suf- 
ficiently informed  your  readers,  that 
Cobbett  violently  attacks  the  Birk- 
beck  plan  of  emigrating  to  the  Prairies 
— and  indeed  the  back  settlements 
generally.  He  judges,  and  rightly 
judges,  that  native  Americans  are  the 
proper  pioneers  of  the  wilderness,  and 
that,  if  English  people  will  emigrate, 
they  ought  to  settle  in  those  parts  of 
the  country  where  the  least  violence 
will  be  done  to  their  old  habits — where 
they  can  have  cleared  land  to  cultivate, 
tolerable  houses  to  live  in,  and  labour 
for  the  paying.  I  shall  have  occasion, 
perhaps,  to  quote  some  passages  on 
those  heads  hereafter  ;  but,  in  the 


*  We  made  inquiry  to-day  at  the  three  chief  club-houses  here  in  Edinburgh,  the 
New  Club,  the  Albyn,  and  the  "  Little-go,"  or, ««  Six-and-eight-pence,"  as  they  call  it, 
Queen  Street,  and  Cobbet  is  not  taken  in  at  any  of  them.  There  is  no  politics  in  the 
choice  of  papers  at  these  places,  none  whatever— so  we  must  suppose  the  Register  does 
not  come  north  at  all  now-a-days. — [C.  N.] 
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meantime,  I  wish  just  to  turn  over  the 
leaves,  and  tell  you  what  bits  struck 
my  fancy  most,  when  I  read  the  book 
with  attention,  and  with  a  pencil  in 
my  hand,  a  few  weeks  ago. 

First,  then,  I  find  a  great  -f-  &t  this 
passage,  which  occurs  in  his  notice  for 
the  15th  of  January,  1818,  he  being 
then  at  Philadelphia,  where,  as  all  the 
world  knows,  he  had,  in  former  days, 
been  no  stranger.  I  positively  know  of 
nobody  who  can  be  more  pathetic  in  a 
certain  way,  than  William  Cobbett, 
when  it  so  pleases  him.  The  passage, 
on  re-reading  it,  really  strikes  me  as 
most  beautiful. 

"  Same  weather.  The  question  eagerly 
put  to  me  by  every  one  in  Philadelphia  is, 

*  Don't  you  think  the  city  greatly  impro- 
ved y  They  seem  to  me  to  confound  aug- 
mentation with  improvement*  It  always  was 
a  fine  city,  since  I  first  knew  it ;  and  it  is 
very  greatly  augmented.  It  has,  I  believe, 
nearly  doubled  its  extent  and  number  of 
houses  since  the  year  1799.     But,  after 
being,  for  so  long  a  time,  familiar  with 
London,  every  other  place  appears  little. 
After  living  within  a  few  hundreds  of  yards 
of  Westminster-Hall  and  the  Abbey  Church 
and  the  Bridge,  and  looking  from  my  own 
windows  into  St  James's  Park,  all  other 
buildings  and  spots  appear  mean  and  in- 
significant. I  went  to-day  to  see  the  house 
I  formerly  occupied.  How  small !  It  is  al- 
ways thus :  the  words  large  and  small  are 
carried  about  with  us  in  our  minds,  and  we 
forget  real  dimensions.    The  idea,  such  as 
it  was  received,  remains  during  our  absence 
from  the  object.  When  I  returned  to  Eng- 
land, in  1800,  after  an  absence  from  the 
country  parts  of  it,  of  sixteen  years,  the 
trees,  the  hedges,  even  the  parks  and  woods, 
seemed  so  small !    It  made  me  laugh  to 
hear  little  gutters,  that  I  could  jump  over, 
called  Rivers  !    The  Thames  was  but  a 

*  Creek  /'   But  when,  in  about  a  month  af- 
ter my  arrival  i»  London,  I  went  to  Farn- 
ham,  the  place  of  my  birth,  what  was  my 
surprise  !  Everything  was  become  so  piti- 
fully small  I    I  had  to  cross,  in  my  post- 
chaise,  the  long  and  dreary  heath  of  Bag- 
shot.     Then,  at  the  end  of  it,  to  mount  a 
hill,  called  Hungry  Hill ;  and  from  that 
hill  I  knew  that  I  should  look  down  into 
the  beautiful  and  fertile  vale  of  Farnham. 
My  heart  fluttered  with  impatience,  mixed 
with  a  sort  of  fear,  to  see  all  the  scenes  of 
my  childhood ;  for  I  had  learnt  before,  the 
death  of  my  father  and  mother.     There  is 
a  hill,  not  far  from  the  town,  called  Crooks- 
bury  //»//,  which  rises  up  out  of  a  flat,  in 
the  form  of  a  cone,  and  is  planted  with 
Scotch  fir-trees.     Here  I  used  to  take  the 
eggs  and  young  ones  of  crows  and  mag- 
pies. This  hill  was  a  famous  object  in  the 
neighbourhood.     It  served  as  the  superla- 


tive degree  of  height.  '  As  high  as  Crooks- 
bury  HilV  meant,  with  us,  the  utmost  de- 
gree of  height.  Therefore,  the  first  object 
that  my  eyes  sought  was  this  hill.  /  could 
not  believe  my  eyes  !  Literally  speaking,  I 
for  a  moment  thought  the  famous  hill  re- 
moved,  and  a  little  heap  put  in  its  stead ; 
for  I  had  seen  in  New  Brunswick,  a  single 
rock,  or  hill  of  solid  rock,  ten  times  as  big, 
and  four  or  five  times  as  high  !  The  post- 
boy, going  down  hill,  and  not  a  bad  road, 
whisked  me,  in  a  few  minutes  to  tho  Bush 
Inn,  from  the  garden  of  which  I  could  see 
the  prodigious  sand  hill^  where  I  had  begun 
my  gardening  works.  What  a  nothing  ! 
But  now  came  rushing  into  my  mind,  all 
at  once,  my  pretty  little  garden,  my  little 
blue  smock-frock,  my  little  nailed  shoes, 
my  pretty  pigeons  that  I  used  to  feed  out 
of  my  hands,  the  last  kind  words  and  tears 
of  my  gentle  and  tender-hearted  and  affec- 
tionate mother  !  I  hastened  back  into  the 
room.  If  I  had  looked  a  moment  longer, 
I  should  have  dropped.  When  I  came  to 
reflect,  what  a  change  !  I  looked  down  at 
my  dress.  What  a  change  !  What  scenes 
I  had  gone  through !  How  altered  my 
state  !  I  had  dined  the  day  before  at  a  Se- 
cretary of  State's  in  company  with  Mr  Pitt* 
and  had  been  waited  upon  by  men  in 
gaudy  liveries  !  I  had  had  nobody  to  assist 
me  in  the  world.  No  teachers  of  any  sort. 
Nobody. to  shelter  me  from  the  consequence 
of  bad,  and  no  one  to  counsel  me  to  good, 
behaviour.  I  felt  proud.  The  distinctions 
of  rank,  birth,  and  wealth,  all  became  no- 
thing in  my  eyes ;  and  from  that  moment 
(less  than  a  month  after  my  arrival  in  Eng- 
land) I  resolved  never  to  bend  before  them." 

The  following  occurs  almost  imme- 
diately afterwards. 

"  18,  19,  20,  and  21.  Moderate  frost. 
Fine  clear  sky.  The  Philadelphians  are 
cleanly,  a  quality  which  they  owe  chiefly  to 
the  Quakers.  But,  after  being  long  and  re- 
cently familiar  with  the  towns  in  Surrey 
and  Hampshire,  and  especially  with  Guild- 
ford,  Alton,  and  Southampton,  no  other 
towns  appear  clean  and  neat,  not  even  Bath 
or  Salisbury,  which  last  is  about  much  upon 
a  par,  in  point  of  cleanliness,  with  Philadel- 
phia; and  Salisbury  is  deemed  a  very  clean- 
ly place.  Blandford  and  Dorchester  are  clean ; 
but  I  have  never  yet  seen  anything  like 
the  towns  in  Surrey  and  Hampshire.  If  a 
Frenchman,  born  and  bred,  could  be  taken 
up  and  carried  blindfolded  to  Guildford,  I 
wonder  what  his  sensations  would  be,  when 
he  came  to  have  the  use  of  his  sight  I 
Everything  near  Guildford  seems  to  have 
received  an  influence  from  the  town.  Hedges, 
gates,  stiles,  gardens,  houses  inside  and 
out,  and  the  dresses  of  the  people.  The 
market  day  at  Guildford  is  a  perfect  show 
of  cleanliness.  Not  even  a  carter  without 
a  clean  smock-frock  and  closely-shaven  and 
12 
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dean-washed  face.  Well  may  Mr  Birk- 
beck,  who  came  from  this  very  spot,  think 
the  people  dirty  in  the  western  country  ! 
I'll  engage  he  finds  more  dirt  upon  the 
necks  and  faces  of  one  family  of  his  pre- 
sent neighbours,  than  he  left  behind  him 
upon  the  skins  of  ail  the  people  in  the  three 
parishes  of  Guildford.  However,  he  would 
not  have  found  this  to  be  the  case  in  Penn- 
sylvania, and  especially  in  those  parts  where 
the  Quakers  abound;  and,  I  am  told, 
that,  in  the  New  England  States,  the  peo- 
ple are  as  cleanly  and  as  neat  as  they  are 
in  England.  The  sweetest  flowers,  when 
they  become  putrid,  stink  the  most ;  and 
a  nasty  woman  is  the  nastiest  thing  in  na- 
ture." 

On  the  llth  of  March,  we  find  him 
travelling  {hrough  New  Jersey  j  and 
always  himself. 

"  This  part  of  Jersey  is  a  sad  spectacle, 
after  leaving  the  brightest  of  all  the  bright 
parts  of  Pennsylvania.  My  driver,  who  is 
a  tavern-keeper  himself,  would  have  been 
a  very  pleasant  companion,  if  he  had  not 
drunk  so  much  spirits  on  the  road.  This 
is  the  great  misfortune  of  America  !  As 
we  were  going  up  a  hill  very  slowly,  I  could 
perceive  him  looking  very  hard  at  my  cheek 
for  some  time.  At  last,  he  said,  *  I  am 
wondering,  sir,  to  see  you  look  so  fresh  and 
so  young,  considering  what  you  have  gone 
through  in  the  world;'  though  I  cannot 
imagine  how  he  had  learnt  who  I  was.  '  I'll 
tell  you,'  said  I, '  how  I  have  contrived  the 
thing.  I  rise  early,  go  to  bed  early,  eat 
sparingly,  never  drink  anything  stronger 
than  small  beer,  shave  once  a  day,  and 
wash  my  hands  and  face  clean  three  times 
a-day,  at  the  very  least.'  He  said,  that  was 
too  much  to  think  of  doing." 

Of  the  same  sohriety  he  thus  vaunts 
a  hundred  pages  farther  on,  in  the  heat 
of  July  :— 

44  Since  my  turnips  were  sown,  I  have 
written  great  part  of  a  Grammar,  and  have 
sent  twenty  Registers  to  England,  besides 
writing  letters  amounting  to  a  reasonable 
volume  in  bulk ;  the  whole  of  which  has 
made  an  average  of  nine  pages  of  common 
print  a  day,  Sundays  included.  And,  be- 
sides this,  I  have  been  twelve  days  from 
home,  on  business,  and  about^w,'  on  visits. 
Now,  whatever  may  have  tew  the  quality 
of  the  writings ;  whether  they  demanded 
mind  or  not,  is  no  matter ;  they  demanded 
time  for  die  fingers  to  move  in,  and  yet,  I 
have  not  wjritten  a  hundred  pages  by  can- 
die-light.  A  man  knows  not  what  he  can 
do  'till  he  tries.  But,  then,  mind,  I  have 
always  been  up  with  the  cocks  and  hens ; 
and  I  have  drunk  nothing  but  milk  and 
water.  It  is  a  saying,  that  '  wine  inspires 
wit;'  and  that  in  wine  'there  is  truth.1 
These  sayings  are  the  apologies  of  drink- 
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ers.  Everything  that  produces  intoxication, 
though  in  but  the  slightest  degree,  is  inju- 
rious to  the  mind  ;  whether  it  be  such  to 
the  body  or  not,  is  a  matter  of  far  less  con- 
sequence. My  letter  to  Mr  Tierney,  on  the 
state  of  the  Paper-Money,  has,  I  find,  pro- 
duced a  great  and  general  impression  in 
England.  The  subject  was  of  great  impor- 
tance, and  the  treating  it  involved  much  of 
that  sort  of  reasoning  which  is  the  most  dif- 
ficult of  execution.  That  Letter,  consist- 
ing of  thirty-two  full  pages  of  print,  I 
wrote  in  one  day,  and  that,  too,  on  the  1 1th 
of  July,  the  hottest  day  in  the  year.  But,  I 
never  could  have  done  this,  if  I  had  been 
guzzling  wine,  or  grog,  or  beer,  or  cider,  all 
the  day.  I  hope  the  reader  will  excuse  this 
digression  ;  and,  for  my  own  part,  I  think 
nothing  of  the  charge  of  egotism,  if,  by  in- 
dulging in  it,  I  produce  a  proof  of  the  ex- 
cellent effects  of  sobriety.  It  is  not  drunken- 
ness that  I  cry  out  against ;  that  is  beastly, 
and  beneath  my  notice.  It  is  drinking  ; 
for  a  man  may  be  a  great  drinker,  and  yet 
no  drunkard.  He  may  accustom  himself 
to  swallow,  till  his  belly  is  a  sort  of  tub. 
The  Spaniards,  who  are  a  very  sober  peo- 
ple, call  such  a  man  a  '  wine  bag,"1  it  being 
the  custom  in  that  country  to  put  wine  into 
bags,  made  of  skins  or  hides.  And,  indeed, 
wine  tag,  or  grog  bag,  or  beer  bag,  is  the 
suitable  appellation." 

The  critics  of  the  last  age  used  to 
talk  of  the  "  audacity  of  Dryden,  for 
binding  himself  to  write  three  plays 
perannum  !"  Alas  !  there  was  no  Cob- 
betts,  Southeys,  Byrons,  Great  Un- 
knowns, in  these  times  !  Hear  him 
again  in  the  dead  of  winter. 

"  There  is  one  thing  in  the  Americans, 
which,  though  its  proper  place  was  farther 
back,  I  have  reserved,  or  rather  kept  back, 
till  the  last  moment.  It  has  presented  it- 
self several  times;  but  I  have  turned  from 
the  thought,  as  men  do  from  thinking  of 
any  mortal  disease  that  is  at  work  in  their 
frame.  It  is  covetousness  ;  it  is  not  nig- 
gardliness ;  it  is  not  insincerity ;  it  is  not 
enviousness ;  it  is  not  cowardice,  above  all 
things  :  it  is  DRINKING.  Ay,  and  that 
too,  amongst  but  too  many  men,  who,  one 
would  think,  would  loathe  it.  You  can  go 
into  hardly  any  man's  house,  without  being 
asked  to  drink  wine,  or  spirits,  even  in  the 
morning.  They  are  quick  at  meals,  are  lit, 
tie  eaters,  seem  to  care  little  about  what  they 
eat,  and  never  talk  about  it.  This,  which 
arises  out  of  the  universal  abundance  of  good 
and  even  fine  eatables,  is  very  amiable. 
You  are  here  disgusted  with  none  of  those 
caters  by  reputation  that  are  found,  espe- 
cially amongst  the  Parsons,  in  England : 
fellows  that  unbutton  at  it.  Nor  do  the 
Americans  sit  and  tope  much  after  dinner, 
and  talk  on  till  they  get  into  nonsense  and 
smut,  which  last  is  a  sure  mark  of  a  silly, 
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aad,  pretty  generally,  even  of  a  base  mind- 
But,  they  tipple  ;  and  the  infernal  spirits 
they  tipple  too  !  The  scenes  that  I  witness- 
ed at  Harrisburgh  I  shall  never  forget.  I 
almost  wished  (God  forgive  me  !)  that  there 
were  Boroughmongers  here  to  tax  these 
drinkers ;  they  would  soon  reduce  them  to 
a  moderate  dose.  Any  nation  that  feels 
itself  uneasy  with  its  fulness  of  good  things, 
has  only  to  resort  to  an  application  of  Bo- 
roughmongers." 

We  have  all,  one  way  or  another, 
heard  of  Cobbett's  Potato-phobia.  From 
a  furious  diatribe  against  "  the  Lazy 
Root,"  he  slides  into  the  following 
exquisite  Squabash  of  MILTON  and 
SHAKESPEARE.  Here  is,  indeed,  the 
ne-plus-ultra  of  Cobbettism. 

"  I  think  it  a  subject  of  great  impor- 
tance ;  I  regard  the  praises  of  this  root,  and 
the  preference  giving  to  it  before  corn,  and 
even  some  other  roots,  to  have  arisen  from 
a  sort  of  monkey-like  imitation.  It  has 
become,  of  late  years,  the  fashion  to  ex- 
tol the  virtues  of  potatoes,  as  it  has  been 
to  admire  the  writings  of  Milton  and  Shake- 
speare. God,  almighty  anA.  allforc-scciiifr, 
first  permitting  his  chief  angel  to  be  dispo- 
sed to  rebel  against  him ;  his  permitting 
him  to  enlist  whole  squadrons  of  angels  un- 
der his  banners ;  his  permitting  this  host 
to  come  and  dispute  with  him  the  throne 
of  heaven  ;  his  permitting  the  contest  to 
be  long,  and,  at  one  time,  doubtful ;  his 
permitting  the  devils  to  bring  cannon  into 
this  battle  in  the  clouds;  his  permitting 
one  devil,  or  angel,  J  forget  which,  to  be 
split  down  the  middle,  from  crown  to  crotch, 
as  we  split  a  pig ;  his  permitting  the  two 
halves,  intestines  and  all,  to  go  slap,  up  to- 
gether again,  and  become  a  perfect  body; 
his  then  causing  all  the  devil  host  to  be 
tumbled  head-long  down  into  a  place  call- 
ed Hell,  of  the  local  situation  of  which  no 
man  can  have  an  idea ;  his  causing  gates, 
(iron  gates  too,)  to  be  erected  to  keep  the 
devil  in  ;  his"  permitting  him  to  get  out, 
nevertheless,  and  to  ccme  and  destroy  the 
peace  and  happiness  of  his  new  creation ; 
his  causing  his  son  to  take  a  pair  of  coin- 
pa  tscs  out  of  a  drawer,  to  trace  the  form 
of  the  earth  ;  all  this,  and,  indeed,  the 
•whole  of  Milton's  poem,  is  such  barbarous 
trash,  so  outrageously  offensive  to  reason 
and  to  common  sense,  that  one  is  naturally 
Jed  to  wonder  how  it  can  have  been  tolera- 
ted by  a  people,  amongst  whom  astronomy, 
navigation,  and  chemistry,  are  understood. 
But,  it  is  the  fashion  to  turn  up  the  eyes, 
•when  Paradise  Lost  is  mentioned  ;  and,  if 
you  fail  herein,  you  want  taste  ,•  you  want 
judgment  even,  if  you  do  not  admire  this 
absurd  and  ridiculous  stuff,  when,  if  one  of 
your  relations  were  to  write  a  letter  in  the 
tame  strain,  you  would  send  him  to  a  mad- 
?i&ute,  and  take  hit  estate.  It  is  the  sacri- 


ficing reason  tojhs?iion.  And  as  to  the  other 
*  Divine  Bard,'  the  case  is  still  more  pro- 
voking. After  his  ghosts,  witches,  sorcer- 
ers, fairies,  and  monsters  ;  after  his  bom- 
bast, and  puns,  and  smut,  which  appear  to 
have  been  hot  much  relished  by  his  com- 
paratively rude  contemporaries,  had  had 
their  full  swing  ;  after  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands of  pounds  had  been  expended  upon 
embellishing  his  works ;  after  numerous 
commentators,  and  engravers,  and  painters, 
and  booksellers,  had  got  fat  upon  the  trade  ; 
after  jubilees  had  been  held  in  honour  of 
his  memory ;  at  a  time  when  there  were  men, 
otherwise  of  apparently  good  sense,  who 
were  what  was  aptly  enough  termed  Shake- 
spcarc-mad.  At  this  very  moment  an  oc- 
currence took  place,  which  must  have  put 
an  end,  for  ever,  to  this  national  folly,  had 
it  not  been  kept  up  by  infatuation  and  ob- 
stinacy without  parallel.  Young  IRE  L  AN  r>, 
I  think  his  name  was  WILLIAM,  no  mat- 
ter from  what  motive,  though  I  never  could 
see  any  harm  in  his  motive,  and  have  al- 
ways thought  him  a  man  most  unjustly  and 
brutally  used.  No  matter,  however,  what 
were  the  inducing  circumstances,  or  the  mo- 
tives, he  did  write,  and  bring  forth,  as  being 
Shakespeare's,  some  plays,  a  prayer,  and 
a  love-letter.  The  learned  men  of  Eng- 
land, Ireland,  and  Scotland,  met  to  exa- 
mine these  performances.  Some  doubted, 
a  iew  denied;  but,  the  far  greater  part, 
amongst  whom  were  DiiPAKR,  Da  WHAR- 
TON,  and  MR  GEORGE  CHALMERS,  de- 
clared, in  the  most  positive  terms,  that  no 
man  but  Shakespeare  could  have  written 
those  things.  There  was  a  division  ;  but 
this  division  arose  more  from  a  suspicion  of 
some  trick,  than  from  anything  to  be  urged 
against  the  merit  of  the  writings.  The 
plays  went  so  far  as  to  be  ACTED.  Long 
lists  of  subscribers  appeared  to  the  work. 
And,  in  short,  it  was  decided,  in  the  most 
unequivocal  manner,  that  this  young  man, 
of  sixteen  years  of  age,  had  written  so  near" 
ly  like  Shakespeare,  that  a  majority  of  the 
learned  and  critical  classes  of  the  nation 
most  firmly  believed  the  writings  to  be 
Shakespeare's ;  and,  there  cannot  be  a 
doubt,  that,  if  Mr  Ireland  had  been  able  to 
keep  his  secret,  they  would  have  passed  for 
Shakespeare's  till  the  time  shall  come  when 
the  whole  heap  of  trash  will,  by  the  natu- 
ral good  sense  of  the  nation,  be  consigned 
to  everlasting  oblivion  ;  and,  indeed,  as 
folly  ever  doats  on  a  darling,  it  is  very  like- 
ly, that  these  last  found  productions  of 
'  our  immortal  bard*  would  have  been  re- 
garded as  his  best.  Yet,  in  spite  of  all  this  ; 
in  spite  of  what  one  would  have  thought  was 
sufficient  to  make  blind  people  see,  the  fa- 
shion has  been  kept  up  ;  and,  what  excites 
something  worrthan  ridicule  and  contempt, 
Mr  Ireland,  whose  writings  had  been  ta- 
ken for  Shakespeare's,  was,  when  he  made 
the  discovery,  treated  as  an  impostor  and  a 
ehcat,  and  hunted  down  with  as  much  ran- 
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cour  as  if  he  had  written  against  the  buy- 
ing and  selling  of  seats  in  Parliament.  The 
learned  men  ;  the  tage  critics  ;  the  Shake- 
speare-mad folks  ;  were  all  so  ashamed, 
that  they  endeavoured  to  draw  the  public 
attention  from  themselves  to  theyoung  man. 
It  was  of  his  impositions  that  they  now 
talked,  and  not  of  their  own  folly.  When 
the  witty  clown,  mentioned  in  Don  Quixote, 
put  the  nuncio's  audience  to  shame  by  pull- 
ing the  real  pig  out  from  under  his  cloak, 
we  do  not  find  that  that  audience  were,  like 
our  learned  men,  so  unjust  as  to  pursue 
him  with  reproaches,  and  with  every  act 
that  a  vindictive  mind  can  suggest.  They 
perceived  how  foolish  they  had  been,  they 
hung  down  their  heads  in  silence,  and,  I 
dare  say,  would  not  easily  be  led  to  admire 
the  mountebank  again ; 

"  It  is  fashion,  sir,  to  which,  in  these 
most  striking  instances,  sense  and  reason 
have  yielded  ;  and  it  is  to  fashion  that  the 
potato  owes  its  general  cultivation  and  use. 
If  you  ask  me,  whether  fashion  can  possi- 
bly make  a  nation  prefer  one  sort  of  diet  to 
another,  I  ask  you,  what  is  it  that  can  make 
a  nation  admire  Shakespeare  ?  What  is  it 
that  can  make  them  call  him  a  *  Divine 
Bard,'  nine-tenths  of  whose  works  are  made 
up  of  such  trash  as  no  decent  man,  now-a« 
days,  would  not  be  ashamed,  and  even 
afraid,  to  put  his  name  to  ?  What  can  make 
an  audience  in  London  sit  and  hear,  and 
even  applaud,  under  the  name  of  Shake- 
speare,  what  they  would  hoot  off  the  stage 
in  a  moment,  if  it  came  foEth  under  any 
other  name  ?  When  folly  has  once  given 
the  fashion,  she  is  a  very  persevering 
dame.  An  American  writer,  whose  name 
is  GEORGE  DOBSEY,  I  believe,  and  who 
has  recently  published  a  pamphlet,  called, 
"  THE  UNITED  STATES  AND  ENG- 
LAND, &c."  being  a  reply  to  an  attack  on 
the  morals  and  government  and  learning  of 
the  Americans,  in  the  "  Quarterly  Review," 
states,  as  matter  of  justification,  that  the 
People  of  America  sigh  with  delight  to  see 
the  plays  of  Shakespeare,  whom  they  claim 
as  their  countryman  ;  an  honour,  if  it  be 
disputed,  of  which  I  will  make  any  of 
them  a  voluntary  surrender  of  my  share. 
Now,  sir,  what  can  induce  the  American  to 
sit  and  hear  with  delight  the  dialogues  of 
Falstaff  and  Poins,  and  Dame  Quickly  and 
Doll  Tearsheet  ?  What  can  restrain  them 
from  pelting  Parson  Hugh,  Justice  Shal- 
low, Bardolph,  and  the  whole  crew,  off  the 
stage  ?  What  can  make  them  endure  a 
ghost  cap-a-pic — a  prince,  who,  fin  justice' 
sake,  pursues  his  uncle  and  his  mother,  and 
who  stabs  an  old  gentleman  in  sport,  and 
cries  out  '  Dead  for  a  ducat !  dead  !' 
What  can  they  find  to  '  delight'  them  in 
punning  clowns,  in  ranting  heroes,  in  sor- 
cerers, ghosts,  witches,  fairies,  monsters, 
sooth-sayers,  dreamers  ;  in  incidents  out  0f 
nature,  in  scenes  most  unnecessarily  bloody  ? 


393 

How  they  must  be  delighted  at  the  story  of 
Lear  putting  the  question  to  his  daughters 
of  which  loved  him  most,  and  then  dividing 
his  kingdom  among  them,  according  to  their 
professions  of  love ;  how  delighted  to  see 
the  fantastical  disguise  of  Edgar,  the  tread- 
ing out  Gloucester's  eyes,  and  the  trick  by 
which  it  was  pretended  he  was  made  to  be- 
lieve, that  he  had  actually  fallen  from  the 
top  of  the  cliff!  How  they  must  be  de- 
lighted to  see  the  stage  filled  with  green 
boughs,  like  a  coppice,  as  in  Macbeth,  or 
streaming  like  a  slaughter-house,  as  in  Ti- 
tus Andronicus  !  How  the  young  girls  in 
America  must  be  tickled  with  delight  at  the 
dialogues  in  Troilus  and  Cressida,  and  more 
especially  at  the  pretty  observations  of  the 
Nurse — I  think  it  is  in  Romeo  and  Juliet ! 
But,  it  is  the  same  all  through  the  work. 
I  know  of  one  other,  and  only  one  other, 
book,  so  obscene  as  this ;  and,  if  I  were  to 
judge  from  the  high  favour  in  which  these 
two  books  seem  to  stand,  I  should  conclude, 
that  wild  and  improbable  fiction,  bad  prin- 
ciples of  morality  and  politics,  obscurity  of 
meaning,  bombastical  language,  forced 
jokes,  puns,  and  smut,  were  fitted  to  the 
minds  of  the  people.  But  I  do  not  thus 
judge.  It  is  fashion.  These  books  are  in 
fashion.  Every  one  is  ashamed  not  to  be 
in  the  fashion.  It  is  the  fashion  to  extol 
potatoes,  and  to  eat  potatoes.  Every  one 
joins  in  extolling  potatoes,  and  all  the  world 
like  potatoes,  or  pretend  to  like  them,  which 
is  the  same  thing  in  effect." 

Of  course,  our  friend  turned  to  a 
beautifully  browned  potato-pudding 
immediately  after  this — nor  am  I  so 
uncharitable  that  I  would  not  believe 
him  to  have  read  the  Merry  Wives  of 
Windsor  over  the  same  evening,  with  a 
good  can  of  ale  at  his  elbow.  These 
are  all  things  of  course.  It  is  Cobbett 
we  have  to  do  with. 

But  time  about  is  fair  play — you 
shall  not  only  admire  the  next  extract 
— you  shall  agree  with  it.  He  is  knock- 
ing down  those  fine-hearted  folks  who 
object  to  rural  sports,  on  the  score  of 
cruelty. 

"  These  gentlemen  forge*  the  operations 
performed  upon  calves,  pigs,  lambs,  and 
sometimes  on  poultry.  Sir  ISAAC  COFFIM 
prides  himself  upon  teaching  the  English 
ladies  how  to  make  turkey-capons  !  Only 
think  of  the  separation  of  calves,  pigs,  and 
lambs,  at  an  early  age,  from  their  mothers  ! 
Go,  you  sentimental  eaters  of  veal,  sucking 
pig,  and  lamb,  and  hear  the  mournful  low- 
ings,  whinings,  and  bleatings  ;  observe  the 
anxious  listen,  the  wistful  look,  and  the 
dropping  tear,  of  the  disconsolate  dams ; 
and,  then,  while  you  have  the  carcases  of 
their  young  ones  under  your  teeth,  cry  out, 
as  soon  as  you  can  empty  your  mouths  a 
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little,  against  tlie  cruelty  of  hunting  and 
shooting.  Get  up  from  dinner  (but  take 
care  to  stuff  well  first,)  and  go  and  drown 
the  puppies  of  the  bitch,  and  the  kittens  of 
the  cat,  lest  they  should  share  a  little  in 
what  their  mothers  have  guarded  with  so 
much  fidelity  ;  and,  as  good  stuffing  may 
tend  to  make  you  restless  in  the  night,  or- 
der the  geese  to  be  picked  alive,  that,  how- 
ever your  consciences  may  feel,  your  bed,  at 
least,  may  be  easy  and  soft.  Witness  all 
this  with  your  own  eyes  ;  and  then  go  weep- 
ing to  bed,  at  the  possibility  of  a  hare  ha- 
ving been  terribly  frightened  without  being 
killed,  or  of  a  bird  having  been  left  in  a 
thicket  with  a  shot  in  its  body,  or  a  fracture 
in  its  wing.  But,  before  you  go  up  stairs, 
give  your  servants  orders  to  be  early  at  mar- 
ket for  fish,  fresh  out  of  the  water,  that  they 
may  be  scaled,  or  skinned  alive  !  A  truce 
with  you,  then,  sentimental  eaters  of  flesh  ; 
and  here  I  propose  the  terms  of  a  lasting 
compromise  with  you.  We  must,  on  each 
side,  yield  something.  We  sportsmen  will 
content  ourselves  with  merely  seeing  the 
hares  skip  and  the  birds  fly  ;  and  you  shall 
be  content  with  the  flesh  and  fish  that  come 
from  cases  of  natural  death,  of  which,  I  am 
sure,  your  compassionate  disposition  will 
not  refuse  us  a  trifling  allowance. 

"  Nor  have  even  the  PyUiagorcans  a 
much  better  batteiy  against  us.  SirRicH- 
AHD  PHILLIPS,  who  once  rang  a  peal  in 
my  ears  against  shooting  and  hunting,  does, 
indeed,  eat  neither  Jle,sh,Jish,  nor  fowl.  His 
abstinence  surpasses  that  of  a  Carmelite, 
while  his  bulk  would  not  disgrace  a  Bene- 
dictine Monk,  or  a  Protestant  Dean.  But, 
he  forgets,  that  his  shoes,  and  breeches,  and 
gloves,  are  made  of  the  skins  of  animals. 
He  forgets  that  he  writes,  and  very  elo- 
quently too,  (O,  Cobbett,  this  is  much  even 
irom  you  !)  with  what  has  been  cruelly 
taken  from  a  fowl ;  and  that,  in  order  to 
cover  the  books  which  he  has  had  made  and 
sold,  hundreds  of  flocks  and  scores  of  droves 
must  have  perished  :  nay,  that,  to  get  him 
his  bearer-hat,  a  beaver  must  have  been 
hunted  and  killed,  and,  in  the  doing  of 
which,  many  beavers  have  been  wounded, 
and  left  to  pine  away  the  rest  of  their  lives ; 
and,  perhaps,  many  little  orphan  beavers, 
left  to  lament  the  murder  of  their  parents. 
BEN  LEY  was  the  only  real  and  sincere 
Pythagorean  of  modern  times  that  I  ever 
heard  of.  He  protested,  not  only  against 
eating  the  flesh  of  animals,  but  also  against 
robbing  their  backs  ;  and,  therefore,  his 
dress  consisted  wholly  of  Jlax.  But,  even 
he,  like  Sir  Richard  Phillips,  eat  milk,  but- 
ter, cheese,  and  eggs ;  though  this  was  cruel- 
ly robbing  the  hens,  cows,  and  calves  ;  and, 
indeed,  causing  the  murder  of  the  calves. 
In  addition,  poor  little  BEN  forgot  the  ma- 
terials of  book-binding ;  and,  it  was  well  he 
did ;  for  else,  his  Bible  would  have  gone 
into  the  lire ! 


CSept. 


•*  Taking  it  for  granted,  then,  that  sports- 
men are  as  good  as  other  folks  on  the  score 
of  humanity,  the  sports  of  the  field,  like 
everything  else  done  in  the  fields,  tend  to 
produce,  or  preserve  health.  I  prefer  them 
to  all  other  pastime,  because  they  produce 
early  rising  ;  because  they  have  no  tendency 
to  lead  young  men  into  vicious  habits.  It 
is  where  men  congregate  that  the  vicea 
haunt.  A  hunter  or  a  shooter  may  also  be 
a  gambler  and  a  drinker  ;  but  he  is  less  like- 
ly to  be  fond  of  the  two  latter,  if  he  be  fond 
of  the  former.  Boys  will  take  to  something 
in  the  way  of  pastime  ;  and  it  is  better  that 
they  take  to  that  which  is  innocent,  healthy, 
and  manly,  than  that  which  is  vicious,  un- 
healthy, and  effeminate.  Besides,  the  scenes 
of  rural  sport  are  necessarily  at  a  distance 
from  cities  and  towns.  This  is  another 
great  consideration  ;  for  though  great  ta- 
lents are  wanted  to  be  employed  in  the  hives 
of  -men,  they  are  very  rarely  acquired  in 
these  hives  ;  the  surrounding  objects  are  too 
numerous,  too  near  the  eye,  too  frequently 
under  it,  and  too  artificial. 

"  For  these  reasons  I  have  always  encou- 
raged my  sons  to  pursue  these  sports.  They 
have,  until  the  age  of  14  or  15,  spent  their 
time,  by  day,  chiefly  amongst  horses  and 
dogs,  and  in  the  fields  and  farm-yard  ;  and 
their  candle-light  has  been  spent  chiefly  in 
reading  books  about  hunting  and  shooting, 
and  about  dogs  and  horses.  I  have  sup- 
plied them  plentifully  with  books  and  prints 
relating  to  these  matters.  They  have  draivn 
horses,  dogs,  and  game  themselves.  These 
things,  in  which  they  took  so  deep  an  inte- 
rest, not  only  engaged  their  attention,  and 
wholly  kept  them  from  all  taste  for,  and 
even  all  knowledge  of,  cards  and  other 
senseless  amusements  ;  but  they  led  them 
to  read  and  write  of  their  own  accord ;  and, 
never  in  my  life  have  I  set  them  a  copy  in 
writing,  nor  attempted  to  teach  them  a  word 
of  reading.  They  have  learnt  to  read  by 
looking  into  books  about  dogs  and  game  ; 
and  they  have  learnt  to  write  by  imitating 
my  writing,  and  by  writing  endless  letters 
to  me,  when  I  have  been  from  home,  about 
their  dogs  and  other  rural  concerns.  While 
the  Borough-tyrants  had  me  in  Newgate 
for  two  years,  with  a  thousand  pounds  fine, 
for  having  expressed  my  indignation  at  their 
flogging  of  Englishmen,  in  the  heart  of 
England,  under  a  guard  of  Hanoverian  sa- 
bres, I  received  volumes  of  let  tern  from  my 
children  ;  and,  I  have  them  now,  from  the 
scrawl  of  three  years,  to  the  neat  and  beau- 
tiful hand  of  thirteen.  I  never  told  them  of 
any  errors  in  their  letters.  All  was  well. 
The  best  evidence  of  the  utility  of  their  wri- 
ting, and  the  strongest  encouragement  to 
write  again,  was  a  very  clear  answer  from 
me,  in  a  very  precise  hand,  and  upon  very 
nice  paper,  which  they  never  failed  prompt- 
ly to  receive.  They  have  all  written  to  me 
before  they  could  form  a  singlx  letter.  A 
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little  bit  of  paper,  whh'/jome  ink-marks  on 
it,  folded  up  by  themselves,  and  a  wafer 
stuck  in  it,  used  to  be  sent  to  me,  and  it  was 
sure  to  bring  the  writer  a  very,  very  kind 
answer.  Thus  have  they  gone  on.  So  far 
from  being  a  trouble  to  me,  they  have  been 
all  pleasure  and  advantage.  For  many  years 
they  have  been  so  many  secretaries.  I  have 
dictated  scores  of  Registers  to  them,  which 
have  gone  to  the  press  without  my  ever  look' 
ing  at  them.  I  dictated  Registers  to  them 
at  the  age  of  thirteen-,  and  even  of  twelve. 
They  have,  as  to  trust-worthiness,  been 
grown  persons,  at  eleven  or  twelve.  I  could 
leave  my  house  and  affairs,  the  paying  of 
men,  or  the  going  from  home  on  business, 
to  them,  at  an  age  when  boys  in  England, 
in  general,  want  servants  to  watch  them,  to 
see  that  they  do  not  kill  chickens,  torment 
kittens,  or  set  the  buildings  on  fire. 

44  Here  is  a  good  deal  of  boasting  ;  but, 
it  will  not  be  denied,  that  I  have  done  a 
great  deal  in  a  short  public  life,  and  I  see 
no  harm  in  telling  my  readers  of  any  of  the 
means  that  I  have  employed  ;  especially  as 
I  know  of  few  greater  misfortunes  than  that 
of  breeding  up  tilings  to  be  school-boys  all 
their  lives.  It  is  not,  that  I  have  so  many 
wonders  of  the  world :  it  is  that  I  have  pur- 
sued a  rational  plan  of  education,  and  one 
that  any  man  may  pursue,  if  he  will,  with 
similar  effects.  I  remember,  too,  that  I 
myself  had  had  a  sportsman-education.  I 
ran  after  the  hare-hounds  at  the  age  of 
nine  or  ten.  I  have  many  and  many  a  day 
left  the  rooks  to  dig  up  the  wheat  and  pease, 
while  I  followed  the  hounds  ;  and  have  re- 
turned home  at  dark-night,  with  my  legs 
full  of  thorns,  and  my  belly  empty,  to  go 
supperless  to  bed,  and  to  congratulate  my- 
self if  I  escaped  a  flogging.  I  was  sure  of 
these  consequences ;  but  that  had  not  tha 
smallest  eftect  in  restraining  me.  All  the 
lectures,  all  the  threats,  vanished  from  my 
mind  in  a  moment  upon  hearing  the  first  cry 
of  the  hounds,  at  which  my  heart  used  to 
be  ready  to  bound  out  of  my  body.  I  re~ 
membercd  all  this.  I  traced  to  this  taste  my 
contempt  for  card-playing,  and  for  all  child- 
ish and  effeminate  amusements.  And, 
therefore,  I  resolved  to  leave  the  same 
course  freely  open  to  my  sons.  This  is  my 
plan  of  education  ;  others  may  follow  what 
plan  they  please." 

The  following  is  a  capital  specimen 
of  the  sudden  sarcasm  of  Cobbett. 

"  An  American  counts  the  cost  of  pow- 
der and  shot.  If  he  i^  deliberate  in  every- 
thing else,  this  habit  will  hardly  forsake 
him  in  the  act  of  shooting.  When  the  sen- 
timental flesh-eaters  hear  the  report  of  his 
gun,  they  may  begin  to  pull  out  their  white 
handkerchiefs  ;  for  death  follows  his  pull  of 
Uie  trigger,  with,  perhaps,  even  more  cer- 
tainty than  it  used  to  follow  the  lancet  of 
DOCTOR  RUSH." 

Of  course,  the  reader  is  avvurc  that 
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Cobbett's  original  banishment  from 
America  was  the  consequence  of  a  fine 
imposed  upon  him,  for  a  gross  libel 
upon  the  character  of  that  truly  emi- 
nent person,  Dr  Rush,  of  Philadelphia, 
father  to  the  present  minister  at  St 
James's — yet  how  good  is  the  cut ! 

I  had  occasion  to  allude,  on  a  for- 
mer occasion,  to  part  of  what  follows. 
It  occurs  in  the  midst  of  one  of  Cob- 
bett's disquisitions  on  the  political 
constitution  of  the  United  States. 

44  The  suffrage,  or  qualification  of  elec- 
tors, is  very  various.  In  some  States,  every 
free  man,  that  is,  every  man  who  Is  not 
bondman  or  slave,  has  a  vote.  In  others, 
the  payment  of  a  tax  is  required.  In 
others,  a  man  must  be  worth  a  hundred 
pounds.  In  Virginia  a  man  must  be  a 
freeholder. 

"  This  may  serve  to  shew  how  little  Mr 
JERRY  BENTHAM,  the  new  Mentor  of 
the  Westminster  Telemachus,  knows  about 
the  political  part  of  the  American  govern- 
ments. Jerry,  whose  great,  and,  indeed, 
only  argument,  in  support  of  annual  par- 
liaments and  universal  suffrage,  is,  that 
America  is  so  happy  under  such  a  system, 
has,  if  we  were  to  own  him,  furnished  our 
enemies  with  a  complete  answer  ;  for  they 
have,  in  order  to  silence  him,  only  to  refer 
to  the  facts  of  his  argument  of  happy  ex- 
perience. By  silencing  him,  however,  I 
do  not  mean  the  stopping  of  his  tongue,  or 
pen ;  for  nothing  but  mortality  will  ever 
do  that.  This  everlasting  babbler  hag 
aimed  a  sort  of  stiletto  stroke  at  me  ;  for 
what,  God  knows,  except  it  be  to  act  a 
consistent  part,  by  endeavouring  to  mur- 
der the  man  whom  he  has  so  frequently 
robbed,  and  whose  facts  and  thoughts, 
though  disguised  and  disgraced  by  the 
robber's  quaint  phraseology,  constitute  the 
better  part  of  his  book.  Jerry,  who  was 
made  a  Reformer  by  PITT'S  refusal  to 
give  him  a  contract  to  build  a  penitentiary, 
and  to  make  him  prime  administrator  of 
penance,  that  is  to  say,  Beggar- Whipper 
General,  is  a  very  proper  person  to  be 
toasted  by  those  who  have  plotted  and 
conspired  against  Major  Oartwright.  Mr 
BROUGHAM  praises  Jerry  ;  THAT  is 

ENOUGH  !" 

Hear  also  this  truth— for  truth  it  is, 
though  Cobbett  speaks. 

"  The  grand  ideas  about  the  extension 
of  the  empire  of  the  United  States,  are  of 
very  questionable  soundness :  and  they  be- 
come more  questionable  from  being  echoed 
by  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  a  set  of  the 
meanest  politicians  that  ever  touched  pen 
and  paper.  UPON  ANY  GREAT  QUES- 
TION TIIEYNEVERHAVE  BEEN  1UGHT, 

EVEN    BY    accident,   WHICH    is   VERY 

HARD  !" 

The  following  is  a  fair  specimen  of 
"  Cobbett  merry." 
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*'  I  have  sometimes  been  half  tempted 
to  believe,  that  the  Magpie  first  suggested 
to  tyrants  the  idea  of  having  a  tithe-eating 
Clergy.  The  Magpie  devours  the  corn  and 
grain ;  so  does  the  Parson.  The  Magpie 
takes  the  wool  from  the  sheep's  backs  ;  so 
does  the  Parson.  The  Magpie  devours 
alike  the  young  animals  and  the  eggs  ;  so 
does  the  Parson.  The  Magpie's  clack  is 
everlastingly  going ;  so  is  the  Parson's. 
The  Magpie  repeats  by  rote  words  that 
are  taught  it ;  so  does  the  Parson.  The 
Magpie  is  always  skipping  and  hopping 
and  peeping  into  other's  nests ;  so  is  the 
Parson.  The  Magpie's  colour  is  partly 
black  and  partly  white  ;  so  is  the  Parson's. 
The  Magpie's  greediness,  impudence,  and 
cruelty,  are  proverbial ;  so  are  those  of  the 
Parson.  I  was  saying  to  a  farmer  the 
other  day,  that  if  the  Boroughrnongers  had 
a  mind  to  ruin  America,  they  would,  an- 
other time,  send  over  five  or  six  good  large 
flocks  of  Magpies,  instead  of  five  or  six  of 
their  armies." 

Take  this  for  another  specimen  of 
his  merriment ! 

**  I  am  happy  to  tell  you,  that  Ellenbo- 
rough  and  Gibbs  have  retired  !  Ill  health 
is  the  pretence.  I  never  yet  knew  ill  health 
induce  such  fellows  to  loosen  their  grasp  of 
the  public  purse.  But,  be  it  so :  then  I 
feel  pleasure  on  that  account.  To  all  the 
other  pangs  of  body  and  mind,  let  them 
add  that  of  knowing,  that  William  Cob- 
bett,  whom  they  thought  they  had  put 
down  for  ever,  if  not  killed,  lives  to  RE- 

JOICE  AT  THEIR  PAINS  AND  THEIR 
DEATH,  TO  TRAMPLE  ON  THEIR 
GRAVES,  AND  TO  HAND  DOWN  THEIR 
NAMES  FOR  THE  JUST  JUDGMENT  OF 
POSTERITY." 

Was  there  ever  such  a  fiend !  Well ; 
but  the  fiend  has  at  least  the  merit  of 
speaking  out. 

So  much  for  Cobbett's  account  of 
his  year's  residence  in  Long-Island. 
Another  book  of  his,  that  I  expected 
a  great  deal  from,  disappointed  me 
sadly — his  Sermons.  I  expected,  I 
know  not  what ;  but  I  found  nothing 
—not  even  wickedness  enough  to  sea- 
son their  dulness  :  for  they  are  dull. 

I  shall  conclude,  in  fairness  to  Cob- 
bett, with  quoting  from  one  of  his  late 
Registers,  a  part  of  a  letter  to  Mr,  or,  as 
he  calls  him,  "  Parson,"  Malthus.  Co- 
lonel David  Stewart's  account  of  an- 
cient and  modern  Athol,  in  his  His- 
tory of  the  Highland  Regiments,  might 
furnish  Cobbett  with  some  very  stri- 
king additional  arguments.  In  point 
of  fact,  I  have  always  thought  that 


Cobbett  has  the  better  of  Malthus  in 
many  parts  of  this  controversy. 

"  When  people  see  new  houses,  they  are 
apt  to  think  that  they  see  signs  of  increase ; 
and  this  they  certainly  do  see,  where  they 
see  the  boundaries  of  towns  and  cities  ex- 
tend themselves ;  where  they  see  whole 
towns  rising  up  here  and  there  as  round 
this  WEN.*  But,  to  see  new  houses  build- 
ing in  towns  and  villages,  is  no  sign  of  in- 
crease, any  more  than  it  is  to  see  wheat 
stacks  building  in  a  farm-yard.  It  is  true, 
these  are  new  stacks  ;  but  they  only  come 
to  replace  others  that  are  just  taken  away. 
Houses  are  continually  wearing  out ;  and 
if,  upon  going  through  a  town  or  a  village, 
you  do  not  see  one  new  house  ;  one  house 
built  this  very  year ;  one  of  these  for  every 
forty  houses  that  the  town  or  village  con- 
tains ;  you  may  set  down  that  town  or  vil- 
lage as  being  in  a  state  of  decay.  In  mere 
villages,  where  the  houses  are  weak,  there 
ought  to  be  one  new  one  out  of  every 
twenty  ;  for  these  frail  houses  do  not  last, 
upon  an  average,  above  twenty  years. 

"  Let  any  man  take  these  observations 
for  his  guide ;  let  him  go  through  the 
country  towns  and  villages,  particularly 
those  to  the  westward,  one*  so  populous. 
Let  him  take  notice  of  the  tumbling  down 
houses ;  of  the  totally  dismantled  small 
farm-houses.  Let  him  look  at  the  little 
barns,  and  yards  that  were  formerly  home- 
steads, and  that  are  now  become  mere  cat- 
tle sheds.  Let  him  look  at  that  which  was 
the  farm-house,  but  which  is  now  become 
the  miserable  abode  of  two  or  three  labour- 
ers and  their  families,  who  are  perishing 
with  hunger,  cold  and  nakedness,  beneath 
that  roof  where  ease  and  happiness  dwelt, 
until  the  accursed  paper-money  system 
laid  its  fangs  upon  the  country.  All  these 
small  farm-houses  have  disappeared  ;  and 
yet  the  villages  have  grown  smaller  and 
smaller.  The  accursed  paper-money  has 
drawn  the  wretched  people  into  crowded 
masses.  All  the  laws  have  had  the  same 
tendency.  That  mixture  of  agricultural 
with  manufacturing  pursuits,  which  was 
so  favourable  to  the  health  and  morals  of 
the  people,  and  to  their  ease  and  comfort, 
at  the  same  time ;  this  is  gone  from  the 
villages  and  country  towns ;  and  the  po- 
pulation is  gone  along  with  it ;  and  gone, 
too,  to  become  a  sort  of  slaves,  regularly 
drilled  to  their  work,  and  kept  at  it  very 
nearly  literally  under  the  lash. 

u  Accordingly,  there  is  scarcely  a  vil- 
lage, at  a  distance  from  fundholders,  ma- 
nufacturing rendezvouses,  watering-places, 
sea-ports,  or  barracks :  there  is  scarcely  a 
village  at  a  distance  from  all  these,  which 
contains  a.  fourth  part  of  the  people  that  it 
formerly  contained.  I  have  mentioned  above 
twenty  parishes  by  name.  In  most  of  these 
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parishes,  two  or  three  farmers  have  come 
and  swallowed  up  farms,  formerly  occu- 
pied by  probably  fifty  farmers.  Nothing  is 
more  common  than  to  see  a  man  occupying 
land,  which  formed,  not  more  than  thirty, 
forty,  or  fifty  years  ago,  twenty  farms. 
Three,  four,  or  five  farms,  made  into  one, 
is  a  thing  to  be  seen  every  wheie.  And  yet, 
as  I  observed  before,  the  population  of  die 
villages  is  decreased.  In  going  through  a 
village,  in  almost  any  part  of  the  country, 
except  where  the  funds  or  the  manufactu- 
ring establishments  have  an  influence,  you 
are  sure  to  see  ten  houses  almost  falling 
down,  for  every  one  that  you  see  building. 
In  numerous  instances,  I  found,  in  my 
rides  during  the  last  fall,  houses  quitted, 
from  the  danger  of  their  falling  down  ;  and 
I  very  seldom  found  that  any  new  house 
was  building  in  the  stead.  I  went  into 
scarcely  any  agricultural  village,  where  I 
did  not  see  the  old  bricks  and  other  rub- 
bish of  a  house  or  two,  that  had  recently 
stood  upon  the  spot  where  the  rubbish  now 
was.  On  the  outskirts  of  almost  all  the 
villages,  you  find  still  remaining  small  en- 
closures of  land,  each  of  which  has  mani- 
festly had  its  house  formerly.  They  are 
generally  in  pasture  at  this  time ;  but,  if 
you  look  attentively  at  the  ground,  you 
will  see  unevennesses  which  shew  you  that 
here  are  the  relics  of  the  foundations  of 
houses  ;  while,  if  you  look  at  the  fences, 
you  will  see  gooseberry,  currant,  or  rasp- 
berry bushes,  making  their  appearance 
here  and  there.  In  the  middle  of  such 
little  plots  of  ground,  you  frequently  see 
old  pear-trees  or  apple-trees,  or  the  stumps 
of  them,  remaining.  A1J  these  are  so  many 
proofs  of  a  greatly  diminished,  and  of  a  still 
diminishing,  population. 

"  It  is  possible  that  as  much  human 
sustenance  may  be  produced  in  these  agri- 
cultural parishes  as  there  used  to  be,  though 
the  number  of  hands  may  be  much  smaller. 
It  is  very  well  known,  that  horses  and 
tackle  now  do,  in  many  cases,  what  was 
formerly  done  by  the  hand  of  man.  But 
that  there  was  more  land  in  cultivation  for- 
merly than  there  is  now,  nobody  can  doubt. 
They  produce  to  us  the  long  list  of  enclo- 
sure bills ;  but  it  is  curious  enough  that 
they  never  tell  us,  that  the  far  greater  part 
of  this  land  was  cultivated  formerly,  with- 
out any  enclosure  bill  at  all.  If  the  Par- 
liament would  lay  out  a  few  thousand 
pounds  of  our  money,  in  order  to  ascertain 
how  many  hundreds  of  thousands  of  acres 
of  land  was  in  cultivation  before  the  Revo- 
lution, more  than  is  in  cultivation  now,  I 
should  not  grudge  that  money,  as  I  do  the 
money  laid  out  in  Population  Returns. 
However,  the  great  proof,  the  undeniable 
proof,  of  depopulation,  throughout  a  con- 
siderable part  of  the  kingdom,  is  this  fact 
— that  there  are  nearly  a  third  part  of  the 
whole  of  the  churches,  which,  if  the  popu- 
lation were  the  same,  when  the  churches 
were  built,  that  it  is  now,  those  churches 
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were  built  by  crazy  people.  They  were 
built  without  any  reason  for  building  them. 
Many  of  them  stand  within  a  mile  of  each 
other ;  and  it  frequently  happens,  that  the 
two  parishes  do  not  now  contain  people 
enough,  allowing  for  sick  people,  and  lit- 
tle children,  and  for  those  that  must  stay 
at  home  to  take  care  of  the  house  or  of  the 
cattle — it  frequently  happens  that  the  two 
parishes  do  not,  if  you  make  these  allow- 
ances, contain  people  enough  to  fill  one 
pew  !  It  is  monstrous,  then,  to  suppose 
that  these  parishes  have  not;  in  a  great 
measure,  been  depopulated.  How  are  we 
to  believe,  that  people  could  have  built 
churches,  unless  there  had  been  numbers 
sufficient  to  fill  them  !  It  is  not  in  one, 
two,  or  three,  but  in  hundreds  of  instances, 
that  the  churches  are  now  wholly  gone.*** 
"  The  size,  the  size  of  the  churches — 
this  alone  would  be  enough  to  convince 
any  man  of  sound  judgment,  that  there  has 
been  a  prodigious  decrease  in  the  popula- 
tion of  a  great  part  of  the  kingdom.  The 
curious  Return  of  which  I  have  spoken 
above,  professes  to  have  in  view  to  ascer- 
tain how  many  people  the  several  churches 
will  hold.  So  that  one  naturally  is  inclined 
to  look,  with  a  good  deal  of  curiosity,  to 
what  is  said  upon  this  subject,  in  cases 
where  the  population  is  reduced  to  a  mere 
nothing.  Let  us  take  a  little  list  here.  The 
parish  of  BIIEMHILLHAM  contains  sixteen 
persons  altogether.  The  parish  is  a  rectory. 
The  parson  is  required  to  write  down, '  num- 
ber of  persons  they  can  contain  ;'  that  is  to 
say,  number  of  persons  the  churches  can 
contain.  Now,  this  parson  of  BRE MHILL- 
HAM  states  in  his  answer,  that  his  church 
will  contain  '  the  population ;'  that  is  to 
say,  his  church  is  capable  of  holding  six- 
teen persons,  supposing  the  whole  of  the 
people  of  the  parish  to  be  at  church  at  one 
time.  Now,  sixteen  grown-up  men  can 
stand  in  a  space  four  feet  square.  We 
know  that  six  can  sit  in  a  stage-coach; 
and  yet  this  parson  tells  us,  that  his  church 
'  can  contain  the  population'  of  his  parish. 
What,  then,  is  there  a  double  meaning 
here  ?  Is  there  a  little  bit  of  the  Jesuit 
played  off  among  us  sincere  Protestants  ? 
The  church  can  contain  the  population ; 
but  the  pious  pastor  does  not  say  that  it 
can  contain  no  more  !  But  this  was  not  the 
question :  the  question  was,  -x-Jiat  number 
of  persons  they  can  contain  ;  that  is  to  say, 
how  many  persons  can  your  church  con- 
tain ?  This  is  the  amount  of  the  question  ; 
and,  notwithstanding  this,  it  is  stated,  in 
this  Return,  that  the  church  can  contain 
*  the  population^  in  the  case  of  scores  of 
parishes,  where  the  population  is  under 
forty.  Perhaps  there  is  not  a  church  in 
England,  the  porch  of  which  would  not 
hold  twenty  men.  Certainly  not  one,  the 
chancel  of  which  would  not  hold  a  hun- 
dred men,  standing  upright ;  and,  perhaps, 
there  is  not  one  that  would  not  hold  more 
than  three  hundred.  We  have  seen  above, 
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that  there  are  eight  people  living  in  S 
CUT,  in  the  Return,  the  rector  (for  this  is 
a  rectorial  living)  says  that  his  church  can 
hold  eight  people  !  And  this  he  signs  with 
his  name ;  and  it  is  sent  to  the  bishop ; 
and  the  bishop  sends  it  to  the  King  in 
council ;  and  the  King  in  council  lays  it 
before  Parliament.  So  that,  here  is  the- 
Parliament  informed,  and  here  is  the  na- 
tion taxed  to  pay  for  the  printing  of  the 
information,  that  there  is  a  church  at 
SHARNCUT,  in  Wiltshire,  that '  can  con- 
tain.' eight  living  souls — a  whole  eight  of 
them,  at  one  and  the  same  time.  After 
this,  it  must  be  a  pretty*  beastly  people  to 
be  guided  by  these  Returns.  The  thing  to 
remark  with  regard  to  this  Return,  is"  the 
cavalier-like  impudence  of  it.  It  is  mani- 
fest that  the  question  was  intended  to  get 
an  account  of  what  number  each  church 
would  contain,  when  it  wan  sufficiently 
filled.  There  was  no  sense  in  the  question 
if  this  was  not  the  object  of  it ;  and  yet, 
here  is  a  man  to  take  his  pen  and  write 
down  the  figure  eight,  against  this  ques- 
tion, and  send  it  off  to  the  bishop  without 
any  ceremony.  In  all  probability  his  church 
would  contain  several  hundreds  of  persons. 
I  never  yet  saw  a  church  that  would  not. 
It  is  very  seldom,  indeed,  that  the  meanest 
and  most  miserable  country  church  is  less, 
in  the  clear,  than  fifty  feet  long.  Cut  off  a 
bit  for  a  belfry,  and  leave  a  piece  for  the 
communion-table,  and  you  have  still  a 
room  thirty  feet  long,  at  least,  and  from 
fifteen  to  twenty  feet  wide.  Two  rows  of 
people,  sitting  on  benches  up  the  middle 
of  this  room,  will  make  three  score.  There 
arc  about  fifteen  or  sixteen  pews  generally 
in  such  a  place.  It  must  be  a  miserable 
hole  that  has  not  a  gallery  to  contain  a 
hundred.  Add  a  few  cross  benches  here 
and  there.  But  why  need  I  make  any 
such  calculations,  when  it  is  notorious, 
that  Methodist  meeting-houses,  not  a  quar- 
ter part  so  big  as  the  smallest  church  in 
the  kingdom,  contain  two  or  three  hundred 
persons  each." 


"  The  size  of  the  churches  is  a  thing  of 
great  consequence.  We  find  them,  through- 
out the  agricultural  part  of  the  country,  to 
be  out  of  all  reason  too  large.  I  have  shewn 
that  there  are  many  hundreds  of  parishes, 
the  whole  population  of  each  of  which 
might  be  placed  in  the  porches  of  the 
church.  I  have  given  instances  of  several 
parishes,  the  present  population  of  each  of 
which  might  be  put  into  a  stage-coach.  I 
have  given  instances,  or,  at  least,  have  sta- 
ted, that  there  are  hundreds  and  hundreds 
of  parishes,  the  present  population  of  each 
of  which  do  not  amount  to  a  hundred  ;  and 
that  there  arc  several  thousands  of  parishes, 
the  present  population  of  which  does  not 
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amount  to  two  hundred.  There  were  about 
ten  thousand  churches  in  England ;  and, 
at  this  very  moment,  the  whole  of  the  pre- 
sent population  could,  except  in  those  parts 
where  men  have  been  drawn  together  by 
the  paper-money,  be  not  only  accommoda- 
ted with  these  churches,  but,  with  the  help 
of  a  little  straw  in  each  parish,  actually 
hidden  under  the  roofs  of  these  churches. 

"  Back  I  come  then,  after  exhibiting  all 
these  very  suspicious  circumstances  relative 
to  these  Clerical  Returns  ;  back  I  come  to 
inquire  once  more,  what  ground  there  can 
be  for  supposing  that  the  population  of 
England  has  increased  ?  Here  we  have  a 
whole  list  of  parishes  actually  wasting  away 
to  nothing.  This  is  a  fact  that  it  is  im- 
possible to  deny ;  and  yet  you,  and  your 
patrons  the  boroughmongers,  insist  upon 
it  that  there  is  an  increase  of  the  popula- 
tion ;  and,  what  is  more,  a  great  part  of 
the  public  believe  you.  This  is  one  of 
those  falsehoods  that  men  tell  till  they  be- 
lieve it  to  be  true  themselves.  There  have 
been  several  of  these  great  national  lict." 

I  have  omitted  about  as  much  more 
of  abuse,  as  I  have  quoted  of  argument. 
Indeed,  if  Cobbett  did  not  render  it 
impossible  for  himself  to  be  read  by 
weighing  his  books  down  with  unne- 
cessary filth,  who  would  be  the  fool  to 
make  extracts  from  such  a  writer  as  he 
is? 

Before  I  leave  him,  I  must  not  omit 
to  take  notice  of  the  great  service 
which  he  really  appears  to  have  been 
doing  in  the  introduction  of  the  plat- 
ting of  straw  for  hats.  But  as  his  Cot- 
tage Economy,  in  which  this  matter  is 
abundantly  explained,  ought  to  be  in 
every  cottage  in  the  empire,*!  shall  do 
no  more  than  say,  once  for  all,  that 
for  once  Cobbett  has  had  the  merit  of 
introducing  a  great  good,  unclogged 
with  even  the  least  of  evil.  I  am 
heartily  pleased  to  hear  that  the  new 
manufacture  is  getting  the  name  of 
"  the  Cobbett  Platt."  He  deserves  the 
compliment;  and  I  should  not  be  much 
surprised  if  this  were  to  be  the  salva- 
tion ef  his  NAME  after  all  the  books 
he  has  written  are  forgotten. 

For  forgotten  they  cannot  fail  to  be! 
It  is  indeed  a  melancholy  truth,  that 
every  author  diminishes  his  chance  of 
surviving  in  the  ratio  wherein  .he  in- 
creases Rafter  a  certain  limit,  of  course, 
I  mean,)  the  bulk  of  his  works.  How 
little  is  this  thought  of  in  this  thrice- 
bookish  age  !  Had  Swift  concentrated 
all  his  wit  in  one  volume,  or  in  three 
volumes,  would  not  his  book  have  been 


*  Not  until  the  blasphemy  and  sedition  are  erased  from  it,  Mr  Tickler.  Even  Brougham 
says  as  much. — C.  N. 
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in  every  man's,  woman's  and  child's 
hand,  wherever,  and  to  whatever  age, 
the  English  tongue  is  spoken  !  Instead 
of  that,  we  have  a  book  in  twenty  vo- 
lumes, price  five  or  six  guineas  !  The 
same  way  with  Dryden — the  same  way 
withMiltpn — the  same  way  withShake- 
speare  himself  to  a  certain  extent — 
and,  if  Shakespeare  had  written  two  or 
three  hundred  plays,  instead  of  two  or 
three  dozen,  (which  he  would  have 
done  had  his  time  been  like  ours,) 
what  would  have  been  the  conse- 
quence? It  is  this  that  gives  the  ancient 
classics  one  of  their  great  advantages. 
I  can  carry  my  Horace,  my  Sallust, 
my  Virgil  even,  my  whole  Virgil,  in 
my  pocket.  But  Cobbett !  there  is,  in- 
deed, the  depth  of  despair.  His  good 
.  things  lie  scattered  over  such  a  surface 
— to  speak  in  his  own  way,  there  is 
such  a  wilderness  about  every  settle- 
ment, that  I  fear  there  is  but  a  slen- 
der chance  of  future  times  doing  any 
measure  of  justice  to  one,  who,  with 
all  his  faults,  has  the  intellect  and  the 
language  of  an  English  classic. 

That  poor  devil,  FEARON,  (in  his 
Sketches,)  gives,  on  the  whole,  a  fair 
account  of  Cobbett's  exterior,  and,  I 
should  think,  even  of  his  manner — 
although  I  by  no  means  take  his  word 
for  anything  beyond  this  :  indeed 
Gobbet's  book  has  completely  negatived 
him  quoad  alia,  I  myself  never  saw  this 
extraordinary  character  but  once — It 
was  at  a  county  meeting  in  Hampshire, 
in  the  days  of  poor  Lord  Cochrane. 
He  is  perhaps  the  very  man  whom  I 
would  select  from  all  I  have  ever  seen 
if  I  wished  to  shew  a  foreigner  the 
beau  ideal  of  an  English  yeoman.  He 
was  then,  I  should  suppose,  at  least 
fifty  years  of  age  ;  but  plump,  and 
as  fresh  as  possible.  His  hair  was 
worn  smooth  on  his  forehead,  and  dis- 
played a  few  curls,  nut-brown  then, 
but  probably  greyish  by  this  time, 
about  his  ears.  There  is  something  very 
firm  and  stately  in  his  step  and  port — at 
least  there  was  so  in  those  days.  You 
could  see  the  serjeant  blended  with  the 
farmer  in  every  motion  of  his  body.  His 
eye  is  small,  grey,  quiet,  and  good-tem- 
pered— perfectly  mild — You  would 
say,  "  there  is  a  sweet  old  boy — butter 
would  not  melt  in  his  mouth."  He  was 
dressed  the  day  I  saw  him,  in  brown 
coat,  waistcoat,  and  breeches,  all  of  the 
same  piece — a  scarlet  under- waistcoat, 
a  drab  great-coat  hanging  wide,  and 
fastened  before  by  a  "flying  strap,"  top- 
boots  of  a  true  work- like  pattern,  and 
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not  new,  but  well  cleaned  (another  re- 
lic probably  of  his  camp-habits,) — he 
had  strong  grey  worsted  gloves,  and  a 
stout  ash  plant  in  his  hand.  If  he  had 
not  been  pointed  out  to  me  by  one  who 
knew  him,  I  should  probably  have 
passed  him  over  as  one  of  the  innocent 
bacon-eaters  of  the  New  forest ;  but 
when  I  knew  that  it  was  Cobbett,  you 
may  believe  I  did  not  allow  his  placid 
easy  eye  and  smile  to  take  me  in. 

I  was  excessively  sorry,  that,  being 
entangled  with  a  party  of  young  squires 
and  parsons,  I  could  have  no  chance 
of  getting  into  Cobbett's  company.  I 
am  no  beer-drinker ;  but  if  Cobbett 
will  drink  nothing  else,  I  should  cer- 
tainly be  most  happy  to  crack  a  pot 
with  him.  They  say  he  is  coming  to 
Scotland  soon  ;  and  I  hope,  as  Messrs 
Brougham  and  Denman  are  to  have  a 
public  dinner,  he  may  not  want  the 
same  compliment.  Yours, 

T.  T. 

Southsidt,  Sept.  10,  1823. 


P.  S.  —  I  forgot  to  say  at  the  proper 
place,  that  I  don't  believe  one  syllable 
of  Cobbett's  story  about  his  own  pe- 
cuniary distresses,  &c.  &c.  How  should 
he  have  fallen  into  poverty  ?  For  many 
years,  as  it  was  proved  upon  one  of  his 
trials  for  libel,  he  was  in  the  receipt 
of  L.60  a-week,  as  editor  of  his  Regis- 
ter. He  was  all  the  while  a  farmer  too, 
and,  according  to  himself,  a  skilful 
and  a  successful  one.  Where  did  all 
the  money  go  to?  I  have,  in  short,  no 
sort  of  doubt  that  Cobbett's  nest  is 
very  comfortably  feathered. 

Whatis  this  story  of  Cobbett's  goi 


ng 

to  settle  in  France  ?  I  can't  believe  a 
word  of  it.  He  may  take  a  run  thither 
for  a  few  weeks  ;  and,  indeed,  his  re- 
cent praises  of  the  Bourbons,  and  of 
Catholicism,  look  very  like  as  if  he  had 
some  such  matter  in  his  head  :  But  quit 
old  England  for  good  and  all  ?  give  up 
the  Register  ?  cease  from  writing  and 
abusing?  I  cannot  believe  any  such 
miracles  —  they  would  beat  Prince 
Humbughohe  all  to  nothing. 

And  yet,  good  gracious  !  if  it  should 
be  so  in  right  earnest  —  if  William 
Cobbett  should  really  become  a  mem- 
ber of  the  holy  Roman  Church,  and 
a  French  proprietaire  —  Imagine  that 
termination  to  that  career  !  Monsieur 
le  Compte  de  Cobbette  !  or  M.  le  Mar- 
quis, maybe  !  Sir  Gregor  Macgregor's 
Serene  Highness-ship  was  nothing  to 
this  Signiory. 

2T 
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No  II. 

Letter  to  the  Editor,  from  Andrew  Ardent,  Esq. 


MY  DEAR  CHRISTOPHER, 
I  NEVER  was  more  surprised  and  dis- 
pleased in  my  life,  than,  upon  the  re- 
ceipt of  your  last  Magazine,  to  find  no 
notice  taken  in  it  of  the  anniversary 
of  the  King's  visit  to  Scotland.  I  verily 
and  truly  thought  that  the  new  Baro- 
net, your  Provost,  would  have  given 
an  entertainment  on  the  occasion  ;  that 
the  Corporation  would  have  made  it  a 
matter  of  conscience  to  dine  publicly 
and  together  on  that  day  ;  or,  at  least, 
that  you  yourself  would  have  had  a  snug 
party  at  Ambrose's, — to  all,  or  some 
one  of  which  I  expected  to  be  invited, 
and  had  actually  engaged  a  post-chaise 
that  I  might  not  disappoint  you,  my 
friend  Sir  William,  or  myself.  But  the 
day  approached,  letter  after  letter  ar- 
rived, in  course  of  post  as  they  say,  but 
no  invitation,  or  the  semblance  of  one, 
reached  my  quarters.  It  then  struck 
me  that  some  subscription  business 
would  take  place  at  Oman's,  to  which 
you  did  not  think  it  worth  while  for 
me  to  come  so  far  ;  but  no  such  thing, 
as  far  as  I  understand,  was  ever  agita- 
ted. 

This  is  passing  strange,  Christopher. 
Have  the  bailies,  old  and  new,  lost 
their  stomachs — the  trades  and  mer- 
chant counsellors  thefaculty  of  degluti- 
tion— or  the  deacons  of  the  incorpora- 
ted trades  the  power  of  mastication? 
And  was  there  no  patriotic  butcher, 
vintner,  or  dealer  in  wines,  in  the 
council,  to  whom  a  dinner  might  have 
been  an  acceptable  job  ?  Are  the  Ma- 
gistrates of  our  loyal  city  turned  Whigs 
all  at  once  ?  And  will  posterity  believe 
that  a  civilized  corporation  could  so- 
lace their  stomachs  with  Crawley  spring 
water  on  such  a  day,  and  let  so  fair  an 
opportunity  pass  without  a  jollifica- 
tion ?  Is  there  no  loyalty  but  in  Leith 
— no  public  spirit  but  with  the  unpoe- 
tical  names  of  Macfie  and  Reoch  ? 

My  dear  Christopher,  it  is  a  perfect 
disgrace  to  the  intellectual  city — a 
stain  not  to  be  wiped  away  from  Edin- 
burgh for  a  century  at  least.  On  the  1 5th 
of  August  the  King  landed  upon  your 
shores — held  courts  at  your  ancient 
palace  of  Holyrood-House — made  your 
provost  a  baronet — shook  hands  with 
yourself — was  kind  to  every  one — and 


you,  with  your  Athenian  pretensions 
and  your  Parthenons,  to  allow  the  mer- 
chants of  your  sea-port,  the  men  of 
tar,  potashes,  molasses,  rum,  sugar, 
hemp,  and  tallow,  to  run  before  you  in 
the  road  of  loyalty,  and  read  you  a  les- 
son in  the  bienseances  of  civilized  life ! 
You  don't  deserve  a  King  ;  and  I  am 
almost  ashamed  to  call  you  Scotsmen. 
The  Whigs  were,  no  doubt,  glad  at 
this  want  of  respect  in  our  city  rulers. 
Joseph  Hume  and  the  Stot  may  even 
praise  them  for  abstinence;  and  the 
King  himself,  God  bless  him,  who 
thinks  ill  of  nobody,  may  not  much 
mind  the,  I  hope,  unintentional  neglect. 
But  will  you,  Christopher,  the  cham- 
pion of  loyalty — the  pillar  of  the  church 
—and  the  friend  of  all  that  is  great 
and  good  in  human  nature — will  you, 
my  dear  friend,  ever  forgive  yourself, 
for  not  stepping  forward  and  putting 
your  public  in  mind  of  their  duty, — 
or,  at  least,  setting  the  example  in 
Ambrose's,  of  joyous  loyalty,  by  a  com- 
memoration banquet  among  the  intel- 
lectual censors  of  public  opinion  and 
public  morals  ? 

I  should  not  have  minded  though 
I  was  not  there,  if  you  or  Sir  William 
had  held  a  chapter  of  good  fellows.  My 
not  receiving  an  invitation  would  only 
have  saved  me  eighty  miles  posting, 
and  the  loss  of  a  week's  recreation  ; 
and  I  expect  to  see,  in  the  forthcoming 
Maga,  notwithstanding  all  I  have  said 
of  you  personally,  that  in  defiance  of 
my  supicions,  you  were  as  happy  on 
the  1 5th  as  good  meat,  good  drink,  good 
appetites,  and  loyalty,  could  make  you. 
But  tell  your  provost  and  bailies  that 
they  ought  either  to  have  given  or  pa- 
tronised a  royal,  jovial  public  dinner. 
Your  town  ought  to  have  been  illumi- 
nated, and  all  the  bells  set  a  ringing. 
The  population  should  have  been  re- 
galed with  oxen  roasted  whole,  and 
good  beer,  in  the  King's  Park;  and 
Mr  Murray  should  have  opened  the 
doors  of  the  Theatre  gratis,  and  given 
all  poor  devils,  who  can't  afford  to  pay 
for  it,  the  sight  of  a  good  play,  and  re- 
galed them  with  "  God  save  the  King." 

Contrast  your  conduct,  my  dear  fol- 
low, with  the  Whigs,  whom  you  and 
I  despise.  I  see  by  the  newspapers, 
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that  the  Ex- Attorney- General  and  the 
Ex-Solicitor-General  of  thelate  Queen, 
insignificant  though  they  be  in  any 
view,  are  getting  dinners  from  the 
small  remnant  of  ultra- Whigs.  Joseph 
Hume,  himself,  got  a  seven-and-six- 
pence  patch  up,  if  I  am  not  mistaken, 
at  Aberdeen,  last  year ;  and  it  is  re- 
ported the  whiglings  of  Glasgow  medi- 
tate, (at  least  so  the  newspapers  say,) 
giving  Messrs  Brougham  and  Denman 
a  charity  sort  of  half-guinea  blow-out, 
at  some  of  the  public  taverns,  where 
all  the  grievances  of  being  out  of  place, 
and  not  in  high  esteem,  will  no  doubt 
be  detailed  with  lugubrious  loquacity ; 
the  pressure  of  taxes,  and  the  extrava- 
gance of  government,  will,  as  usual, 
be  dilated  upon  ;  the  pusillanimity  of 
ministers,  for  not  dragging  their  coun- 
try into  war,  in  which  they  can  have 
no  interest,  and  passing  new  taxes  for 
its  support,  will  afford  a  fine  subject 
for  tavern  eloquence;  and  the  com- 
pany, neither  drunk  nor  sober,  shall 
depart  precisely  at  twelve  o'clock,  with 
the  pleasant  feeling,  in  spite  of  the  evi- 
dence of  their  own  senses,  that  the 
country  is  ruined  beyond  redemption, 
unless  the  weight  of  the  ;government 
were  really  and  truly  laid  upon  the 
little  shoulders  of  the  Whig  barristers 
and  their  associates,  to  whom  place, 
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upon  any  conditions,  would,  I  have 
no  doubt,  be  very  acceptable. 

I  say,  Christopher,  unless  I  find 
you  have  had  a  party  at  Ambrose's  or 
elsewhere,  in  honour  of  the  King's  vi- 
sit to  Scotland,  I  shall  never  write  an- 
other line  in  your  Magazine. — I  shall 
not  even  enter  the  modern  Athens,  as 
your  Gutterbloods  choose  to  call  it, 
but  take  lodgings  at  loyal  Leith,  and 
start  a  Royal  Visit  Club,  under  the 
patronage  of  Messrs  lleoch  and  Macfie. 

For  my  own  part,  seeing  nothing 
better  to  be  done,  I  set  myself  down 
in  the  parlour  of  an  inn  to  a  leg  of 
mutton,  a  bottle  of  claret,  and  a  jug 
of  good  toddy — got  a  bonfire  of  old 
thatch  lighted  before  my  window ;  and 
knocked  up  a  kind  of  ball  with  "  buird- 
ly  chiels  and  sturdy  hizzies,"  collect- 
ed by  the  piper  in  the  neighbouring 
glen,  which  was  opened  by  myself  and 
the  matron  of  the  party,  Mrs  Macin- 
tyre,  my  landlord  and  his  wife,  in  a 
Highland  reel,  and  which  was  kept  up 
with  a  great  fund  of  animal  spirits, 
supported  by  suitable  quantities  of 
mountain  dew,  judiciously  administer- 
ed, till  day-break  on  the  16th. 
I  am,  my  dear  Christopher, 
Yours  ever  faithfully, 

ANDUEW  ARDENT. 
KILLIN,  Sept.  5,  1833. 


ANSWER, 

Extracted  from  Mr  North  s  Letter-Book. 

THIS  is  all  very  pretty  and  very  peppery,  Mr  Andrew.  So  you  really  blame 
us  for  the  deficiencies  of  our  friends  the  Pluckless — so  you  really  imagine  we 
had  no  Ambrosial  Feed  on  the  15th,  and  you  will  never  write  another  line  in 
Maga  for  it!  We  have  a  huge  fancy  to  put  the  veto  upon  your  commu- 
nication, for  the  bare  supposition,  and  for  the  further  offence  of  non-compear- 
ance.  Why,  man,  we  did  not  even  suppose  that  the  Pluckless  themselves 
needed  a  jog  upon  such  an  occasion.  When  we  recollect  how  they  were  all 
figged  out  last  year,  performing  the  part  of  savages  or  mountebanks,  or  at- 
tempting that  of  court-gallants — all  plastering  on  their  loyalty  a  foot  thick — 
how  could  we  imagine  that  their  patriotism  or  their  gratitude  required  the  sti- 
mulus of  a  present  Sovereign?  But  you!  in  truth,  it  well  becomes  you  to 
find  fault  with  others — Suffice  it  to  say,  that  when  ODoherty  was  making  the 
punch  in  the  morning,  preparatory  to  its  being  put  in  ice,  he  gave  one  extra 
lemon  to  the  sherbet,  exclaiming,  "Here  goes  a  cooler  for  Ardent !"  that  a  chair, 
plate,  knife  and  fork,  spoon  and  napkin,  tumbler,  porter-swigger,  sherry-bibber, 
and  whisky-sipper,  were  all  duly  placed  for  you,  the  plate  being  turned  up,  and 
marked  double  A,  between  those  of  the  Adjutant  and  Tickler ;  and  that  a 
spit  was  prepared,  and  a  large  dish  warmed,  for  four  brace  of  grouse,  which 
we  expected  you  to  bring  along  with  you.  And  lo !  he  came  not  ! — Well,  you 
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were  the  sufferer ;  and  you  are  still  to  suffer  for  your  affectation,  in  expecting 
an  invitation ;  and  the  Pluckless  are  to  suffer,  for  not  promoting  a  great  public 
dinner ;  and  the  public  itself  shall  suffer,  for  not  being  loyal  spontaneously, 
and  without  either  jog  from  Maga  or  pluckless  patronage.  No,  no  !  We  shall 
not  let  you  all  be  loyal  ex  post  facto  at  our  expense  ;  and  the  record  of  that 
dinner  shall  ever  remain  deeply  impressed  on  the  memories  of  those  who  ate 
it — but  there  alone  shall  it  be  treasured,  a  precious  deposit,  a  reward  for  their 
meritorious  forwardness  in  the  good  cause,  and  a  subject  for  pleasing  and  last- 
ing reflection  and  endless  triumph. 

You,  however,  (although  you  have  committed  the  pluckless  vice  of  blaming 
others,  while  not  fully  doing  your  own  duty,)  shall  next  year,  on  the  KING'S 
DAY,  hear  some  particulars  in  private,  in  consideration  of  the  remains  of  good 
feeling  indicated  in  your  mode  of  spending  the  day,  and  upon  your  paying  cer- 
tain penalties.  Even  the  public  may,  at  some  future  day,  be  admitted  to  a 
partial  knowledge  of  the  events  of  that  merryfi cation.  But  this  must  be  when 
the  Pluckless  are  no  more — a  consummation  devoutly  to  be  wished — a  period 
which  shall  soon  arrive — viz.  before  the  publication  of  No.  VI.  of  this  series  of 
papers. — C.  N. 
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MR  PRESIDENT, 

THE  Liberal  is  dished.  The  Cock- 
neys have  proved  themselves  more 
intense  idiots  than  knaves  general- 
ly are,  and  are  now  dumb  in  their 
impotence.  There  is  much  wicked- 
ness in  and  about  London,  and  else- 
where ;  a  gross  appetite  for  slander  and 
indecency  is  craving  and  aching  to  be 
fed,  and  yet  these  caterers  have  been 
incapable  of  supplying  garbage.  All 
that  was  necessary  for  their  work  was 
a  slight  smattering  of  erroneous  infor- 
mation, as  much  cleverness  as  belongs 
to  a  second-rate  bagman,  the  li veliness 
of  an  under- waiter  in  a  suburban  ta- 
vern, the  grace  of  a  street- walker,  not 
yet  utterly  battered,  the  philosophy  of 
an  itinerant  lecturer  on  Reform,  the 
eloquence  of  an  unemployed  barrister's 
clerk,  the  wit  of  an  editor  of  the  fif- 
tieth Incarnation  of  Joe,  the  man- 
ners of  a  run-away  London  tailor's  ap- 
prentice, and  the  morals  of  a  retired 
bagnio-keeper,  ruralizingbeyond  East- 
end — Yet  in  all  these  qualifications 
have  they  been  found  wanting ;  and 
unable  to  pick  up  a  dishonest  subsist- 
ence, they  are  now  starving  on  unpaid 
small-beer,  and  parsnips  taken  on  tick. 
It  is  a  sad  business,  indeed,  to  be  preyed 
upon  by  a  longing  desire  for  all  sorts 
of  low  and  dirty  wickedness,  and  yet 
to  find,  although  the  spirit  is  willing, 


that  the  flesh  is  weak ;  to  be  hooted  at 
in  the  impotent  perpetration  of  despi- 
cable vice  ;  to  be  ducked  in  the  slough 
of  despond  by  the  base  crew  you  have 
been  trying  to  exasperate  against  an 
honest  householder  ;  to  be  put  into  the 
stocks  by  the  very  profligates  to  whom 
you  have  been  offering  cheap,  irreli- 
gious, and  obscene  tracts ;  to  be  haul- 
ed down  from  the  barrel-head  on  which 
you  have  been  playing  your  mounte- 
bank tricks  before  "  the  low  earth," 
and  elevated  to  the  pillory  by  the  gang 
you  have  sickened  at  the  picture  of 
their  own  corruption  ;  to  be  sent  into 
solitary  confinement,  lest  you  should 
pollute  the  operation  of  the  tread-mill  ; 
and  finally,  admitted,  with  a  hesita- 
ting hand,  to  the  rites  of  burial  in  the 
vaults  of  the  Pozzi,  among  the  very 
scum  and  refuse  and  excrements  of 
mortality. 

We  are  decided  enemies  to  every- 
thing bordering  upon  exaggeration  ;  so 
that  the  above  will  no  doubt  appear  to 
many  but  a  feeble  sketch  of  the  cha- 
racter and  catastrophe  of  the  Liberal. 
Two  or  three  dozen  men  and  women 
laid  their  heads  together  to  produce  an 
effect — a  sensation — to  make  hits — to 
kick  up  a  row — to  startle  the  cits — to 
set  the  gutters  on  fire— to  pull  old  or- 
thodox gentlemen  by  their  pig-tails — 
to  laugh  outright  in  the  faces  of  mo- 
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dest  females,  and  whisper  indecencies 
into  their  ears,  as  they  walked  in  fa- 
mily parties  to  church — to  grimace  the 
parsons — to  patronize  prostitutes,  and 
to  employ  the  Sabbath-day  in  penning 
panegyrics  on  vices  which  occupied 
them  during  the  whole  week.  The 
devil  is  in  it,  thought  they,  if  we  do 
not  become  distinguished  characters. 
"  There  goes  a  Liberal,"  will  every 
voice  exclaim ;  "  how  beautiful  his 
yellow  breeches!" — "  Behold  Apol- 
lar  !"  But,  O  Gemini,  what  is  this  ? 
A  madness  has  seized  upon  the  people. 
Spitting,  hissing,  hooting,  cursing, 
cuffing,  kicking,  are  the  order  of  the 
day.  King,  Conde,  and  Grandee,  are 
hauled  to  the  horse-pond — goose  and 
gander  stand  aloof  on  the  green  in 
breathless  astonishment,  as  splash  af- 
ter splash,  squash  after  squash,  goes 
Cockney  upon  Cockney  into  the  liquid 
element.  Peter  Bell's  ass,  now  the  pro- 
perty of  a  Hampstead  huckster,  brays 
forth  Balaam  ;  a  huge  Newfoundland 
dog  leaps  into  the  pool  with  suspicious 
humanity,  and  brings  out  Tims  by  the 
nape  of  the  neck,  who  is  instanter  spun 
back  by  a  tall  man  in  the  crowd,  re- 
cognized to  be  ODoherty.  Pygmalion 
having  crawled  to  the  bank,  is  betray- 
ed by  the  pimple  of  his  nose,  just  peer- 
ing through  the  mud,  to  the  ven- 
geance of  that  much-injured  tailor, 
and  gets  forthwith  measured  for  a  suit 
of  mourning.  King  Leigh  is  drooping 
like  a  water-lily,  and  weeping  like  a 
crocodile,  with  his  hands  in  the  pock- 
ets of  his  yellow-breeches.  The  infe- 
rior rout  keep  puddling  to  and  fro,  un- 
distinguishable  from  frogs  and  pow- 
heads ;  and  from  shore  to  shore  of  that 
small  Mediterranean  is  heard  a  gurg- 
ling croak,  that  says,  or  seems  to  say, 
"  The  kingdom  of  Cockaigne  is  sunk 
into  the  bosom  of  the  mighty  deep  !" 
But,  Mr  President,  to  lay  aside  fi- 
gure and  allegory,  I  ask  you,  a  well- 
informed,tolerably  well-behaved  mem- 
ber of  a  Christian  community,  if  ever, 
throughout  the  experience  of  a  life, 
now  apparently,  from  the  cut  of  your 
jib,  verging  on  threescore,  you  read, 
or  heard,  or  dreamt  of  such  an  utter 
and  inutterable  set  of  blockheads  as 
these  Liberals  ?  Why,  at  first,  they 
proclaimed  of  themselves,  that  they  had 
made  up  their  minds  to  behave  like  so 
many  bulls  in  a  china-shop.  A  stra- 
mash  was  expected.  But  instead  of 
the  Bulls  of  Bashan,  who  should  make 
their  appearance  but  a  quantity  of  apes, 


moping  and  mowing,  each  pushing  on 
the  other  with  his  paw  on  posterior, 
and  the  whole  array  at  their  wits'  end 
at  the  novelty  of  their  situation.  In- 
stead of  going  to  work  forthwith  among 
the  porcelain,  the  apery  betook  itself 
to  plunder.  Hop  goes  one  little  blear- 
eyed  hero,  with  scurvy  and  excoriated 
hips,  and  the  manifest  mark  of  the 
chain  encircling  his  neck  in  blue  ruin, 
into  a  vase,  in  search  of  cheese  or  a  bag 
of  nuts,  every  now  and  then  grinning 
over  the  rim,  disappointed  in  his  scru- 
tiny, but  delighted,  nevertheless,  with 
the  originality  of  his  own  inventive  ge- 
nius. A  bolder  baboon,  mounting  a 
tripod,  clutches  a  china  shepherdess 
from  a  shelf,  and  mumbles  her  all  over 
with  the  loathsome  slime  and  slaver 
of  his  hideous  brute-endearment.  The 
hard-bosomed  nymph  resists,  and  the 
hairy  sibyl  letting  her  drop  on  the 
floor,  hurkles  round  and  round  the 
shivered  fragments  of  his  love,  in  the 
blind  rage  of  his  animal  desire,  and 
the  dim  perplexity  of  a  nature  unas- 
sisted by  reason  to  distinguish  living 
flesh  from  the  potter's  clay.  A  mer- 
rier monkey — a  fellow  of  most  rare 
wit  and  infinite  fancy,  rises  with  a 
chance  looking-glass,  and,  like  Narcis- 
sus of  old,  is  desperately  enamoured 
of  his  own  fair  proportions.  The  love- 
sick youth  hangs  his  head  considera- 
bly to  the  one  side  like  a  puppy  weigh- 
ed down  by  the  dew,  and  acts  in  a 
manner  to  attract  the  decided  disap- 
probation of  the  secretary  to  the  So- 
ciety for  the  Suppression  of  Vice,  ac- 
cidentally taking  a  peep  into  the  win- 
dow. An  ouran-outang  addicts  him- 
self to  study,  and  sits  as  solemn  as 
Solomon  at  the  Ledger,  chewing  a 
piece  of  Indian-rubber,  and  tasting  a 
little  of  the  ink,  as  a  liquor  hitherto 
unknown.  Meanwhile  the  main  body 
and  both  wings  are  filching — when 
Messrs  English  and  Co.  coming  into 
their  shop,  employ  the  moments  imme- 
diately succeeding  their  first  surprise, 
in  securing  Pan,  Narcissus,  and  Solo- 
mon. A  general  hullybaloo  pursues 
the  scampering  imitation-men  on  their 
retreat,  most  of  whom  are  taken  pri- 
soners. Some  are  sent  to  Pidcock — a 
score  or  two  are  distributed  among  the 
small  travelling  bear-proprietors — a 
few  fall  into  the  service  of  elderly  vir- 
gins at  Bath  and  Cheltenham, — and 
perhaps  from  a  dozen  to  twenty  go 
stuffed  to  the  British  Museum  and 
Private  Collections. 
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CSept. 


Why,  my  good  sir,  it  is  not  the 
blackguardism  of  the  Cockney-wri- 
ters that  is  most  offensive  to  the  pre- 
sent, and  also  every  absent  company. 
•—I  mean,  sir,  to  say,  that  blackguard- 
ism, qua  blackguardism,  may  not  only 
be  tolerated,  but  enjoyed, — witness  the 
former  extensive  circulation  of  the 
Edinburgh  Review,  and  the  present 
popularity  of  the  preaching  of  the 
Reverend  Edward  Irving.  But  on 
being  introduced  to  a  blackguard,  you 
surely  never  expect  to  see  him  sitting 
in  a  small  and  rather  tidy  parlour,  on 
a  settee,  with  pastoral  imagery  darned 
all  over  the  back,  with  yellow  cuisses 
on  his  thighs,  smelling  at  a  nosegay, 
and  perhaps  reading  at  Petrarch.  You 
were  not  prepared  for  a  display  of 
Miss-Molly-ism,  in  an  advocate  for 
the  abolition  of  the  Slave  Trade, 
known  by  the  name  of  Marriage;  a 
demand  for  universal  suffrage  should 
not  be  effeminately  lisped  out  with 
uncertain  aspirates;  you  are  unrea- 
sonable enough  to  expect  that  he  who 
would  abolish  all  public  grievances 
shall  not  include  grammar  in  the  num- 
ber ;  in  short,  you  will  on  no  account 
whatever  permit  one  and  the  same  in- 
dividual to  be  at  once  blackguard  and 
blockhead,  a  "  ne'er-do-weel"  and  a 
ninny;  bad  qualities  must  not  be  joined 
with  false  quantities;  a  hardened  heart 
and  a  soft  head  are  unpardonable  ; 
and  it  is  not  to  be  endured  to  see  a 
Cockney  picking  his  steps  to  eternal 
perdition,  just  as  if  he  were  merely 
going  to  eat  hot  muffins  at  Mother 
Red-cap's.  He  who  would  brave  the 
devil,  should  not  fear  to  soil  his  yellow 
breeches  ;  and  we  lose  all  patience 
with  a  dapper  deist,  who  talks  of  Ell 
as  if  he  had  just  come  out  of  a  band- 
box, who,  were  he  ever  to  go  thither, 
would  be  as  perfectly  unintelligible 
to  well-educated  people  as  he  had  been 
on  earth,  and  calculated  to  throw  an 
air  of  absurdity  over  the  regions  of 
despair.  Yes,  Mr  President,  I  vow 
and  protest  that  I  am  ready,  this  bless- 
ed moment,  to  pardon,  forgive,  over- 
look, all  the  wickedness  of  the  Cock- 
neys. I  think  nothing  of  it.  But 
never,  never  can  I  pardon  their  mon- 
strous and  unnatural  stupidity.  If 
they  could  do  any  one  thing  well,  con- 
found me  but  I  would  ask  North  to 
give  them  a  farewell  kick  or  two,  and 
leave  them  to  their  own  pal  try  passions. 
But  nothing  but  bungling !  Take  a 
Cockney  and  start  him  upon  a  sonnet; 


The  pursy  fellow  has  not  run  three 
lines,  till  there  he  is  at  a  full  stop, 
blowing  like  a  nag  in  the  farcy.  Try 
his  rhymes,  and  he  does  not  know  a 
vowel  from  a  consonant,  although 
surely  no  two  things  can  be  more  un- 
like ;  watch  him  narrowly,  and  you 
detect  his  hand  in  another  man's 
pocket,  uniformly  stealing  trash,  and 
knowing  no  difference  between  a  grape 
and  a  grozet;  pale,  puffing,  swinkt, 
sweating,  sick  even  to  vomiting  with 
hobbling  over  the  flat,  he  is  as  badly 
off  at  the  fag-end  of  his  sonnet,  as  if 
he  had  just  descended  from  an  hour  at 
the  Tread-mill.  Now,  Mr  President, 
I  maintain  that  this  be  a  true  bill,  and 
that  no  Cockney  can  be  produced  to 
do  a  sonnet,  which  seems  to  me  rare- 
ly to  exceed  fourteen  lines,  and  which, 
in  his  case,  I  am  perfectly  willing  to 
reduce  to  eleven,  in  four  hours  and  a 
half,  with  refreshments,  allowing  a 
reasonable  latitude  in  rhymes,  and  not 
being  too  severe  upon  him  on  the  score 
of  grammar,  syntax,  and  so  forth, 
which  would  prove  encumbrances  to 
his  speed.  I  bet  Glengarry's  kilt  to 
Leigh  Hunt's  yellow  breeches,  (the 
long  odds)  that  such  a  feat  shall  not 
be  performed  by  any  native  of  Cock- 
aigne before  the  next  meeting  of  Par- 
liament. 

Mr  President,  I  am  sorry  to  inter- 
rupt you ;  but,  sir,  you  are  fast  asleep. 
Sir,  I  was  observing,  that,  after  all  the 
efforts  of  the  Radicals,  of  all  descrip- 
tions, to  work  mischief,  little  or  none 
has  been  done.  The  people  of  Great  Bri- 
tain are  really  most  excellent  people  in- 
deed, and  know  whom  and  what  to 
despise.  They  do  not,  by  any  means-, 
like  to  hear  religion  abused  or  sneered 
at ;  and  all  those  jokes  against  par- 
sons, which  make  the  round  of  the 
Whig  periodical  press,  laughed  at,  per- 
haps, as  something  very  funny,  over  a 
horn  of  ale,  leave  no  favourable  im- 
pression on  the  minds  of  village  to- 
pers, with  regard  to  the  character  of 
the  wits.  At  their  own  firesides,  when 
their  comely  wives  and  their  chubby 
children  are  by,  and  the  door  locked 
for  the  night,  their  thoughts  and  feel- 
ings take  another  turn ;  the  better 
part  of  their  nature  has  the  ascendan- 
cy, and  they  look  forward  to  the  co- 
ming Sabbath  with  satisfaction.  They 
are  uncorrupted  by  the  poison  that  is 
worked  off  with  the  malt ;  and  if  ask- 
ed their  real,  sober,  serious  opinion  of 
the  press-gang,  they  Avould  tell  you, 
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that  they  were  a  set  of  heartless  scamps 
altogether,  and  strove  to  cheat  poverty 
out  of  its  contentment.     They  would 
rather  have  a  kind  visit  from  their 
"  Parson/'  than  make  part  of  a  depu- 
tation to  wait  on  some  factious  free- 
thinker ;  and  if  they  had  a  daughter 
to  send  out  to  service,  they  would  ra- 
ther see  her  drowned  or  dead  in  any 
honest  fashion,  than  exposed  to  seduc- 
tion and  desertion  in  the  house  of  a 
Patriot  and  Friend  of  the  people.  When 
they  hear   that  Mr  Such-a-one  has 
been  hanged,  after  all  his  fine  ha- 
rangues, they  are  noways  surprised, 
hut  seem  prepared  for  the  event,  and 
chuckle  at  the  idea  of  his  execution 
more  heartily  than  they  ever  did  at  his 
keenest  jokes.  They  know  better  than 
any  demagogue  can  tell  them  what  are 
the  real  hardships  and  evils  of  their 
condition,  and  they  also  know  that 
the  power  by  which  they  must  be  en- 
dured lies  in  their  own  souls.  The  ut- 
ter baseness  and  helpless  debility  of 
character  exhibited  at  all  times  by  those 
who  set  themselves  against  religion 
and  social  order,  escape  not  their  no- 
tice ;  comfort,  and  quiet,  and  peace,  do, 
on  the  whole,  fall  to  the  lot  of  the 
loyal  citizen,  while  a  ragged  offspring, 
a  cold  hearth,  and  a  famished  board, 
are  the  concomitants  of  disaffection 
and  turbulence.     No  fire  makes  the 
pot  boil  so  well  as  one  stirred  by  the 
nand  of  content ;  and  a  mechanic  will 
think  that  fare  a  luxury  which  he  eats 
after  six  hours'  labour  at  the  loom, 
while  the  reformer  growls  over  his 
mess  of  pottage  with  an  appetite  poi- 
soned by  anger,  and  forgetful  of  the 
hand  that  feeds  him.  But,  thank  God, 
all  is  yet  sound  at  the  core  of  the  Eng- 
lish heart :  and  the  great  body  of  the 
people  know  who  are  their  friends  and 
who  are  their  enemies.    There  is  not 
one  man  in  Britain  who  does  not  know 
that  Bristol  Hunt  is  a  despicable  scoun- 
drel, or  would  hold  a  hot  potato  one 
momeHt  from  his  mouth,  on  receiving 
sudden  intelligence  of  his  being  found 
dead  in  a  jakes. 

Now,  Mr  President,  I  cannot  see 
much  sense  in  those  fine  disquisitions 
which  have  been  served  up  so  plenti- 
fully to  us  of  late  in  magazines,  re- 
views, &c.  on  the  great  superiori- 
ty of  the  ancient  over  the  modern 
drama.  Put  Shakspeare  aside,  and 
who  are  the  great  old  dramatists  of  this 
country  ?  Very  imperfect  workmen,  I 
can  assure  you.  Not  one  of  them  all 
has  drawn  a  single  natural  character. 
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The  plots  of  their  plays  are  rarely,  if 
ever,  interesting,  and  no  great  moral 
is  left  stamped  upon  the  heart.  They 
give  us  bursts  of  passion,  and  that  is 
all, — bright  images  now  and  then,  and 
occasionally  charming  versification. 
But  the  texture  of  their  works  is  mi- 
serable patch- work ;  their  bombast, 
fustian,  extravagance,  exaggeration, 
and  violation  of  nature,  is  beyond  all 
bounds — and  what  is  the  consequence  ? 
Why,  that  not  one  of  them  all,  in 
spite  of  new  editions,  dissertations,  es- 
says, and  critiques,  has  taken  any  hold 
on  the  English  mind.  They  never  had 
any  strong  hold  upon  it,  and  never  will 
have ;  for  our  poetry  is  now  diviner, 
deeper  far ;  and  a  play  no  better  than 
one  of  Massinger's  or  Ford's  would 
damn  an  author  for  ever  to  the  middle 
order. 

But,  Mr  President,  few  subjects  are 
of  more  importance  than  the  choice  of 
a  profession.  Shall  I  make  my  son  a 
Scotch  minister  ?  He  is  a  preacher  ; 
and  hangs  on  from  year  to  year,  in 
hopes  of  a  manse.  He  is  thirty-five 
years  of  age,  but  still  he  has  no  manse. 
At  last  he  is  offered  a  kirk,  in  a  re- 
mote, cold,  moorish  part  of  the  world, 
with  a  mean  name,  as  bare  of  all  as- 
sociations as  the  pavement  of  a  sunk 
flat.  Stipend  small;  manse  indifferent ; 
glebe  scranky  ;  only  one  gentleman's 
house  in  the  parish,  and  that  uninha- 
bited. Our  Sandy  accepts ;  marries 
Miss  Susie  Simpson,  somewhere  about 
the  middle  of  seven  sisters.  Susie,  be- 
ing come  of  a  prolific  family,  breeds 
yearly,  and  even  produces  twins — gets 
fat,  lazy,  and  both  red  and  broad  in 
the  face,  but  dresses  well,  and  likes  a 
how-towdy.  Now  and  then  a  cow 
dies,  and  the  sheep  take  the  sturdy. 
Meal  is  a  drug,  and  the  fiars  sink  like 
quicksilver  in  rainy  weather.  Sons 
and  daughters  must  be  clothed  and 
educated — and  fed  ;  perhaps  about  a 
dozen,  and  the  question  is,  How  is  all 
that  to  be  accomplished?  Now,  Mr 
President,  considering  the  very  narrow 
income  of  the  Scottish  clergy,  do  not 
you  think  that  they  should  be  brought 
back  to  celibacy  ?  A  bachelor  might 
live  and  grow  fat  on  a  stipend  that  at 
present  keeps  a  large  family  in  starva- 
tion. I  never  could  see  any  hardship 
in  celibacy.  Take  bachelors  and  mar- 
ried men  by  the  lump,  and  I  verily  be- 
lieve that  the  former  are  much  better 
for  clergymen,  in  a  country  where 
there  are  no  rich  endowments.  If 
young  men  think  it  hard  to  be  pre- 
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vented  from  marrying,  let  them  go  in- 
to the  army,  and  enjoy  the  luxury  of 
a  wife  and  four  children,  attached  to 
a  marching  regiment ;  or  let  the  ram- 
pant young  gentleman  go  to  the  bar, 
and  support  a  family  on  the  salary  of 
a  sheriffship,  or  on  the  princely  in- 
come of  an  advocate-depute.  A  cler- 
gyman should  have  nothing  to  do  but 
attend  to  his  flock  ;  no  married  man 
can  do  that  so  regularly  and  rigorous- 
ly as  a  Coelebs.  I  defy  "him — and  that 
is  the  point  at  issue.  A  married  cler- 
gyman, on  a  scanty  income,  may  be 
a  good  family-man,  notwithstanding 
his  many  discomforts ;  but  I  say  that 
I  defy  him  to  write  such  good  ser- 
mons as  a  bachelor,  ceteris  paribus  ; 
he  will  not  even  be  able  to  deliver  them 
so  well ;  for  who  can  commit  to  me- 
mory in  a  manse  crawling  with  chil- 
dren? 

Pardon  such  light  remarks,  my  dear 
President,  on  a  serious  subject.  Sure 
I  am,  that  they  would  be  taken  in  good 
part  at  a  Presbytery  dinner,  and  would 
give  no  offence  to  the  excellent  and 
admirable  clergy  of  Scotland.  Excel- 
lent and  admirable  clergy  indeed  ;  and 
since  my  plan  is  not  perhaps  soon  to 
be  adopted,  may  their  Manse  mean- 
while swarm  with  offspring,  and  the 
honest  howdy  be  familiar  with  its 
white-painted  gate.  Our  ministers  are 
indeed  the  guardians  of  national  cha- 
racter. Themselves  frequently  the 
sons  of  peasants,  they  know  well  the 
annals  of  the  poor  ;  and  methinks  that 
the  doctrines  of  Christianity  come  with 
a  peculiar  grace  from  the  lips  of  men, 
who,  in  their  youth,  slept  in  lowly 
huts,  and  who,  in  after  life,  are  sepa- 
rated, even  in  condition,  by  no  high 
barriers  from  the  humble  ones  of  the 
earth.  They  know  more  than  their 
brethren  around ;  they  have  seen  some- 
thing of  the  character  and  spirit  of  stir- 
ring life,  without  having  their  feelings 
deadened,  or  hardened,  or  frittered 
away  by  much  participation  in  its  am- 
bitious concerns.  The  meek  and  sim- 
ple religion  which  they  teach,  brings 
them  back  willingly,  and  with  plea- 
sure, to  the  joys  and  sorrows  of  the 
poor  man's  lot ;  and  from  the  pulpit 
they  see  the  narrow  pew  in  which  they 
sat  when  children  ;  and  now  and  then 
have  a  vision  of  the  grey  head,  gone 
down  into  the  grave,  that  used,  in  other 
days,  to  be  turned  reverentially  to- 
wards the  preacher  of  the  word.  Their 
ordinary  pursuits  in  the  week-day 
world,  partake  of  the  quiet  and  con- 
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tented  spirit,  that,  with  such  limitation 
as  human  infirmities  impose,  prevails 
over  the  peasantry  of  our  land.  Blame- 
less mirth,  wit  without  gall,  fancy  that 
sheds  a  cheerful  light  over  meetings 
assembled  even  for  sacred  purposes, 
humour  that  plays  and  dallies  with  the 
harmless  oddities  and  contrasted  tem- 
peraments of  men  all  zealous  in  the 
good  cause  ;  the  joke,  the  jest,  and  the 
jibe,  free  from  all  ribaldry,  and  the 
pungent  anecdote  that  will  bear  repe- 
tition a  thousand  times,  because  speak- 
ing to  the  experience  and  illustrative 
of  the  heart.  Where  can  all  these  be 
found  more  fresh,  vigorous,  and  racy, 
than  among  the  ministers  of  our  esta- 
blishment ? 

It  has  been  asked,  what  they  have 
done  in  science,  in  philosophy,  in  his- 
tory, in  poetry  ?  Much  in  all.  But  it 
is  not  their  business — it  is  not  their 
duty  to  strive  or  to  excel  in  such 
things.  Let  each  clergyman  take  care 
of  his  parish  ;  and  if  he  does  so,  it  is 
all  that  man  can  require  of  him,  or 
need  be  recorded  on  his  tomb-stone. 
Eminent,  distinguished,  illustrious, 
immortal  names,  according  to  the  judg- 
ment of  this  world,  are  not  wanting  in 
the  annals  of  the  Scottish  church  ;  but 
hundreds  of  men,  greater  than  they, 
have  gone  to  their  graves  with  perish- 
able and  forgotten  names,  although 
their  voices  were  heard  only  by  a  small 
congregation,  and  the  sphere  of  their 
usefulness  was  but  a  parish  with  two  or 
three  glens  and  pastoral  hill-sides,  that 
shone  at  night  with  cottage-hearths  like 
a  few  sprinkled  stars.  Let  the  sense,  the 
moderation,  the  intelligence,  and  the 
piety  of  our  peasantry,  speak  for  their 
pastors,  both  the  dead  and  the  living, 
and  let  those  who  may  be  disposed  to 
overrate  both  the  magnitude  and  the 
influence  of  their  own  attainments  in 
the  various  departments  of  human 
knowledge,  consider  what  would  have 
been  the  country  which  they  now  dig- 
nify and  adorn,  without  the  men  who, 
for  centuries,  have  ministered  at  the 
humble  altars  of  our  national  faith,  and 
have  so  long  preserved,  by  doctrine, 
precept,  and  example,  that  moral  and 
religious  spirit,  without  which  the 
prosperity  of  a  country  is  hollow,  and 
all  her  knowledge  unable  either  to  en- 
lighten or  elevate.  Religion,  not  phi- 
losophy, has  made  us,  as  a  people,  what 
we  are ;  and, with  all  our  defects,  faults, 
vices,  and  sins,  we  possess  much  that 
true  science  could  not  give,  nor  false 
take  away ;  something  too  high  for  the 
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raere  worldly  mind  to  understand ;  and 
that  has  preserved  the  hearts  of  our 
people  sound  at.  the  core,  when  there 
were  outward  appearances  of  rotten- 
ness and  corruption. 

Mr  President,  if  I  were  writing  an 
article  for  Blackwood's  Magazine,  I 
could  not  indulge  in  a  more  digressive, 
excursive,  and  occasionally  rotatory 
style,  than  that  along  whose  involutions 
and  gyrations  I  have  for  half  an  hour 
past  been  carried.  Where's  the  harm  ? 
Palling  long  faces  for  any  length  of 
time,  can  do  little  good  either  to  indi- 
viduals or  nations.  The  human  mind, 
I  maintain,  is -made  capable  of  adapt- 
ing itself,  without  moral  or  intellectual 
injury,  to  the  most  opposite  moods 
most  suddenly  brought  on ;  and  ge- 
nuine mirth  may  all  at  once  wipe  up 
the  tears  of  too  true  misery.  Unbe- 
coming levity  is  not  seen  in  the  tran- 
sition from  one  thought  or  feeling  to 
another,  but  in  the  thought  or  feeling 
itself;  and  the  merriment  that  reason 
allows,  may  often  delight  to  assume 
the  quaintest  and  most  fantastic  garb, 
and  even  wear  "  motley"  in  the  mas- 
querade that  at  midnight  dissolves 
away  into  real  life.  It  is  for  this  that 
I  love  your  Magazine,  sir ;  and,  with 
your  permission,  I  shall  give  you  my 
opinion  of  the  last  Number. 

Sir,  your  last  Number  is  inimitable. 
Buoyant  as  a  balloon,  deep  as  a  diving- 
bell.  Had  I  ever  written  a  single  syl- 
lable in  the  great  periodical,  modesty 
had  made  me  mum,  but  silence  be- 
comes not  a  subscriber.  A  gib-cat, 
Shakespeare  says,  is  the  most  melan- 
choly of  animals ;  but  he  could  not, 
were  he  able  to  read,  get  through  a 
page  of  Number  79,  without  feeling 
his  gravity  relax  into  a  smile.  My  mo- 
ther is  a  very  grave  woman,  and,  some- 
how or  other,  has  longhad  a  notion  that 
Ebony  is  not  the  thing ;  but  one  even- 
ing last  week,  at  tea,  her  sides  began 
to  shake,  and  her  face  to  assume  an  ex- 
pression altogether  unaccountable.  I 
thought,  Mr  President,  that  some 
crumbs  of  the  short-bread  had  gone 
down  her  wrong  throat,  and  threaten- 
ed to  cut  short  her  days.  All  at  once 
she  burst  out  into  a  giggle,  like  a  girl 
of  sixteen ;  and  then  into  a  compressed 
gruff  cough,  and  a  continued  succes- 
sion of  snorts,  like  an  old  horse  of  sixty, 
to  the  great  alarm  of  me,  her  dutiful 
and  affectionate  son.  "  Oh  !  that  Ma- 
gazine will  be  the  death  of  me,  Mi- 
chy !"  And  therewith  she  released 

Vor,.  XIV. 


Ebony  from  his  concealment,  having, 
during  three  cups,  sat  upon  him,  till 
George  Buchanan  was  black  in  the 
face,  and  staring  like  a  Turk.  On  went 
her  spectacles ;  and  Black  wood,  like  a 
banner,  was  unfurled  before  the  steam 
of  the  kettle.  Her  sharp,  forward, 
acute,  hook-nosed,  covenanting  coun- 
tenance, fixed  with  a  sort  of  slightly 
self-upbraiding  smile  of  wonderment 
and  delight,  not  free  from  a  spice 
of  devilry,  on  the  wicked  but  cunning 
Maga — for  so  she  considered  La  Pu- 
celle — inspired  me  with  emotions  of 
the  deepest  filial  reverence  for  my  aged 
and  honoured  parent,  and  would  make 
an  excellent  print.  It  is  thus,  Mr 
President,  that  the  Magazine  calls 
forth  the  best  emotions  of  our  nature, 
strengthens  the  domestic  affections, 
and  thereby  the  stability  of  the  state. 

Hoping,  and  indeed  not  doubting, 
that  you  will  pardon  this  little  fire-side 
picture,  I  proceed  to  give  you  my  free 
and  unbiassed  opinion  of  No.  79.  With 
the  exception  of  the  Royal  Number,  it 
is  the  best  of  any  Magazine  that  has 
appeared  since  the  invention  of  print- 
ing. What  means  that  ingenuous 
blush  of  "  maidenly  shamefacedness" 
on  the  cheek  of  my  beloved  Christo- 
pher ?  Well,  then,  here  is  Taylor  and 
Hessey,  and  I  will  sport  Candide  upon 
that  Miscellany. 

This,  with  some  gentle  violence  done 
to  the  genius  of  the  English  language, 
may  be  called  a  respectable  Magazine. 
Pygmalion  calls  it  the  "  cream  of  pe- 
riodical literature ;"  may  I,  without 
offence,  call  it  the  "milk  and  water?" 
Now,  sir,  milk  and  water  is  by  no 
means  a  bad  thing,  except  when  on  the 
turn,  that  is,  sourish ;  and  this,  me- 
thinks,  is  rather  sugary.  I  know  little 
or  nothing  about  the  contributors, 
which  I  regret,  as  otherwise  I  might 
indulge  in  a  little  innocent  personality. 
There  seem  to  be  a  quorum  of  Cockneys 
among  them,  and  that  leavens  the 
whole  mass.  They  know  little,  and  care 
less,  about  what  is  going  on  in  the 
world,  and  keep  chattering  a  way  fluent- 
ly enough  about  various  small  matters, 
"great  to  little  men," and  sometimes  in 
no  disagreeable  vein.  The  criticism  of 
this  Magazine  is  not  below  contempt, 
but  exactly  on  a  level  with  it;  and  its 
attempts  to  delineate  manners,  and  so 
forth,  most  abortive.  The  writers  seem 
all  to  have  lived  in  lodgings,  and  to  be 
distinguished  rather  by  the  smooth- 
ness, than  the  variety  of  their  wear- 
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ing  apparel.  They  sneer  in  an  under 
tone  at  good  society,  yet  without  much 
bitterness,  more  like  persons  who  have 
never  been  in  it,  than  often  kicked  out 
of  it,  although  symptoms  of  the  latter 
predicament  might  be  selected.  A 
bang-up  contributor  or  two,  peradven- 
ture,  figures  away  in  white  upper  tog- 
gery and  Belcher  handkerchief,  and 
throws  his  hat  into  the  ring.  But  they 
are  palpable  pretenders ;  and  must  be 
the  derision  of  Pierce  Egan  and  Josh. 
Hudson.  They  talk  about  theatres, 
and  are  witty  upon  Liston's  face ;  ad- 
mire Miss  Tree's  singing,  and  analyze 
farces.  Of  general  literature  (with  the 
exception  of  the  Doctor)  they  know  no- 
thing, and  all  classical  acquirements 
they  despise.  Few  of  them  have  been 
at  a  University,  except  on  the  top  of  a 
coach ;  and  of  those  few,  more  than 
one,  we  believe,  were  plucked.  Not  un- 
frequently  an  ingenious,  or  at  least 
smartish  essay,  is  somehow  or  other  got 
up,  and  we  think  that  we  remember 
having  seen  not  a  bad  tale  or  two  of 
the  picturesque  and  pathetic.  Puns  pre- 
vail, but  all  poorish ;  and  the  play  upon 
words  is  seldom  happy.  We  suspect 
most  of  the  contributors  are  costive 
from  sedentary  habits ;  and  as  it  is  well 
known,  that  derangements  in  the  sto- 
mach and  bowels  deaden  merriment, 
the  dulness  of  their  convivial  merri- 
ment, although  great,  is  not  extraor- 
dinary. They  are  by  no  means  a  bad 
set  of  fellows  in  their  way,  yet  we  are 
not  over-anxious  for  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction to  any  of  them ;  and  if  their  Ma- 
gazine be  but  so  so,  yet,  all  things  con- 
sidered, they  deserve  some  credit  for 
even  their  very  indifferent  success  in  a 
work  so  uncongenial  with  their  usual 
habits  and  pursuits,  the  contributors 
being,  as  they  inform  us,  young  attor- 
neys, solicitors,  half-pay  officers,  quon- 
dam pedagogues,  young  men  of  genius 
of  no  profession,  and  anonymous  cor- 
respondents in  county-towns,  such  as 
Verax,  Antipater,  Vox  et  Preterea,Bow- 
wow,  and  Louisa  Mildmay. 

Their  September  Number,  sir,  is 
pretty  fairish;  some  of  your  worst  have 
not  been  ten  times  better.  "  Sea  Roam- 
crs,  Old  Johnny  Wolgar,''  is  written  in 
a  strain  of  unfortunate  exaggeration, 
but  is  a  vivid  picturesque  description, 
and  manifestly  the  work  of  a  man  of 
no  mean  talents.  It  is  a  great  deal  too 
long ;  but  R.  A.  is  one  of  their  best 
men  ;  and  should  he  ever  quarrel  with 
them,  which  is  probable,  he  would  be 


no  disgrace  to  your  own  Invincibles. 
Nugce  Critics;,  No.  I.,  is  by  the  in- 
genious Elia,  but  is  no  great  shakes. 
It  contains  one  choice  passage.  "  I 
have  dwelt  longer  upon  what  I  con- 
ceive the  merits  of  these  poems,  because 
I  have  been  hurt  by  the  wantonness, 
(I  wish  I  could  call  it  by  a  gentler 
name,)  with  which  a  favourite  critic 
of  our  day  takes  every  occasion  of  in- 
sulting the  memory  of  Sir  Philip  Syd- 
ney." Hazlitt  and  Sir  Philip  Sydney, 
Moll  of  Wapping  and  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots !  Pygmalion  can  by  no  means 
allow  that  Sir  Philip  was  a  gentleman. 
Admirable  judge  of  manners  and  mo- 
rals !  "  I  cannot  think,  (says  simple 
Elia,)  with  Mr  Hazlitt,  that  Sir  Philip 
Sydney  was  that  opprobrious  thing," 
&c.  The  age  is  not  yet  ripe  for  a  de- 
fence of  Sir  Philip  Sydney  by  Charles 
Lamb,  of  the  India-House,  against 
WilliamHazlitt, "  the  gallant  of  South- 
ampton-row." "  Walking-  Stewart," 
by  the  late  Opium-eater  !  Mercy  on  us ! 
is  the  English  opium-eater  dead?  We 
take  it  much  amiss  that  he  never  told 
us  of  his  illness.  We  are  equally  at  a 
loss  to  conjecture  why  his  friends  did 
not  invite  us  to  his  funeral.  The  air 
of  Cockaigne  must  have  killed  him,  ac- 
customed to  breathe  a  purer  atmo- 
sphere on  the  mountains.  It  was  always 
distressing  to  us  to  think  of  that  swan 
surrounded  by  geese,  and  we  are  hap- 
py that  he  is  dead.  May  we  meet  in 
another  and  a  better  Magazine.  The 
smallest  article  belonging  to  the  de- 
ceased, is  valuable  to  those  who  knew 
his  fine  and  powerful  genius ;  he  lived 
upon  ether  and  opium,  while  his  new 
friends  got  stupified  on  tobacco  and 
beer. 

The  three  next  articles — nihil — no- 
thing. 

A  third  T,etter  to  the  Dramatists  of 
the  Day.  We  lay  the  lives  of  a  cat 
against  that  of  a  butterfly,  that  this 
German  is  a  Paddy.  Had  ODoherty 
not  lived,  John  Lacy  had  never  been 
born.  We  do  not  mean  to  insinuate 
that  the  Adjutant  begot  him ;  for  this 
is  clearly  the  older  man  of  the  two ; 
but  Morgan  made  him  a  Magaziner, 
and  John  would  fain  be  six  feet  high. 
It  won't  do — it  won't  indeed.  Mr 
Lacy  is  not  a  member  of  the  Free  and 
Easy.  If  his  breeches  don't  sit  easier 
than  his  banter,  ye  gods,  how  he  must 
straddle ! 

Sir  Henry  Heron,  BY  NAI.I.A.  Allan 
Cunnyngham  is  a  man  of  genius,  and, 
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what  is  better  still,  an  honest,  indepen- 
dent man.  May  he  prosper  in  all  his 
undertakings.  All  his  Tales  have  great 
merit;  most  of  them  are  too  long. 
This  one  begins  beautifully,  but  there 
is  no  end  to  it ;  and  unless  he  corrects 
this  fault  of  prolixity,  we  shall  really 
begin  to  get  angry  with  him.  He 
.writes  as  if  anxious  to  make  out  a  sheet. 
Messrs  Taylor  and  Hessey  can  easily 
remedy  this.  Pay  him  more  for  half 
a  sheet  than  a  whole  one,  and  Allan 
will  delight  all  his  readers  that  have 
cither  heart,  soul,  or  imagination.  His 
fine,  wild,  rich,  imaginative  stories, 
full  of  rivers,  and  glens,  and  all  the 
emblazonry  of  Scotland,  have  indeed 
fallen  into  strange  neighbourhood; 
and  we  would  rather  than  a  hundred 
oysters  hear  one  of  them  read  aloud  by 
a  Cockney  ore  rotundo.  Allan  is  a 
monster  in  this  Magazine,  and  must 
be  stared  at  as  a  strange  fowl  by  the 
Tomtits. 

Charles  Duke  of  Orleans.  Early 
French  Poets.  This  belongs  to  a  se- 
ries of  articles,  all  of  them  curious  and 
interesting.  The  translations  are  re- 
markable for  elegance  and  fidelity.  • 

' l  The  Doomed  Man"  is  a  long,  and, 
in  some  parts,  impressive  sea-story. 
The  Report  of  Music,  nobody  ever 
read;  and  the  "  Drama"  is  done  by  a 
pert  dunce,  who  considers  admittance 
to  the  green-room  the  highest  human 
honour,  and  writes  like  a  person  that 
would  marry  an  inferior  actress. 

Such,  sir,  are  the  contents  of  Taylor 
and  Hessey  for  September.  You  seem 
drowsy,  Mr  President ;  but  make  no 
painful  efforts  to  keep  your  eyes  open ; 
for  I  love  to  harangue  before  you  when 
you  are  in  a  state  of  repose.  The  po- 
litics of  this  Magazine  are  most  con- 
temptible— not  that  the  summary  of 
events  is  badly  written — on  the  con- 
trary, the  compiler  is  an  able  man. 
But  I  speak  of  the  spirit  that  runs 
through  the  whole  concern.  The  wri- 
ters are,  with  rare  exceptions,  low- 
born, underbred  radicals,  who  feel 
awkward  at  the  existence  of  gentle- 
men, persons  of  any  condition,  lords, 
ladies,  and  so  forth.  A  "  House  of 
Lords,"  a  building  absolutely  full  of 
nobles,  is  not  to  be  got  over  at  all ;  and, 
in  short,  a  dull  disconcerted  Whiggism 
whines  and  whimpers  through  the 
work,  afraid  to  speak  out,  yet  mutter- 
ing against  ministers,  either  for  doing 
or  not  doing  something  or  other,  Gotl 
knows  what — so  that  we  often  long  to 


lug  the  disloyal  lout  from  his  lair, 
shake  him  by  the  neck,  and  ask  him 
either  to  tell  us  what  he  means  in  the 
English  or  Cockney  tongue,  or  to  keep 
his  mouth  shut  for  a  twelvemonth. 
This  sulky,  sneaking,  snivelling  style 
of  political  discussion,  is  more  than 
people  of  any  party  can  well  put  up 
with  in  a  free  country.  There  were 
never  before  known  such  ambiguous 
fellows ;  and  it  looks  as  if  they  had 
not  courage  to  bray  aloud  their  politi- 
cal Balaam,  lest  they  might  thereby 
incur  the  risk  of  offending  half  a  score 
of  Tory  subscribers,  for  whose  sakes 
alone  they  preserve  a  semblance  of  re- 
spect for  the  old  sacred  institutions  of 
the  land.  From  anything  that  ever 
appeared  in  the  Magazine,  there  would 
be  no  ground  for  concluding,  that  the 
Christian  religion  is  the  religion  of 
England,  or  that  she  possesses  an  esta- 
blished church. 

Mr  President,  you  have  been  told, 
sir,  I  presume,  that  the  ancient  cry 
"  personality,"  is  still  kept  up  against 
us,  and  we  are  called  upon  to  deny  it. 
We  shall  do  no  such  thing.  But,  on 
the  contrary,  we  shall  take  and  tear 
into  pieces,  with  the  most  unrelenting- 
personality,  every  scamp  that  attacks 
church,  king,  or  ourselves.  None  of 
your  mean,  malicious,  cowardly,  ob- 
scure hints,  in  this  Magazine — God 
forbid  ! — but  the  open,  plain  charge, 
which  he  who  runs  may  read ;  and 
proof  accumulated  on  proof,  till  the 
culprit  is  buried  under  a  mass  of  evi- 
dence. No  honest  man  shall  ever  be 
so  much  as  laughed  at  by  us,  if  we  see 
reason  to  think  that  our  ridicule  an- 
noys him ;  and  as  a  proof  of  our  sin- 
cerity, we  request  any  such,  whom  we 
may  have  occasionally  quizzed,  just  to 
write  us  a  letter  to  that  effect,  and  ne- 
ver more  shall  they  be  named  in  Maga. 
But  there  are  some  few  score  scribbling 
scoundrels  in  this  world,  whom  we 
shall  yet  farther  scarify.  Nothing  will 
it  avail  them,  when  bound  and  bleed- 
ing, to  cry  out  to  the  crowd,  "  Did 
you  ever  see  such  personality  ?"  The 
crowd  will  perfectly  agree  with  their 
view  of  the  case,  and  sooth  them  by 
loudly  declaring,  at  each  whack  of  the 
thong,  that  the  punishment  is  per- 
sonal. But  who  will  attempt  a  rescue  ? 
Not  a  soul.  A  few  skulking  accom- 
plices may  scowl  among  the  crowd, 
bite  the  thumb  like  assassins,  and  in 
pot-houses  plot  and  plan  revenge ;  but 
the  boldest  among  them  is  no  match 
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for  the  most  diminutive  of  our  print- 
er's devils. 

But,  sir,  after  all,  we  are  the  idols 
of  a  people's  love.  The  great  difficulty 
with  us  is  to  prevent  the  nation  at 
large  from  falling  down  and  worship- 
ping us,  who  are  but  mortal  like  it- 
self. We  are  far  from  wishing  to  see 
anything  of  the  sort ;  such  enthusiasm 
may  be  carried  beyond  the  bounds  of 
propriety  and  good  taste;  and  I  am 
sure,  Mr  North,  that  you  are  the  last 
man  in  the  world  to  encourage  such 
excesses,  which  are  indeed  inconsist- 
ent with  the  sound  sense  and  strong 
passion  of  the  British  character. 

Mr  President,  Sir  John  Cox  Hippes- 
ley  and  Dr  Mason  Good  (the  trans- 
lator of  Lucretius  ? )  have  been  lately 
attacking  the  tread-mills;  and  John 
Bull  has  joined  his  forces.  Do  not  you 
agree  with  these  three  distinguished 
philanthropists,  that  men  should  not 
use  women  with  cruelty,  if  they  can 
prevent  it  ?  Let  the  males  tread  away 
— but  find  a  gentler  exercise  for  the 
females.  No  strong  or  weak-bodied 
he-fellow  of  a  pickpocket  or  purloiner 
is  a  proper  object  of  compassion,  ex- 
cept just  as  he  is  going  to  be  hanged ; 
and  if  he  sweat  on  the  tread-mill  to 
the  utmost  wish  of  Hamlet  himself, 
wrench  his  instep,  sprain  his  ankle, 
dislocate  his  knee,  and  bring  his  back 
to  the  lumbago,  there  can  be  no  ques- 
tion whatever,  that 

"  A  wiser  and  a  better  man, 
He'll  rise  to-moirow  morn." 

But  even  although  no  amendment 
in  his  morals  be  visible,  is  there  not  a 
satisfaction  in  knowing  that  he  is  on 
the  Tread-Mill,  battered  and  blistered 
to  a  most  painful  degree,  and  ineffec- 
tually damning  the  keeper  of  the  Brix- 
ton,  and  the  inventive  spirit  of  the 
age  ?  But  this  argument  does  not  ap- 
ply to  females ;  anything  like  need- 
less cruelty  to  any  woman  is  too  shock- 
ing and  abhorrent  from  every  British 
feeling,  to  be  long  practised  in  the 
shape  of  a  legal  enactment ;  and  if  the 
cruelty  be  accompanied  (as  in  this 
case  it  is)  with  indecent,  disgusting, 
and  degrading  circumstances,  it  is  still 
more  odious. 

Mr  President,  Poetry  is  a  drug. 
Were  we  ourselves  poets,  we  should 
see  the  Public  at  the  devil,  rather  than 
sec  her  tossing  aside  a  volume  of  ours, 
as  if  it  were  a  last  year's  newspaper, 
or  a  Number  of  the  Liberal.  No 


doubt,  our  poetry  would  be  most  ex- 
cellent, at  once  amusing  and  instruc- 
tive ;  but  the  great  gaping  wide- 
mouthed  reading  public,  will  not  suf- 
fer a  man  of  the  brightest  parts  to 
cram  down  her  throat  an  epic,  drama- 
tic, or  didactic  poem.  She  will  not 
bolt  it ;  it  is  known  she  won't ;  and 
when  the  old  lady  gets  obstinate,  ra- 
ther than  attempt  to  lead  or  drive  her, 
it  is  wisdom  to  dislodge  an  ass  from  a 
chosen  position,  or  persuade  a  porker 
to  trip  along  with  alacrity  to  the  scald- 
ing-tub. Sometimes,  to  be  sure,  she 
relaxes  her  muscles  as  if  about  to  swal- 
low, and  approaches  a  quarto  with  the 
apparent  purpose  of  pawing  it ;  but 
no — more  prim  than  the  primrose,  our 
Dowager  recovers  her  self-possession, 
and  purses  up  her  mouth  as  if  you 
were  about  unwarrantably  to  salute 
her,  and,  retrograding  to  an  ottoman, 
returns  to  the  perusal  of  Quentin  Dur- 
ward,  or  the  Cook's  Oracle. 

Perhaps  our  living  poets  are  on  an 
average  gainers  by  this  universal  re- 
jection of  their  addresses.  No  man 
can  now  laugh  at  his  rival.  Envy, 
jealousy,  hatred,  and  all  uncharitable- 
ness,  are  or  ought  to  be  extinct  among 
the  sons  of  song.  There  is  no  spoiled 
child  in  the  family ;  and  the  austere 
mother  turns  as  deaf  a  brace  of  ears  to 
William  Wordsworth,  as  to  Leigh 
Hunt.  Bards  may  continue  to  count 
their  fingers,  but  there  is  no  use  in 
tagging  syllables  to  their  tips ;  and 
what  was  formerly  called  inspiration, 
passes  now  for  impertinence,  idiotism, 
or  a  blameable  ignorance  of  the  world 
in  a  grown-up  man.  There  are  still 
many  crimes  which  may  be  commit- 
ted with  impunity,  and  even  with  eclat ; 
but  the  highest  character  for  abilities 
and  integrity,  will  not  avail  a  man 
now-a-days  against  a  volume  of  verses 
clearly  brought  home  to  him ;  and 
should  he  be  an  incorrigible  offender, 
he  must  expect  to  lose  caste,  and  be* 
come  Cockney. 

Things  going  on  at  this  rate  will 
soon  be  as  they  should  be,  for  although 
we  are  advocates  for  the  mitigation  of 
punishment  in  most  criminal  cases, 
yet  the  utmost  extremity  of  the  law 
should  occasionally  be  enforced ;  and 
there  are  enormities  on  which  even 
the  benevolent  Mrs  Fry  would  wish 
to  see  inflicted  banishment  to  Cock- 
aigne, a  punishment  infinitely  worse 
than  death.  It  is  certainly  ratlicr  dis- 
reputable to  be  a  poet,  and  we  have 
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long  observed,  that  to  be  taxed  with 
so  being,  in  company,  is  an  insult 
which  few  tempers  can  stomach.  "  I 
a  poet,  sir/  I  rise  to  say  it  is  false!" 
And  on  such  occasions,  unless  a  man 
be  as  meek  as  Mr  Brougham  himself, 
nothing  seems  left  for  it  but  an  ap- 
peal to  arms.  If  the  party  accused  be 
merely  a  bachelor,  it  matters  little  ; 
but  if  he  have  a  spouse  and  progeny, 
it  is  melancholy  to  think  how  an  im- 
putation made,  perhaps,  in  a  moment 
of  unguarded  hilarity,  may  render  the 
one  a  widow,  and  the  others  orphans. 
Indeed,  people  should  consider  well 
before  they  bring  any  such  serious  ac- 
cusation against  the  character  of  any 
man  living  under  the  same  govern- 
ment and  the  same  laws,  children 
too  of  the  same  native  soil.  To  a 
rich  man,  or  even  a  poor  one  who  has 
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be  wanting  to  express  the  exultation 
which  I  feel  at  this  moment  in  the 
hatred  of  the  enemies  of  Blackwood's 
Magazine.  From  pallid  and  quivering 
lips  yell  forth  your  curses ;  let  execra- 
tions gurgle  in  your  gullets,  distended 
with  the  rising  gorge  of  your  blackest 
bile;  belch  out  your  bitter  blackguard- 
ism lest  you  burst ;  clench  your  fists 
till  your  fretted  palms  are  pierced  with 
the  jagged  edge  of  nails  bitten  in  im- 
potent desperation  ;  stamp  unclean 
beasts  with  cloven  feet  on  the  fetid 
flags  of  your  sty  till  the  mire  mounts 
to  your  mouths ;  fall  down  fainting  in 
foamy  fury,  and  with  horrible  distor- 
tion of  features,  that  render  your  faces 
hideous  as  your  hearts,  mumble  ma- 
ledictions upon  us,  ye  evil  epileptics  ! 
Our  feet  is  upon  your  necks ;  you  may 
howl,  but  rise  shall  you  never ;  your 


good  connections,    the    charge   may    fangs  shall  not  pierce  the  leather  of 

our  shoe.  Why  that  mad  brandish- 
ing of  tails,  ye  serpent-crew,  against 
fetters  of  fire?  0  sinful  idiots !  Beel- 
zebub was  a  Cockney,  and  Moloch 
was  a  radical ;  but  what  are  ye  but  a 
small,  pitiful  fry  of  fiends,  shrimps  in 
iniquity,  mere  adderlings,  cockney- 
cockatrices,  of  whom  a  million  would 
not  make  one  great  boa  constrictor  ! 

0  North,  North — for  I  can  call 
you  by  the  cold  name  of  Mr  Presi- 
dent no  more — let  us  indulge  with 
gusto  in  onegaffaw — HA — HA — HA — 
HA — HA — HA — HA  !!!!!!!  A  mighty 
army  approach  against  us !  Music  ! 
Why,  each  regiment  must  have  a  band. 
Marrow-bones  and  cleavers,  by  all 
that  is  crashing  and  sonorous  !  Hark 
the  hurdy-gurdies  !  Lo  !  the  advanced 
guard !  By  the  immortal  spirit  of  John 


prove  nnocuous  ;  but  what  if  it  go 
forth  against  the  fifth  son  of  a  small 
landed  proprietor,  who  has  his  bread 
to  bake  and  his  beer  to  brew  ?  Why, 
the  young  man  is  ruined  at  the  very 
outset  of  life,  and  years,  ay,  long 
wretched  years,  may  crawl  along  over 
his  head,  before  he  is  cautiously  ad- 
mitted into  some  honest  employment. 
God  knows,  Mr  President,  that  no 
such  young  man  can  lay  his  ruin  at 
your  door.  On  the  contrary,  have  you 
not,  often  and  often  again,  stept  be- 
tween them  and  destruction,  assured 
the  jealous  old  Public  that  no  poets 
were  they,  —  convinced  her  that  she 
was  grievously  mistaken  in  the  cha- 
racter of  the  writings  laid  before  her, 
that  they  were  surely  prose,  and  that 
these  sons  of  honest  men  were  no 


shame  to  their  parentage,  and  guilt-    Gilpin,  there  comes  the  cavalry !  If 


less  of  that  offence,  as  the  babe  un- 
born. Depend  upon  it,  my  dear  sir, 
that  humanity  is  one  of  the  brightest 
jewels  in  your  crown,  and  that,  when 
all  the  rancour  of  party  is  buried,  am- 
ple justice  will  be  done  to  that  rare 
union  of  tenderness  and  determina- 
tion, of  softness  and  severity  success- 
fully exerted,  which  class  you  among 
the  greatest  benefactors  of  your  spe- 
cies, Numa,  Draco,  Lycurgus,  Alfred, 
and  Jeremy  Bentham. 

Mr  President,  we  have  our  enemies, 
and  we  rejoice  in  it.  Were  the  Eng- 
lish language  more  numerous  a  thou- 
sand-fold than  it  absolutely  is,  were 
there  a  hundred  adjectives  for  one,  and 
no  such  thing  as  a  feeble  expletive  in 
the  vast  vocabulary,  words  would  still 


the  riders  give  point  with  their  swords 
as  they  do  with  their  toes,  how  irre- 
sistible the  onset  !  These  are  the 
Hampstead  Heavy  Dragoons,  headed 
by  Hunt.  You  may  ken  Yellow- 
Breeches  by  the  tail-feather  of  the 
cock-pheasant  sticking  in  his  bonnet. 
See  how  he  is  rising  in  his  profession  ! 
Daylight  gleams  between  the  saddle 
and  his  bounding  bottom. 
Wave,  Cockaigne,  all  thy  banners  wave  ! 
And  charge  with  all  thy  chivalry  ! 

Now,  North,  let  us  give  the  Nel- 
son war-cry — "  Death  or  Westminster 
Abbey  !"  Up  with  your  crutch,  on 
your  shelty ;  let  me  up  behind  you, 
for  he  carries  double ;  and,  if  you  can 
cut  off  Yellow-Breeches  from  the  main 
body,  the  day's  our  own. 


Tfie  General  Question.    No.  L 
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Hurra  !  old  blade,  we  ride  apace — 
Dost  fear  to  ride  with  me  ? 


(hiadrupedante  putreni  sonify  quatit  singulu 
campum. — ViBGlL. 


At  that  moment  the  enemy's  ma- 
gazine blew  up ;  the  route  became  ge- 
neral ;  and  being  now  somewhat  thirsty 
with  my  oration,  I  beg  leave  to  sit 


We  have  cut  them  off  with  a  shil- 
ling ;  now  summon  them  all  to  sur- 
render. "  Gentlemen,  you  are  taken 

prisoners,  dismount  and  pile  arms.       TV.HH  mj   irium.\sij,  .»  *•"-&)  •"«•••'  «-  — - 
(Tims  would  fain  treat  upon  terms)—     down,  with  the  most  perfect  contempt 
<t  No— surrender  at  discretion,  on  pain     for  the  Reverend  Edward  Irving,  and 
of  instant  death  !" — "  That  we  will     admiration  of  Patrick  Ilobertson. 
never  do  wile  our  orses  can  obble." 

Mr  Ambrose,  a  pot  of  porter— From  the  fresh  tap,  sir— "  swifter  than  medita- 
tion on  the  wings  of  love.' 

THE  GENERAL  QUESTION,  No.  II.,  WILL  BE  PUBLISHED  ON  THE  FIRST  OF 

NOVEMBER. 


BITS.      BY  THE  DIRECTOR-GENERAL. 


PAINTERS  seem  to  infest  periodical 
literature  at  present,  and  the  public  is 
bored  with  long  accounts  of  picture- 
galleries,  which  it  may  be  very  plea- 
sant and  delightful  to  visit,  but  rather 
a  dry  lounge  to  read  about,  especially 
to  those  who  have  never  been  there. 
Now,  here  are  two  children's  books 
full  of  pictures,  one  entitled  "  Scenes 
in  Africa,"  and  the  other  "  Scenes  in 
England,"  by  the  Rev.  Isaac  Taylor. 
Let  us  see  if  the  pictures  in  them  will 
not  describe  just  as  well  as  those  in 
the  gallery  at  Petworth. 

No.  14.  Druidical  Rocking  Stones. 
— A  ghastly  light,  that  seems  to  come 
neither  from  heaven,  earth,  nor  hell, 
flickers  over  a  pile  of  loose  hanging 
rocks,  that  might  have  been  flung  into 
their  present  form  in  the  battle  of  the 
Titans.     The  pile  is  crested  by  a  gro- 
tesque and  grim  block  of  granite,  in 
the  shape  of  a  cocked  hat,  but  without 
a  feather — for  all  is  bare,  blasted,  and 
herbless.     "  Not  even  a  vernal  bee  is 
heard  to  murmur  there."     Behind  is 
the  sullen  sea — without  a  sail— not  a 
flying  fish  skims  its  surface.     There 
is  a  mortal  dcadness — a  putrefaction  in 
spite  of  salt— a  depth  beyond  reach  of 
plummet — "  of  the  old  sea  a  reveren- 
tial  fear"— a  something    profounder 
than   the  ocean   of  Byron  or  Barry 
Cornwall.     Was  there  ever  such  a  sea 
— such  a  sky — such  an  earth  !  Terrific 
union  of  the  three  kingdoms  of  the 
universe !     A  large  flat  stone  is  lying 
on  the  foreground — the  stone  of  sacri- 
fice— incarnadined  and  encrusted  with 
the  blood  of  victims,  ghastly  as  a  cloud 
in  a  stormy  sunset — a  gore-stone — a 
blood-petrifaction — a  hebetated  horror 
— a  piece  of  the  masonry  of  murder — 


a  chip  of  the  old  block  on  which  Abel 

fell, 

"  Beneath  the  spirit  of  the  first-born  Cain." 

What  a  knife  !  tempered  in  Tartarus 
— hafted  in  hell— steeped  in  Styx- 
whetted  on  the  stony  heart  of  despair. 
And  there  is  the  victim — cowed,  con- 
vulsed, contracted  into  a  shivering  and 
shuddering  lump  of  inanition.     He 
sees,  hears,  tastes,  smells,  touches  no- 
thing, yet  all  things— a  death-in-life  ! 
a  kneeling  swoon  !  a  conscious  curse  ! 
a  ghost  at  the  hither  end  of  the  dark 
passage  of  eternity  !  a  spectre  that  has 
swindled  the   swathing-sheet   of  its 
horror,  and  antedated  the  moment  of 
its  own  doom,  rendering  the  brink  of 
the  grave  more  horrible  than  the  bot- 
tom, and  shewing  the  triumph  of  the 
bloodless  living  carcase,  in  the  strug- 
gle for  mastery  of  hideousness  over 
the  worm-eaten  bones  and  fleshless 
stink  of  a  buried  anatomy!     There 
stands  the  Druid,  with  a  beard  like  a 
comet — Saturn  seems,  in  comparison,  a 
smooth-chinned  younker.   Time  flows 
down  the  "hoar  antiquity,"  as  if  it 
were  a  river.    What  a  cataract  of  old 
old  hair  !  A  silent  Niagara,  streaming 
for  ever  and  ever  from  that  broad,  still, 
deep  lake— his  face  !     The  Misletoe  ! 
—but  go,  go  to  the  picture— gaze  upon 
it  morning,  noon,  and  night,  "  from 
morn  to  dewy  eve ;"  dream  of  it— ay, 
dream  of  it,  if  you  dare ;  and  then  you 
will  be  as  wise  as  I  am— and  thats 
"  stark  nought ;"  for  the  world  is  re- 
volving on  its  own  axis,  and 

"  They  that  creep  and  they  that  fly 
Just  end  where  they  began." 

No.  78.  Skiddaw.—The  power  of 
this  picture  cannot  be  fully  felt  under 
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the  half-hour.  It  deepens  upon  the 
eye  of  the  soul  like  the  hush  of  even- 
ing. We  stand  on  the  mountain-top. 
It  is  indeed  an  imaginative  length. 
The  idea  of  the  possibility  of  a  level 
fades  away,  and  is  lost  in  the  intensity 
of  the  feeling  of  everlasting  ascension 
and  declension. 

i 

"  Here  we  go  up,  up,  up, 
And  here  we  go  down,  down,  down, 
And  there  we  go  round  about,  round  about," 
&c.; 

but  never  on  a  level — clouds,  rack, 
mist !  the  only  perpetual  motion,  the 
eternal  turmoil,  the  commonwealth  of 
chaos,  where  Ruin  has  himself  been 
dethroned,  and  brought  to  the  block 
by  chimeras,  his  subjects;  no  pros- 
pect for  the  legitimates :  here  a  re- 
storation could  not  be.  This  is  your 
true  Unholy  Alliance.  Talk  of  divine 
right  here,  and  a  blast  from  the  dread- 
ful NOWHERE  sends  you  howling. 

"  Oh !  'tis  a  passionate  work !"  Yon- 
der  eagle  is  like  a  condor — a  roc — for 
all  is  mighty,  monstrous,  vast,  im- 
measurable, infinite,  eternal.  The  ark 
might  rest  between  the  wings  of  the 
bird,  safe  as  on  Mount  Ararat.  As  he 
sails  on  the  roaring  ocean  of  heaven, 
he  makes  the  largest  ship  in  the  Bri- 


343 

tish  navy  contemptible  as  a  cock-boat 
dredging  for  oysters.  He  is  not  a  bird 
of  prey — not  he  indeed — only  a  bird 
of  flight.  There  he  goes — sugh — sugh 
— sugh — ventilating  the  universe,  win- 
nowing space,  and  driving  on  before 
his  wings  the  current  of  time  into  the 
frozen  sea  of  eternity.  My  friend  Daw 
painted  a  picture,  where  an  eagle  was 
carrying  off  a  child,  and  its  mother 
scaling  the  cliff  to  storm  his  eyry. 
Why,  this  here  eagle  would,  at <e  one 
fell  swoop,"  brush  down  a  regiment  of 
cavalry,  like  nine-pins ;  nor  so  much 
as  feel  the  standard  of  England  among 
his  talons.  Ay,  such  a  bird  does  in- 
deed dignify  ornithology.  But  were 
he  shot  by  heaven's  artillery — struck 
down  by  the  thunder-stone — shivered 
by  the  forked  lightning — where  is  the 
man  to  stuff  him?  where  the  glass-case 
big  enough  to  hold  him  ?  and  in  what 
museum  could  the  "  secular  bird  of 
ages"  be  entombed  ? 

Scenes  in  Africa. — No.  26.  Mumbo- 
Jumbo. 

No.  59.  Alligator  swallowing  a  Biif- 
fafa. 

The  History  of  African  Superstition 
is (We  beg  your  pardon,  Pygma- 
lion— but  we  can  stand  this  no  longer.) 


PRIZE  DISSERTATION  ON  THE  AGE  OF  HOMER,  &C.* 


WE  are  right  simple  people,  and  lia- 
ble to  be  imposed  upon,  but  we  hope 
to  get  wiser  as  we  grow  older,  and  es- 
cape being  quizzed  during  the  closing 
years  of  life.  If  this  humbug  about 
Homer  be  intended  seriously,  and  if 
the  Royal  Society  of  Literature  did 
award  to  the  author  his  Majesty's  pre- 
mium of  one  hundred  guineas,  then 
we  just  venture  to  hint,  with  all  the 
humility  in  the  world,  that  a  set  of 
more  egregious  idiots  are  not  at  pre- 
sent extant  in  the  dominions  of  our 
gracious  Sovereign  George  the  King, 
than  the  highly  respectable  gentlemen 
whose  names  we  some  time  ago  read  in 
the  newspapers  as  forming  the  Council, 
and  so  forth,  of  the  Society.  The  de- 
plorable dunce  of  the  Dissertation  de- 
served to  be  set  in  a  corner  with  a  pa- 
per cap  on  his  numskull,  instead  of 


being  presented  with  a  hundred  gold 
guineas.  Why,  a  hundred  gold  gui- 
neas will  purchase  him  a  house  in 
Grub-Street,  with  all  the  old  furniture, 
a  wife,  donkey-cart  and  donkey,  and 
several  complete  suits  of  ' e  old  does." 
He  is  absolutely  set  up  in  life  for  all 
the  rest  of  his  days,  and  unless,  in  the 
pride  of  wayward  genius,  he  launch 
out  into  all  manner  of  extravagance, 
he  will  never  be  able  to  run  through 
his  fortune.  How  unequally  are  the 
good  things  in  this  world  distributed ! 
Here  is  one  of  the  weakest  and  most 
unproductive  of  mankind  suddenly 
raised  to  affluence  by  a  single  Essay ; 
and  yet  we  remember  seeing  a  great 
agriculturist,  at  a  public  meeting,  re- 
ward a  man  and  his  wife  with  thirty  shil- 
lings, for  having  respectably  brought 
up,  without  parish  assistance,  eleven 


*  A  Dissertation  on  the  Age  of  Homer,  his  Writings  and  Genius  ;  and  on  the  State 
of  Religion,  Society,  Learning,  and  the  Arts,  during  that  period.  Being  the  Prize  Ques- 
tion proposed  by  the  Royal  Society  of  Literature,  for  his  Majesty's  Premium  of  One 
Hundred  Guineas,  for  the  best  Dissertation  on  the  above  Subject.  London  :  G.  and 
W.  B.  Whittaker.  1823. 
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children.  Why,  a  hundred  guineas,  in 
the  hands  of  a  man  of  judgment,  would 
purchase  a  sufficient  q  uantity  of  pickled 
pork  to  feed  and  fatten  the  families  of 
a  hundred  paupers  for  a  whole  Anno 
Domini.  A  hundred  guineas  is  as  much 
as  was  ever  paid  for  any  one  single  ar- 
ticle in  Black  wood's  Magazine.  It  is 
seldom  that  more  than  a  reward  of 
hundred  guineas  is  offered  for  the  ap- 
prehension of  a  murderer.  Give  us  a 
hundred  guineas,  and  we  will  publish 
the  name  of  the  writer  of  the  Chaldee 
MS. 

The  ninny  in  hand  holds  Homer  and 
Moses  to  be  one  flesh.  Part  of  his  proof 
may  be  given. 

"  One  of  the  great  beauties  ascribed  to 
the  Homer  by  his  critics  and  historians, 
is,  the  keeping,  or  classical  exactness  of 
his  descriptions  of  the  customs  supposed 
to  be  in  use  at  the  epoch  of  the  Trojan 
war.  I  would  ask  those  critics  or  histo- 
rians from  whence  could  they  judge  of 
his  being  correct,  unless  they  drew  their 
knowledge  of  his  correctness  from  the 
writings  of  Moses,  there  being  no  heathen 
author  anterior  to  the  Homer  :  and  the 
earliest  after  him  is  Herodotus,  of  whom 
Wakefield  says,  «  We  find  from  Herodo- 
tus, the  first  Greek  historian,  that  no 
more  was  known  of  this  Homer  or  Ho- 
merus,  nor  so  much  in  his  day,  which 
might  be  (2-3-4-500)  years  after  the  event, 
as  in  our  own.' 

"  I  now  select  a  passage  from  Rollin's 
Ancient  History,  which  I  think  applica- 
ble to  this  subject.  '  When  Esdras  was 
in  power,  as  his  chiefview  was  to  restore 
religion  to  its  ancient  purity,  he  disposed 
the  books  of  Scripture  into  their  proper 
order,  revised  them  all  very  carefully,  and 
collected  the  incidents  relating  to  the 
people  of  God  in  ancient  times,  in  order 
to  compose  out  of  them  the  two  books  of 
Chronicles,  to  which  he  added  the  his- 
tory of  his  own  times,  which  was  finished 
by  Nehemiah.  It  is  their  books  which 
end  the  long  history  which  Moses  had 
begun,  and  which  the  writers  who  came 
after  them  continued  in  a  direct  series, 
till  the  repairing  of  Jerusalem.  The  rest 
of  the  sacred  History  is  not  written  in 
that  uninterrupted  order.  Whilst  Esdras 
and  Nehemiah  were  compiling  the  latter 
part  of  that  great  work,  Herodotus,  whom 
profane  authors  call  the  father  of  history, 
began  to  write.  Thus,  we  find  that  the 
latest  authors  of  the  books  of  Scripture 
flourished  about  the  same  time  with  the 
first  authors  of  the  Grecian  history ;  and 
when  it  began,  that  of  God's  people,  to 
compute  only  from  Abraham,  included 
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already  fifteen  centuries.  Herodotus  made 
no  mention  of  the  Jews  in  his  history ; 
for  the  Greeks  desired  to  be  informed  of 
such  nations  only  as  were  famous  for 
their  wars,  their  commerce,  and  grandeur, 
so  that  as  Judea  was  then  but  just  rising 
from  its  ruins,  it  did  not  excite  the  atten- 
tion of  that  people.' 

"  From  this  passage  in  Rollin,  I  would 
infer  that  the  Greeks  could  not  at  that 
period  relate  anything  new  of  the  Jews, 
as  they  would  well  know  that  under  their 
own  wonderful  allegories,  the  Iliad  and 
Odyssey,  they  possessed  a  most  surpri- 
sing antitype  of  Jewish  history  and  cus- 
toms ;  in  fact,  they  seem  to  have  com- 
piled a  complete  heathen  Scripture  (if  I 
may  be  allowed  the  term)  out  of  the  sa- 
cred inspired  writings ;  and  the  very  si- 
lence of  Herodotus  upon  the  Jewish  his- 
tory confirms  me  in  my  opinion. 

"  Now,  as  it  is  very  evident  the  Greeks 
either  could  not  or  would  not  elucidate 
their  poet  and  his  works,  how  can  a  mo- 
dern critic  do  it  by  referring  to  them  ?  It 
is  impossible !  I  therefore  repeat  again, 
there  is  no  prototype  for  those  Grecian 
poems  but  the  sacred  writings ;  and  it 
will  be  most  flattering  to  the  Author  of 
this  Essay,  if,  at  any  subsequent  period, 
the  hypothesis  advanced  in  it  should  be 
found  worthy  of  further  investigation." 


Many  other  circumstances,  however, 
shew  Homer  to  have  been  the  Jewish 
lawgiver.  Jacob's  daughter,  Dinah, 
was  carried  off  while  he  was  sojourn- 
ing in  Shalem  in  the  land  of  Canaan  ; 
and  Helen  was  carried  off  by  Theseus. 
Simeon  and  Levi,  Dinah's  brothers, 
were  particularly  active  in  the  war 
against  Hamor  and  Shechem,  and  Cas- 
tor and  Pollux  rescued  their  sister  from 
Theseus  and  his  party,  as  is  well 
known  to  most  classical  Cockneys.  The 
next  prominent  event  in  the  Iliad  is 
the  anger  of  Achilles,  and  his  with- 
drawing himself  from  the  Grecian  ar- 
my. In  like  manner,  David  withdrew 
from  the  army  and  the  presence  of 
Saul. 

"  I  shall  not  touch  upon  his  justifiable 
provocation,  that  is  not  needful  here;  but 
I  beg  to  observe,  David  had  his  followers, 
who  are  thus  described  : — 

"  '  And  every  one  that  was  in  distress, 
and  every  one  that  was  in  debt,  and  every 
one  thatwas  discontented, gathered  them- 
selves unto  him,  and  he  became  a  captain 
over  them ;  and  there  were  with  him 
about  four  hundred  men.' 

"  I  do  not  think,  when  it  is  considered 
of  what  David's  followers  were  composed, 
that  it  derogates  from  their  respectability 
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to  say  they  have  a  parody  in  the  myrmi- 
dons of  Achilles,  who  are  thus  descri- 
bed:— 

"  '  Achilles  speeds  from  tent  to  tent,  and  warms 
His  hardy  myrmidons  to  blood  and  arms ; 
All  breathing  death,  around  their  chief  they  stand, 
A  grim,  terrific,  formidable  band, 
Grim  as  voracious  wolves  that  seek  the  springs, 
When  scalding  thirst  their  burning  bowels  wrings.' ' ' 

Jonathan,  Saul's  son,  and  David's 
friend,  is  killed  in  battle,  and  passion- 
ately lamented.  Achilles  has  his  friend 
Patroclus,  loses  him  in  battle,  and  in- 
dulges in  unbounded  grief. 

"  I  will  instance  another  point  of  re- 
semblance in  the  characters  of  David  and 
Achilles. 

"  It  appears  derogatory  to  the  spirited 
high-wrought  character  of  Achilles,  that 
he  should  be  found  by  the  ambassadors  of 
Agamemnon  playing  the  harp ;  David 
played  the  harp — there  is  the  coinci- 
dence; but  what,  in  the  inspired  royal 
Psalmist,  strikes  as  sublime,  in  the  hea- 
then general  appears  trivial  and  effemi- 
nate. 

"  Paris  touching  the  lyre,  is  classical, 
as  being  the  Grecian  instrument ;  but 
Achilles  at  the  harp  can  only  be  account- 
ed for  as  a  copy  of  David. 

"  The  horses  of  the  heroes  of  the  Iliad 
are  variously  described :  Achilles's,  as 
being  fleet  as  the  winds  ;  but  Job's  war- 
horse,  which  is  the  poetiy  of  Moses,  is 
certainly  superior.  Achilles's  horse  Xan- 
thus  spoke  ;  Balaam's  ass  spoke,  and  no 
doubt  was  its  prototype." 

We  can  afford,  as  Mr  Jeffrey  says, 
one  other  quotation. 

"  The  second  subject  is  the  classing  of 
the  army  and  ships  ;  in  the  Iliad  it  is 
quite  in  the  style  of  the  counting  over  the 
twelve  tribes  of  Israel.  And  if  I  inquire 
no  further  than  the  song  of  Deborah,  the 
words  are — '  Why  did  Dan  remain  in 
ships?  Asher  continued  on  the  sea-shore.' 
In  this  beautiful  song  of  Deborah's,  I 
also  find  allusion  to  a  custom  similar  to 
that  which  caused  the  anger  of  Achilles : 
it  is  in  those  verses  supposed  to  be  utter- 
ed by  the  mother  of  Sisera,  when  she  ex- 
pects her  son  from  the  battle  : — '  Have 
they  not  divided  the  prey,  to  every  one  a 
damsel  or  two !' 

"  The  third  and  last  subject  I  shall  se- 
lect for  elucidation,  is  the  shield  of  Achil- 
les, the  description  of  which  has  been  the 
wonder  of  all  commentators;  and  yet  it 
assuredly  has  its  prototype  in  the  sacred 
writings.  Where  the  account  is  given  of 
the  casting  of  Solomon's  molten  sea,  we 
are  told  that  King  Solomon  sent  for  Hi- 
ram out  of  Tyre,  a  worker  of  brass,  a  man 
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filled  with  wisdom,  and  understanding,  and 
cunning,  to  work  in  all  works  of  brass.' 
There  also  is  the  King  of  Tyre's  letter  to 
Solomon,  wherein  Tie  particularizes  that 
*  Hiram  was  skilful  to  work  in  gold  and  in 
silver,  in  brass,  in  iron,'  &c.  The  molten 
sea  is  described  to  be  round ;  the  words 
are,  'round  all  about.'  Farther,  it  stood 
upon  twelve  oxen,  '  three  looking  to- 
wards the  north,  three  towards  the  west, 
three  towards  the  south,  and  three  to- 
wards the  east.'  Achilles's  shield  is  de- 
scribed round,  supposed  to  represent  the 
world ;  it  is  surmounted  with  twelve  com- 
partments, representing  cities  in  different 
situations  of  civilization — some  in  peace, 
others  in  war. 

"  The  description  of  those  twelve  cities 
appear  to  me  to  bear  strong  resemblance 
to  various  situations  the  twelve  tribes  of 
Israel  were  in  during  their  progress  to 
the  promised  land.  I  will  select  such  as 
appear  most  prominent.  In  the  third  com- 
partment of  the  shield,  mention  is  made 
of  two  judges,  and  two  talents  of  gold  ; 
those  two  judges,  or  elders,  I  think  may 
be  taken  for  Moses  and  Aaron,  and  the 
two  talents  of  gold  is  certainly  applicable 
to  the  Israelites;  as  rating  gold  by  talents 
was  peculiar  to  them.  The  fourth  and  fifth 
compartments  are  very  descriptive  of  the 
advance  of  the  Israelites ;  more  particu- 
larly the  fifth,  in  which  the  account  of  the 
two  spies  bears  strongly  upon  the  descrip- 
tion of  the  two  spies  sent  out  by  Joshua, 
before  the  taking  of  Jericho.  If  we  se- 
lect the  eighth  compartment,  we  there 
find  a  perfect  representation  of  Boaz  and 
his  reapers ;  and  in  the  ninth,  the  vintage, 
which  may  be  traced  to  the  account  of  the 
Syrian  vine,  with  its  cluster,  which  was 
cut  down  by  the  men  sent  out  by  Moses 
to  view  the  promised  land. 

"  It  may  be  suggested  that  this  shield 
could  bear  no  resemblance  to  Solomon's 
molten  sea,  inasmuch,  that  the  centre  of 
the  shield  displayed  earth,  sea,  and  hea- 
ven. I  do  not  advance  it  as  a  counter- 
part, but  to  take  the  account  of  the  cun- 
ning workman,  Hiram :  he  has  much 
consequence  given  to  him  as  an  artist  in 
the  sacred  books  ;  and  Vulcan  being  call- 
ed forth  by  Thetis,  for  a  work  of  wonder, 
appears  an  exact  imitation  of  the  Tyrian 
workman. 

"  The  twelve  cities  upon  the  shield 
agrees  with  the  number  of  oxen  upon 
which  the  sea  rests.  The  display  of  the 
heavenly  bodies  upon  the  shield  has  been 
held  forth  as  a  wonder  that  the  Grecian 
poem  should  give  such  an  early  know- 
ledge of  astronomy,  but,  in  the  Book  of 
Job,  we  have  the  names  given  of  the  same 
constellations. 
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"  I  find  in  Josephus  this  superb  piece 
of  workmanship,  the  molten  sea,  descri- 
bed thus :  '  And  its  figure  that  of  an  he- 
misphere.' Josephus  remarks,  that  Solo- 
mon did  not  well  in  the  ornaments  lie  put 
on  and  about  this  sea,  for  there  were  fi- 
gures not  exactly  agreeing  with  the  law ; 
a  similitude  of  it  would  therefore  be  easily 
adapted  by  the  Grecian  rhapsodists." 

Thus  far  had  we  proceeded  in  get- 
tingup  a  slightflimsy  article  for  Ebony, 
on  a  classical  subject,  when  suddenly 
the  scales  fell  from  our  eyes,  and  we 
saw  into  the  very  heart  of  a  pound  of 
butter  at  that  moment  lying  before  us 
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on  the  breakfast- table.  "  The  burden 
of  the  mystery  of  all  this  unintelligi- 
ble world,"  (see  Wordsworth,)  was 
lightened ;  we  understood  everything 
in  a  trice  ;  difficulties  were  seen  taking 
wing,  and  disappearing  beyond  the  ho- 
rizon ;  we  found  in  our  breeches-pocket 
a  key  to  all  the  hieroglyphics  of  na- 
ture ;  the  secrets  of  the  universe  were 
imparted  to  us  in  confidence;  hoax- 
ing, and  humbugging,  and  trotting, 
stood  displayed  in  their  native  colours; 
and  we  said  to  ourselves  in  a  smile  and 
a  soliloquy,  "  WE  HAVE  BEEN  BAM- 
MED." 


HEAVEN  AND  HELL. 


BY  THE   REVEREND  EDWARD  IRVING. 


WE  laid  before  our  readers  ample 
extracts  from  Lord  Byron's  Heaven 
and  Earth,  Mr  Sou  they 's  Vision  of 
Judgment,  and  Mr  Thomas  Moore's 
Loves  of  the  Angels,  with  suitable  ob- 
servations on  their  "  scope  and  ten- 
dency :"  for  we  presume  they  have  a 
"  scope  and  tendency,"  as  well  as  the 
works  of  Lord  Bacon,  and  that  we  un- 
derstand them  nearly  as  distinctly  as 
Macvey  Napier  understands  the  In- 
ductive Philosophy.  "Heaven  and 
Hell"  is  a  taking  title,  and  terrifically 
intellectual.  Earth  has  a  dull,  cold,  in- 
sipid sound,  after  that  formidable  mo- 
nosyllable. Mr  Irving  does  not  call 
his  work  "  Judgment  to  Come,"  a 
Poem,  but  an  Argument,  and,  conse- 
quently, does  not  divide  it  into  scenes, 
acts,  cantos,  titles,  or  even  portions, 
but,  simply,  into  parts.  An  analysis, 
and  a  few  extracts  from  Part  VII.,  will 
enable  our  readers  to  compare  the  ge- 
nius of  the  minister  of  the  Caledonian 
Church,  Hatton  Garden,  with  that  of 
the  wayward  Childe,  the  worthy  Lau- 
reate, and  the  English  Anacreon. 

The  poet,  or  orator,  (call  him  which 
you  will,)  is  impressed  with  a  due 
sense  of  the  awful  character  of  his 
theme,  and  pauses  at  the  threshold,  to 
take  breath,  and  screw  his  courage  to 
the  sticking-place.  Compare  the  fol- 
lowing exordium,  or  invocation,  with 
the  commencement  of  Paradise  Lost, 
should  you  not  immediately  recollect 
any  thing  similar  to  it  in  Byron  or  Tom- 
my Moore. 

"I  enter,  therefore,  into  the  unseen  worlds 
which  shall  be  built  up  for  the  habitations 
of  the  righteous  and  the  wicked,  in  a  cool 


reasonable  spirit,  invoking  the  help  of  God 
to  guide  my  steps ;  and  whosoever  will  ac- 
company me,  I  pray  to  do  the  same,  and 
not  to  resign  himself  to  the  guidance  of  my 
judgment,  which  is  hardly  able  to  guide 
myself.  Upon  the  nature  of  these  two  se- 
veral estates  it  is  not  easy  to  speak  cor- 
rectly ;  and  a  great  deal  of  mischief  has 
arisen  from  inconsiderate  interpretations 
of  the  language  of  Scripture.  Of  how  ma- 
ny light-witted  men,  unto  this  day,  is  the 
constant  psalm-sinking  of  heaven  a  theme 
of  scorn  ;  the  fire  and  brimstone  of  hell,  a 
theme  of  derision  !  And  on  the  other  hand, 
by  how  many  zealous  but  injudicious  mi- 
nisters of  the  Gospel  are  they  the  themes 
of  rhapsodies,  which  end  in  nothing  but 
the  tedium  and  disgust  of  those  who  hear  !" 

Put  this  into  verse — and  what  bet- 
ter commencement  could  you  have  of 
an  Excursion — thus : 
I  enter,  therefore,  into  the  unseen  worlds, 
Which  for  the  habitations  shall  be  built 
Of  righteous  and  wicked,  in  a  cool 
And  reasonable  spirit — the  help  of  God 
To  guide  my  steps  invoking ;  and  whoe'er 
Accompanies  me,  I  pray  him  do  the  same, 
And  not  resign  himself  unto  the  guidance 
Of  my  poor  judgment,  which  is  hardly  able 
To  guide  myself.     It  is  no  easy  matter 
Upon  the  nature  of  these  two  estates 
To  speak  correctly,  and  much  mischief  oft, 
From  inconsiderate  interpretation 
Of  Scriptural  language,  has  arisen  to  them 
Oh  !  of  how  many  vain  light-witted  men 
Is  the  perpetual  psalm-singing  of  Heaven 
A  theme  of  scorn  unto  this  very  day  ; 
Derision's  theme,   brimstone  and  fire  of 

hell! 

And,  on  the  other  hand,  how  are  they  made, 
By  injudicious  gospel-ministers, 
Yet  zealous,  but  the  themes  of  rhapsodies, 
Ending  in  nothing,  but,  of  those  who  hear, 
The  tedium  and  disgust,  &c. 
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The  preacher  (beg  his  pardon,  the 
poet)  then  describes  his  Heaven.  This 
falls  into  verse  almost  of  its  own  ac- 
cord. 

"  Glorious  bodies  are  not  restored  to  the 
righteous  only  to  strike  a  harp,  nor  impe- 
rishable bodies  to  the  wicked  only  to  suf- 
fer and  not  die.  To  the  righteous  they 
are  given  to  renew  the  connexion  between 
spirit  and  matter,  which  is  productive  even 
in  this  fallen  world  of  such  exquisite  de- 
light ;  and  in  order  to  meet  the  nicer  ca- 
pacities of  these  new-formed  organs,  a  new 
world  is  created,  fair  as  the  sun,  beautiful 
as  the  moon,  fresh  and  verdant  as  the  gar- 
den of  Eden." 

Yet  not  unto  the  righteous  are  restored 
Such  glorious  bodies,  but  to  strike  a  harp. 
Nor  to  the  bad,  bodies  imperishable 
To  suffer  and  not  die.   No — they  are  given 
Unto  the  righteous,  that  may  be  renewed 
That  union  between  matter  and  the  spirit, 
Productive,  even  in  this  fallen  world, 
Of  exquisite  delight ;  and  then  to  meet 
These  new-form 'd  organs'  nice  capacities, 
Fair  as  the  sun,  as  the  moon  beautiful, 
As  fresh  and  verdant  as  was  Eden's  gar- 
den— 
Lo  !  a  new  world  created  ! 

The  imagination  of  the  new  poet  of 
Heaven  and  Hell  now  brightens  and 
expands,  and  yet  exhibits  proofs  "  of  a 
cool  and  reasonable  spirit." 

"  Who  knows  what  new  enchantment 
of  melody,  what  new  witchery  of  speech, 
what  poetry  of  conception,  what  variety  of 
design,  and  what  brilliancy  of  execution, 
he  may  endow  the  human  faculties  withal 
— in  what  new  graces  he  may  clothe  na- 
ture, with  such  various  enchantment  of  hill 
and  dale,  woodland,  rushing  streams,  and 
living  fountains  ;  with  bowers  of  bliss  and 
sabbath-scenes  of  peace,  and  a  thousand 
forms  of  disporting  creatures,  so  as  to  make 
all  the  world  hath  beheld,  to  seem  like  the 
gross  picture  with  which  you  catch  infants ; 
and  to  make  the  eastern  tale  of  romances, 
and  the  most  rapt  imagination  of  eastern 
poets,  like  the  ignorant  prattle  and  rude 
structures  which  first  delight  the  nursery, 
and  afterwards  ashame  our  riper  years." 

Why  was  this  done  back  into  prose  ? 
Surely  in  the  original  it  will  be  found 
thus  written. 

Who  knows  what  new  enchanting  melody, 

New  witchery  of  speech,  what  poetry 

Of  new  conception,  what  variety 

Of  new  design,  and  oh  !  what  brilliancy 

Of  execution,  new,  he  may  endow 

The  human  faculties  withal — in  what  new 

graces 

He  may  clothe  nature  ;  with  what  new  en- 
chantment, 


Various,  of  hill  and  dale,  woodland  and 

streams 
Rushing,  and  living  fountains  ;  with  what 

bowers 
Of  bliss,  and  Sabbath  scenes  of  peace  ! 

disporting 
A  thousand  forms   of  creatures,  such  as 

make 
All  that  the  world  hath  witnessed  seem  like 

pictures 
Drawn  gross,  to  catch  the  infant's  roving 

eyes  ! 

And  the  most  rapt  imagination 
Of  Eastern  poets,  al!  the  eastern  tale 
Romantic,  like  the  ignorant  prattle  vain, 
And  those  rude  structures  which  at  first  de- 
light 
The  nursery,  and  then  ashame  our  riper 

years. 

Mr  Irving  then  draws  an  animated 
picture  of  those  exquisite  enjoyments 
which  will  spring  in  the  new  "  Esta- 
blishment," from  the  heavenly  loves 
and  friendships  of  domestic  life. 

"  The  tongue  shall  be  eloquent  to  dis- 
close all  its  burning  emotions,  no  longer 
labouring  and  panting  for  utterance.   And 
a  new  organization  of  body  for  joining  and 
mixing  affections  may  be  invented,  more 
quiet  homes  for  partaking  it  undisturbed, 
and  more  sequestered  retreats  for  barring 
out  the  invasion  of  other  affairs." 
Then  shall  the  tongue,  no  longer  labouring, 
Panting  for  utterance,  eloquent  be  to  speak 
All  its  emotions  burning ;  then  a  new 
Organization  of  the  bodily  frame 
For  joining  and  for  mixing  the  affections 
May  be  invented  ; — homes  more  quiet  far, 
For  undisturb'd  partaking  of  the  mixture, 
Retreats  far  more  sequester'd,  to  bar  out 
The  invasion  of  all  different  affairs. 

The  Poetical  Preacher  then  attacks 
all  those  persons  who,  from  that  de- 
praved taste  in  human  nature  which 
delights  in  strife  and  struggle,  "  can- 
not look  upon  innocent  peace  without 
a  smile  of  scorn,  or  a  ravenous  lust  to 
mar  it ;"  and  who,  out  of  this  "  fund 
of  bitterness,"  pour  forth  epithets  of 
derision  upon  the  innocent  images  of 
heaven.  He  observes,  that  "  these 
light  and  ignorant  wits"  laugh  likewise 
at  the  pastoral  simplicity  of  heaven, 
"  and  strive  to  be  severe  on  the  indo- 
lence of  the  bowers  of  bliss."  Mr  Ir- 
ving meets  these  gentry  boldly. 

"  But  that  with  all  these  accompani- 
ments it  will  be  a  scene  of  activity,  I  have 
no  doubt.  Activity  both  of  body  and  of 
mind;  that  sensual  and  physical  enjoy- 
ments will  be  multiplied  manifold ;  that 
affectionate  attachments  will  yield  a  thou- 
sand times  more  enjoyment ;  that  schemes 
of  future  good  will  occupy  our  thoughts, 
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and  enterprizes  of  higher  attainments  urge 
our  being  forward.  Then  will  be  the  plea- 
sure of  the  eye,  but  none  of  the  weariness ; 
the  glow  and  glory  of  life,  but  not  its  pride ; 
the  thrilling  joys  of  flesh  and  blood,  but 
none  of  their  odious  lusts." 

And  yet,  that  with  all  these  accompani- 
ments 

'Twill  be  a  stirring  and  an  active  scene, 
I  have  no  doubt ;  a  great  activity 
Of  body  and  of 'mind.    I  have  no  doubt 
That  in  the  Heaven  of  the  Christian's  God, 
Both  sensual  and  physical  enjoyments 
Are  multiplied,  for  ever  manifold  ! 
Affectionate  attachments  then  will  yield 
Thousand  times  more  enjoyment ;    then 

will  schemes 

Of  future  good  more  occupy  our  thoughts ; 
Then  enterprizes  of  more  pith  and  moment 
Will  urge  our  being  forward.  Then  will  be 
The  pleasure  of  the  eye,  but  all  without 
Its  weariness  ;  life's  glow  and  glory, 
Without  its  pride — then  all  the  thrilling 

joys 

Of  flesh  and  blood,  without  their  odious 
lusts. 

There  does  not  appear  to  us  to  be 
any  want  of  warmth  in  such  delinea- 
tions ;  nothing  particularly  frosty,  yet, 
certainly,  nothing  that  is  not  sound 
and  orthodox,  and  agreeable  to  the  te- 
nets of  the  Presbyterian  Church.  Yet 
Mr  Irving  himself,  although  "  he  has 
no  doubt"  that  heaven  will  be  precise- 
ly as  he  has  described  it,  seems  to  have 
been  uneasy  lest  his  fair  hearers  should 
accuse  him  of  not  handling  the  sub- 
ject con  amore,  and  makes  something 
like  an  apology,  which,  doubtless,  was 
accompanied  in  the  pulpit  with  a  suit- 
able bow. 

"  Thus  coolly  do  I  prosecute  a  subject 
which  would  sustain  the  loftiest  flights, 
and  call  into  action  the  strongest  enthusi- 
asm of  the  mind,  because  I  would  justify 
these  great  truths  of  our  religion  by  an  ap- 
peal to  the  cool  reason  and  correct  feelings 
of  human  nature,  not  by  high-wrought 
eloquence,  or  picturesque  delineation.  And 
1  would  now  meditate  with  the  same  calm- 
ness and  collectedness  the  dark  side  of  fu- 
turity, praying  you  to  suppress  your  fears, 
and  listen  with  your  reason  and  judgment 
alone,  which  are  the  only  faculties  of  your 
minds,  from  which  these  several  discourses 
of  Judgment  have  asked  a  verdict." 

Thus  coolly  do  I  prosecute  a  subject 
Which  might   the  loftiest  flights  sustain, 

and  rouse 

The  enthusiastic  powers  of  all  the  mind, 
Because  that  I  do  wish  to  justify 
The  primal  truths  of  Christianity, 
By  an  appeal  to  reason  calm  and  cool, 
To  human  nature's  most  correct  emotions, 
And  not  at  all  by  high-wrought  eloquence, 
Or  by  delineations  picturesque. 
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And  now,  my  brethren,  I  would  meditate- 
With  the  same  calmness  and  collectedness 
Upon  the  dark  side  of  futurity, 
Praying  you  to  suppress  your  idle  fears, 
And  listen  with  your  reason  and  your  judg- 
ment 

Alone  !  which  are  the  only  faculties 
Within  your  minds,  I  do  assure  you  all, 
From    which   each    several   Discourse  of" 

Judgment 
Hath  asked  a  verdict. 

Mr  Irving  now  goes  to  hell,  "  in  the 
same  cool  and  reasonable  spirit"  in 
which  he  entered  heaven. 

"  It  is  most  manifest  to  any  one  coolly 
considering  his  own  bosom,  that  if  it  were 
to  give  a  licence  to  the  evil  that  is  within 
him,  to  the  suggestions  of  malice  and  lust 
and  passion,  he  would  become  hateful  to 
himself  and  horrible  to  all  around.  If  the 
fear  of  God  were  cast  away,  and  the  fear 
of  man  ;  if  the  rewards  that  attend  honesty 
and  chastity  and  peace  were  no  longer 
known  ;  if  one,  in  short,  had  nothing  to 
lose  in  life,  no  death,  and  no  retribution 
after  death  staring  him  in  the  face,  the 
lengths  to  which  he  would  proceed  are 
shocking  to  reflect  upon. 

"  Now   this  is   precisely  the   state   of 
things  in  the  nether  world.     There  is  no 
hope,  there  is  no  end.  there  are  no  good 
beings  to  hold  the  balance  against  evil,  and 
there  is  no  restraining  providence  of  God. 
Were  there  nothing  more,  I  hold  this  to 
be  enough  to  constitute  the  hottest,  cruel- 
est  hell.     I  ask  no  elemental  fire,  no  fur- 
nace of  living  flames,  no  tormenting   de- 
mons, nothing  but  a  congregation  of  the 
wicked,  in  the  wicked  state  in  which  they 
died  and  appeared  at  the  tribunal,  driven 
together  into  one  settlement,  to  make  the 
best  or  the  worst  of  it  they  can.    Let  every 
man  arise  in  his  proper  likeness,  clothed 
in  his  proper  nature,  which  he   did  not 
choose  to  put  off,  but  to  die  with  ;  let  beau- 
ty arise  with  the  same  pure  tints  which 
death  did  nip,  and  wit  with  all  its  flashes 
and  knowledge,  with  all  its  powers  and  po- 
licy, with  all  its  address  ;  let  the  genera- 
tions of  the  unrighteous  gather  together ; 
— and  because  of  their  possessing  none  of 
the  qualities   which  God  approves  in  his 
volume,  nor  caring  to  possess  them,  let 
them  be   shipped   across   the   impassable 
gulf  to  some  planet  of  their  own,  to  carry 
on  their  several  intrigues  and  indulgences 
for  ever ; — then  here  were  a  hell,  which 
neither  fire  nor  brimstone,   nor  gnawing 
worm,  are  able  to  represent." 
To  any  one,  coolly  considering 
His  proper  bosom,  'tis  most  manifest, 
That  were  he  to  give  licence  to  the  evil 
That  is  within  him,  and  to  the  suggestions 
Of  malice,  lust,  and  passion,  he  would  be 
To  himself  hateful,  horrible  to  all. 
If  both  the  fear  of  God  and  fear  of  man 
Were  cast  away  ;  rewards  of  honesty, 
Of  charity  and  peace,  no  longer  known : 
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If  one,  in  short,  had  nought  to  lose  but  life, 
No  death,  no  retribution  after  death 
Staring  him  in  the  face,  the  lengths  that 

he  would  go 
Are  shocking  to  reflect  on. 

Now,  my  friends, 

This  most  precisely  is  the  state  of  things 
In  the  nether  world.  For  there  there  is  no 

hope, 

There  is  no  end,  nor  no  good  beings  there 
To  hold  the  balance  against  evil,  and  there 
Is  no  restraining  providence  of  God. 
Now,  were  there  nothing  more,  my  Chris- 
tian Friends, 

I  hold  that  even  this  is  quite  sufficient 
To  constitute  the  hottest,  cruelest  hell. 
Observe — I  ask  no  elemental  fire, 
No  furnace  heated  with  the  living  flames, 
Not  even  tormenting  demons !     All  I  ask 
Is  but  a  congregation  of  the  wicked, 
In  the  same  wicked  state  in  which  they 

died 

And  stood  at  the  tribunal,  driven  together 
Into  one  settlement,  to  make  the  best 
Or  worst  of  it  they  can.     Let  every  man 
Rise  in  his  proper  likeness,  and  be  clothed 
In  his  proper  nature,  which  he  did  not 

choose 

To  put  off,  but  to  die  with.     Let  arise 
Beauty,  with  all  the  self-same  tints  so  pure 
That  Death  did  nip ;  and  Wit,  with  all 

its  flashes  ; 

Knowledge,with  all  its  powers ;  and  Policy, 
With  its  addresses  all ;  the  generations 
Of  the  unrighteous  gather  all  together, 
And  because  they  possess  no  single  quality 
That  in  his  volume  God  approves,  nor  care 
About  possessing  them,  then  let  them  all 

BE  SHIPPED  ACROSS  THE   GULFH    IM- 
PASSABLE, 

To  planet  of  their  own  ;  to  carry  on 
Their  several  intrigues,  indulgences 
For  ever  !     Oh  !  my  Christian  Brethren, 
Here  were  indeed  a  hell,  which  neither  fire, 
Nor  brimstone — no,  nor  yet  the  gnawing 

worm, 
Can  represent ! 

Dante !  What  is  Dante,  after  that  ? 
Tasso  is  tame — Byron  blank  as  a  cy-  - 
pher — and  the  "  Pilgrimage  to  Kirk- 
of-Shotts,"  an  expedition  to  Paradise. 

The  minister  of  the  Caledonian 
Church,  Hatton-Garden,  follows  out 
his  view  of  hell  in  the  same  "  cool  and 
reasonable  spirit ;"  and  although  we 
must  all  agree  with  him  in  thinking, 
' '  that  upon  the  nature  of  these  two 
several  estates,  it  is  not  easy  to  speak 
correctly,"  still  we  conceive  the  above 
passage,  which  we  have,  by  a  gentle 
process,  reduced  to  the  original  verse, 
to  be  about  as  correct,  and  as  spirited 
too,  as  the  common  run  of  the  Recluse 
being  a  portion  of  the  Excursion,  a 
poem,  by  William  Wordsworth,  who, 
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Mr  Irving  says,  leads  a  "  god-like 
life"  among  the  mountains  of  West- 
moreland, as  distributor  of  stamps  for 
that  county. 

For  our  own  parts,  we  were  quite 
satisfied  with  the  above,  and  really 
wished  that  the  preacher  would  not 
push  the  matter  any  farther.  But  he 
despises  that  vain  injunction,  "  never 
mention  hell  'fore  ears  polite ;"  and, 
to  use  his  own  language  elsewhere, 
(the  language,  too,  of  Dr  Kitchiner, 
and  Mesdavues  Glasse  and  Rundle,) 
being  determined  "  not  to  mince  the 
matter,"  he  unfurls  over  the  front  of 
his  pulpit,  that  all  the  spectators  may 
have  a  full  view,  quite  a  new  scene, 
painted  for  the  occasion,  a  "  Panora- 
mic View  of  Hell."  Exultingly  he 
exclaims — 

"  Here,  then,  I  say,  is  hell  enough  out 
of  the  natural  workings  of  such  a  popula- 
tion, without  one  interference  of  Almighty 
God.  With  what  full  swing  power  will 
rage  and  havoc  !  with  what  fell  swoop  the 
arm  of  revenge  will  bring  its  bloody 
stroke !  Hosts  encountering  hosts  in  du» 
bious  battle,  wounds  and  bloodshed  and 
agony,  and  no  relief  of  death  !  Knowledge 
will  invent  systems  of  slavery  and  arts  of 
cruelty ;  and  inventions  for  accomplishing 
the  ends  of  wickedness,  beyond  aught  re- 
corded of  in  history,,will  come  forth  from 
thoughtful  and  malicious  brains.  All  the 
cruel  acts  of  man  will  be  played  off  re- 
morseless ;  inquisitionary  dungeons  will 
arise  anew,  and  racks  and  torments  for  the 
body  of  men  will  ply  their  ancient  work. 
The  ferocity  of  Carribs  and  the  dark  cruel- 
ty of  Malays,  and  the  torturing  of  Ameri- 
can savages,  and  Sodom's  lustfulness,  and 
Carthaginian  fraud,  and  Rome's  tyrant 
grasp,  will  all  revive.  And  beauty  will  be 
there  to  light  the  cruel  fires  of  jealousy, 
and  arm  nation  against  nation  as  hereto- 
fore. And  poetry  will  be  there  to  compose 
the  war-song.  And  ambition  to  league 
revolts  ;  and  civil  warfare,  with  every  form 
of  mischief  this  earth  hath  groaned  be- 
neath,  all  embittered  and  exasperated  ma- 
nifold. 

"  Now,  tell  me,  brethren,  could  you 
endure  such  anarchy  and  confusion  for  a 
life  long — could  you  endure  it  for  ever  ? 
this  carnival  of  every  lust,  and  revelry  of 
every  passion." 

HERE,  THEN,  I  SAY,  is  HELL  ENOUGH, 

MY  BRETHREN, 

OUT  OF  THE  NATURAL  WORKINGS  OF 
ITS  PEOPLE, 

AND  ALL  WITHOUT  ONE  SINGLE  IN- 
TERFERENCE 

OF  THE  ALMIGHTY  GOD.  With  what 
fell  swung 
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Power  here  will  rage  and  havoc  !  with  what 

fell  sweep 

Revenge's  arm  will  bring  its  bloody  stroke ! 
Brethren  !   behold  here  hosts  encountering 

hosts 
In  dubious  battle,  blood  and  wounds  and 

agony, 

And  no  relief  of  death.     Knowledge  here 
Will  frame  new  slaveries,  and  cruel  arts  ; 
Inventions  for  the  ends  of  wickedness, 
Beyond  the  records  of  old  history, 
Come  forth  from  thoughtful  and  malicious 

brains. 

All  cruel  arts  of  man  will  be  played  off 
Remorseless ;  dungeons  inquisitionary 
Will  rise  anew,  and  for  the  bodies  of  men 
Will  racks  and  torments  ply  their  ancient 

work. 

There  will  the  Carrib's  wild  ferocity 
Meet  the  dark  cruelty  of  the  Malay, 
And  savage  tortures  of  America ; 
There  Sodom's  lustfulness,  the  fraud  of 

Carthage, 

And  tyrant  grasp  of  Rome,  will  all  revive  ; 
And  Beauty  will  be  there  to  light  the  fire 
Of  Jealousy,  and  arm,  as  heretofore, 
Nation  against  nation.     Poetry,  (alas  ! 
Divine  no  more)  the  war- song  will  compose, 
Ambition  will  be  there  to  league  revolts, 
And  Civil  War,  with  every  form  of  mis- 
chief 
'Neath  which  this  miserable  earth  hath 

grieved, 
Embittered  and  exasperate  manifold. 

NOW,  TELL  ME,    BRETHREN,    IF    YOU 

COULD  ENDURE 

SUCH  ANARCHY  AND  SUCH  CONFUSION 
FOR  A  LIFE  LONG?  COULD  YOU  EN- 

DURE'T  FOR  EVER  ? 
ENDURE  THIS  CARNIVAL  OF  EVERY 

LUST,  &c. 

We  take  upon  us  to  assert,  that  Mr 
Irving's  congregation,  in  the  Caledo- 
nian Church,  Hatton- Garden,  would, 
if  allowed  to  speak  out,  have  answered 
this  question  in  the  negative,  with  one 
universal  groan. 

But  hitherto  Mr  Irving  has  c '  sup- 
posed things  no  otherwise  conditioned 
than  they  are  here  on  earth."  The 
reader,  therefore,  who  shall  stop  short 
here,  must  be  contented  with  a  most 
imperfect  and  inadequate  idea  of  hell. 
So  let  him  read  on,  for  entire  satisfac^ 
tion. 

"  Hitherto  I  have  supposed  things  no 
otherwise  conditioned  than  they  are  here 
on  earth.  But  what,  if  the  ground  should 
be  doubly  accursed  for  their  sakes  ?  What, 
if  the  body  should  be  liable  to  tenfold  rack- 
ing pains ;  what,  if  the  eye  should  look 
only  upon  unsightly  things,  and  the  ear 

should  lose  its  faculty  of  tasting  melody 

or,  perceiving  it,  should  be  invaded  with 
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restless,  dunning  noises  ;  what,  if  the  sun 
should  smite  with  tropic  tires,  and  suffoca- 
ting winds  whirl  the  miserable  natives  to 
and  fro  ;  what,  if  the  realities  of  all  that  is 
threatened  should  come  to  pass,  and  the 
mighty  devils  become  our  masters,  and 
we  their  thralls,  to  be  used  and  misused  as 
their  beasts  of  labour ;  what,  if  God  should 
put  forth  his  power,  and  give  the  wicked, 
who  set  him  at  naught,  their  habitation 
upon  some  burning  star  or  fiery  comet,  to 
live  like  the  salamander  in  everlasting  fire  ? 
— What,  if  all  that  Dante  and  Milton  and 
Tasso  have  imagined  in  their  several  hells 
— the  physical  torments  of  the  one,  the 
mental  anguish  of  the  other,  the  deformed , 
filthy,  obscene  forms  of  the  third — should 
concur  ;  and  the  imagined  picture  of  Belial 
be  realized  ! 

Thus  far,  my  friends,  I  have  supposed 
things 

No  otherwise  conditioned  than  on  earth. 

But  if  the  ground  should  doubly  be  ac- 
cursed 

Even  for  their   sakes,  brethren  !    I  ask, 

WHAT  THEN  ? 

What,  if  the  body  should  be  liable 
To  tenfold  racking  pains ;  what,  if  the  eye 
Should  only  look  upon  unsightly  things  ; 
What,  if  the  ear  should  lose  its  faculty 
Of  tasting  melody,  or,  tasting  still, 
Should  be  invaded  with  strange  dunning 

noises ; 
What,  if  the  sun  should  strike  with  tropic 

fires, 

And  suffocating  winds  whirl  to  and  fro 
The  miserable  natives  ;  what,  if  all 
That  ever  has  been  threatened,  come  to 

pass, 

And  the  all-mighty  devils  be  our  masters, 
And  we  their  thralls,  ay,  or  their  beasts  of 

labour, 

To  be  used  and  misused?  Say  what,  if  God 
Should  put  forth  all  his  power,  and  give 

the  wicked 

Who  set  thus  at  naught  their  habitation 
Upon  some  burning  star,  or  fiery  comet, 
Like  salamanders  in  eternal  fire  ? 
SAY  WHAT,  IF  ALL  THAT  MlLTON, 

DANTE,  TASSO, 

Have  all  imagined  in  their  several  hells, 
All,  all  the  physical  torments  of  the  one, 
All,  all  the  mental  anguish  of  the  other, 
And  of  the  third,  the  obscene  filthy  forms 
Deformed,   should   all   concur — and    the 

imagined  picture 
Of  Belial  be  realized,  &c. 


"  But  of  these  things — coolly,  cor- 
rectly, and  reasonably,"  says  our 
Preacher  and  Poet,  "  I  make  no  han- 
dle ;  wishing  to  address  myself  to  ima- 
gination no  farther  than  is  necessary 
to  embody  the  thing  for  the  considera- 
tion of  reason." 


1823.3 

The  "  judicious  Irving,"  (that  epi- 
thet should  no  longer  be  applied  to 
Hooker)  says  that  "  we  very  much 
take  the  thing  for  granted,  when  we 
fancy  the  wicked  creatures  pinched  and 
scorched  alive  by  active  ministers  of 
God."  His  system,  and  we  presume, 
as  he  is  a  philosopher,  that  it  is  built 
on  a  vast  number  of  facts,  carefully 
ascertained  by  induction — is  thus  de- 
cidedly stated : — 
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they  be  both  engaged,  solus  cum  solo,") 
or  this  long  and  elaborate  description 
of  hell  from  the  Bramah-pen  of  Mr 
Irving,  be  most  conducive  to  health  of 
body  and  soul,  we  leave  to  the  Chris- 
tian world  at  large  to  determine,  and 
to  this  decision  we  shall  bow.  How- 
ever, the  two  are  not  incompatible ; 
and,  therefore,  we  shall  quote  and 
cavil  at  one  paragraph  more  from  this 
powerful  Preacher — and  then 


«'  Their  torture  is  the  absence  of  the  mi- 
nistry of  God.  God  comes  not  to  their  quar- 
ters, and  therefore  their  quarters  are  so  hot ; 
for,  where  God  is,  there  is  peace  and  love, 
and  where  he  is  not,  there  is  confusion  and 
every  evil  work.  Alas  !  there  come  no  warn- 
ing prophet  nor  ministering  priest ;  no 
reformer,  nor  Saviour,  to  their  world.  It 
floats  far  remote  from  the  habitations  of 
holiness,  and  no  emanations  of  the  divine 
Spirit  shall  visit  it  any  more.  They  range 
the  wastes  and  wildernesses  of  sin,  and 
build  the  fabrics  of  iniquity,  and  work  the 
works  of  darkness,  and  travel  in  the  ways 
of  cruelty  and  wickedness.  The  murderous 
devil  is  their  inaster,  his  emanations  inspire 
them,  his  powers  of  darkness  rule  them. 
They  aye  toil  like  Vulcan  and  his  slaves, 
manufacturing  thunderbolts  for  this  their 
cruel  Jove,  to  overwhelm  themselves  with- 
al ;  and,  as  Etna,  the  fabled  residence  of 
these  workers  in  fire,  conceives  in  her  bowels 
that  flame  and  smoke  which  she  afterwards 
vomits  to  scorch  the  vegetation  up,  which 
else  would  beautify  her  woody  and  verdant 
sides — so  these  wretched  men  will  aye  con- 
ceive within  their  soul  malicious,  fiendish 
imaginations  and  purposes,  which,  being 
brought  forth,  will  destroy  all  the  good 
which  else  might  flourish  in  their  clime. 
Who  knows  but  there  may  be  evidences, 
even  there,  of  a  good  God, — incitements  to 
meditation  upon  all  the  better  alternatives 
of  being, — which,  by  reason  -of  abounding 
wickedness,  are  frustrated,  and  the  people 
tantalized  with  the  sight  and  thought  of 
good,  which  their  own  crazed  and  disjoint- 
ed frames  did  aye  hinder  them  from  reali- 
zing." 

As  our  readers  must  by  this  time 
have  formed  their  opinion  on  Mr  Ir- 
ving's  versification,  we  shall  not  quote 
this  passage  in  the  original,  and  perhaps 
this  article  may  be  allowed  to  draw  to- 
wards a  close.  Mr  Irving  is  much 
more  unwilling  to  turn  his  back  on  the 
infernal  regions,  than  we  are  ;  and  on 
this  fine  day,  (one  of  the  very  few 
really  delightful  days  we  have  had  this 
season,)  we  wish  to  take  a  stroll  round 
by  Duddingstone,  to  get  an  appetite 
for  dinner,  and  enjoy  the  beauties  of 
external  nature.  Whether  such  a  stroll, 
in  company  with  A  or  ODoherty,(or,  if 


Shoulder  our  crutch,  and  shew  how  fields 


"  Oh  !  when  I  think  how  near  every 
man  verges  upon  the  confines  of  madness 
and  misery,  and  how  the  least  shift  in  the 
fabric  of  our  minds  would  send  heavenly 
reason  into  howling  madness — I  see,  I 
fancy  a  thousand  powers  resident  in  God, 
by  the  smallest  expense  of  means,  to  make 
a  hell  such  as  no  earthly  science  or  earthly 
language  is  able  to  represent.  Bring  me 
all  the  classes  of  men  upon  the  earth,  and 
let  me  have  the  sorting  and  the  placing  of 
them  upon  this  earth,  and  I  shall  make 
hells  for  each  one  of  them  without  further 
ado.  I  would  send  the  poets  to  bear  bur- 
dens, and  the  porters  to  indite  tuneful 
songs.  The  musicians  I  would  appoint 
over  the  kennels,  and  the  roving  libertines 
I  would  station  over  the  watch  and  ward  of 
streets.  I  would  banish  the  sentimentalists 
to  the  fens,  and  send  the  rustic  labourers 
to  seek  their  food  among  the  mountains ; 
each  wily  politician  I  would  transplant  into 
a  colony  of  honest  men,  and  your  stupid 
clown  I  would  set  at  the  helm  of  state. 
But,  lest  it  may  be  thought  I  sport  with  a 
subject  which  I  strive  to  make  plain,  I 
shall  stop  short  and  give  no  further  proof 
of  this  wicked  ingenuity  ;  for,  sure  I  am,  I 
could  set  society  into  such  a  hot  warfare 
and  confusion,  as  should  in  one  day  make 
half  the  world  slay  themselves,  or  slay  each 
other,  and  the  other  half  run  up  and  down 
in  wild  distraction." 

In  this  passage,  Mr  Irving  does  his 
very  best;  he  has  put  forth  all  his 
power  in  it ;  and  it  is  meant  to  be,  as 
he  himself  might  say,  tf  A  clencher." 
He  attempts  no  greater  effort — the  sub- 
ject is  exhausted — so,  it  may  be  rea- 
sonably supposed,  is  the  Preacher,  and 
so,  too,  without  rudeness  be  it  spoken, 
the  audience  in  Hatton-Garden  Cale- 
donian Church.  This  passage,  there- 
fore, may  be  taken  as  a  text  by  which 
to  try  the  utmost  of  this  Preacher's 
power.  Is  it  then  a  strong  passage  ? 
Is  the  spirit  proof,  above  or  below  it  ? 
How  many  beads  will  it  sink  ?  Would 
the  members  of  the  Celtic  Society  de- 
clare it  "  a  dram  ?"  Could  it  be  pre- 
scribed as  a  <e  morning?"  Is  it  pro- 
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ducible  afc  a  stirrup-glass  ?  Would  it 
make  "  Athole  Brose  ?"  Is  it  "  sma' 
still?"  Would  Dr  M.  or  Lord  Nor- 
bury  dignify  it  with  the  name  of 
"  Potheen?'  Say  boldly  at  once,  in 
hot-toddy,  how  many  waters  will  it 
bear,  "  porco  judice  Jacobo  Hogg  ?" 

All  classes  of  men  upon  the  earth  are 
to  be  brought  to  Mr  Irving,  (he  has 
rung  the  bell  for  them  to  be  shewn 
up,)  he  is  to  have  the  "  sorting  and 
placing  of  them,"  for  the  express  pur- 
pose of  "  making  hells  for  each  of 
them  without  more  ado."  A  pretty 
pastime,  no  doubt,  for  an  idle  man  on 
a  cold  day  in  winter,  when  the  fire  is 
low  in  the  grate.  Mr  Irving,  however, 
warns  us  against  forming  too  high  ex- 
pectations of  his  hells.  For  he  says, 
before  lighting  them,  or  indeed  send- 
ing coals  to  Newcastle,  that  he  sees 
"  a  thousand  powers  resident  in  God, 
by  the  smallest  expense  of  means,  to 
make  a  hell  such  as  no  earthly  science 
or  earthly  language  is  able  to  repre- 
sent." Although,  therefore,  Mr  Ir- 
ving be  as  well  acquainted  with  the 
modern  chemistry  as  Professor  Thom- 
son himself,  and  skilled  in  all  "  earth- 
ly languages,"  we  must  not  expect 
from  him  a  hell  that  can  stand  on 
eternity's  comparison,  with  that  which, 
"  at  the  smallest  expense  of  means," 
can  be  created  by  Omnipotence.  All 
this  is  very  modest  in  Mr  Irving — very 
decorous — very  pious — very  reveren- 
tial. Well,  then,  he  gives  us  his  "  ideal 
of  hell" — and  if  that  be  all,  we  do  not 
see  why,  for  a  reasonable  sum  of  mo- 
ney, any  man  in  tolerable  health,  and 
with  such  nerves  as  generally  accom- 
pany an  underanged  stomach-appara- 
tus, might  not  undertake  to  pass  a  year 
or  two  there  by  no  means  uncom- 
fortably, and  afterwards  return  to  live 
with  his  wife  and  family  as  snugly  as 
an  annuitant.  For  suppose  the  gentle- 
man who  took  the  wager,  and  offered 
to  perform  the  exploit,  were  a  poet. 
In  that  case,  according  to  the  ' '  judi- 
cious," and  also  "  imaginative"  Irving, 
he  is  to  "  bear  burdens."  That  is  all 
—  he  is  only  to  be  a  porter.  Now, 
suppose  Burns  to  have  been  the  poet 
to  perform.  The  burden  he  bore  in 
life  was  a  pretty  heavy  one — and  fully 
more  than  his  poor  shoulders  could 
bear.  Take  'Allan  Cunninghame — 
Many  a  ponderous  weight  has  he  up- 
lifted, when  a  stone-mason  m  Niths- 
dale — and  not  a  few  must  he  uplift 
now  without  a  murmur — freestone  be- 
ing changed  to  marble.  Allan,  too, 
would  carry  broad  and  strong  shoul- 
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ders  to  his  year's  probation.  In  short, 
take  good  poets  in  general,  and  you 
find  them  able-bodied  men  enough  : 
and  as  accustomed  to  bear  burdens  as 
men  of  other  professions.  Mr  Irving, 
therefore,  shews  a  wonderful  meagre- 
ness  of  imagination  in  his  punishment 
of  poets  in  hell.  But,  quoth  he,  "  I 
would  send  the  porfers  to  indite  tune- 
ful songs."  Why,  my  good  sir,  this 
is  what  many  of  them  are  doing  every 
day  in  their  lives  on  earth.  A  ware- 
house porter  is  the  Apollo  of  one  of 
our  most  celebrated  Magazines.  Our 
own  John  Leslie  writes  a  fair  song ; 
and  Dugald  M'Glashan  of  the  Tron- 
Kirk,  a  peerless  porter,  is  also  a  very 
pretty  poet.  If  this  were  all  they  had 
to  dread,  not  a  caddy  in  Edinburgh 
who  would  not  go  to  Mr  Irving's 
"  soiree,"  for  sixpence  and  a  bumper 
of  Farintosh.  "  The  musicians,"  says 
Mr  Irving,  "  I  would  appoint  over  the 
kennels."  Does  he  mean  "  kennels" 
of  fox-hounds  or  harriers  ?  If  so,  no- 
thing they  would  like  better  ;  the 
voices  of  Towler  and  Jowler  being 
at  times  most  harmonious.  "  The 
roving  libertines,  I  would  station  over 
the  watch  and  ward  of  streets."  A 
pretty  system  of  civic  economy  it 
would  be,  and  wholly  inconsistent 
with  the  principles  of  Dr  Chalmers  ; 
— but  still  "  roving  libertines"  would 
find  amusement  in  such  occupation, 
and  if  allowed  the  same  occasional  in- 
dulgence as  other  watchmen  and  war- 
ders, (which  is  necessary  to  his  argu- 
ment,) such  as  a  glass  of  blue  ruin 
now  and  then  of  a  frosty  night,  and  an 
hour's  nap  in  the  box,  when  the  Toms 
and  Jerrys  of  the  rueful  city  had  gone 
to  roost,  to  say  nothing  of  sleeping  all 
day,  they  would  not  be  so  much  to  be 
pitied.  "  I  would  banish  the  senti- 
mentalists to  the  Fens,  and  send  the 
rustic  labourers  to  seek  their  food 
among  the  mountains."  Why,  sure- 
ly, you  cannot  call  this  sending  a  man 
to  hell  "  without  farther  ado?"  There 
is  positively  not  a  more  sentimental 
spot  in  all  England  than  the  Fens  of 
Lincolnshire,  unless  it  be  the  Isle  of 
Ely  ;  and  as  to  the  difficulty  of  find- 
ing food  among  mountains,  that  sure- 
ly would  not  be  a  hopeless  case  to  any 
rustic  labourer,  who  could  either  beg, 
borrow,  or  steal.  Suppose  the  scene 
laid  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  the 
rustic  labourer  would  have  crowdy 
and  sheep's-head  and  trotters  at  the 
worst,  fish  in  their  season,  black 
game,  grouse,  and  ptarmigan,  (for 
we  presume  he  is  to  be  allowed  to 
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shoot  all  and  sundry  without  a  li- 
cence ;  and  in  any  part  of  the  Thane's 
estates,  roe  and  red-deer.  ' ( Each  wily 
politician,  I  would  transplant  into  a 
colony  of  honest  men,  and  your  stupid 
clown  1  would  set  at  the  helm  of  state." 
Now,  did  not  Mr  Francis  Jeffrey,  a 
wily  politician,  visit  America,  which 
was  originally  colonized  hy  honest  men 
from  this  country,  and  who  more  face- 
tious and  happy  than  he  ?  A  stupid 
clown  at  the  helm  of  state,  would  sit 
there  quite  contented,  however  un- 
popular he  might  be  as  a  minister ; 
even  although  constantly  outvoted,  he 
could  keep  his  place  ;  and  if,  contrary 
to  the  principles  of  the  constitution  of 
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the  kingdom,  he  were,  after  a  few  cen- 
turies, allowed  to  resign,  the  great 
chuckle-headed  ex-premier  would  put 
his  tongue  in  his  cheek,  and  laugh  at 
the  "  judicious  Irving,"  as  he  retired 
with  a  pension  in  perpetuity  of  5000/. 
a-year,  a  sentimentalist  to  the  Fens. 

None  of  our  readers  can  possibly 
mistake  our  object  in  this  article — nor 
fail  to  see  that  it  is  a  good  one.  We 
leave  Mr  Irving  (for  a  little  while)  to 
the  judgment  of  all  mankind,  to  whom 
his  Orations  and  Arguments  are  ad- 
dressed;— and  as  our  ivory-pillared 
time-piece  has  struck  one,  we  are  off  to 
Arthur's  Seat. 


VERSES  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  ROBERT  BLOOMFIELD. 

Love  had  he  found  in  huts  where  poor  men  lie, 
His  daily  teachers  had  been  woods  and  rills, 
The  silence  that  is  in  the  starry  sky, 
The  sleep  that  is  among  the  lonely  hills. 

WOftDSWORTH. 


SWEET,  simple  Poet,  them  art  gone  ! 

And  shall  no  parting  tear  be  shed 
By  those  to  whom  thy  name  was  known, 

Above  thy  low  and  lonely  bed  ? 
Shall  not  a  pilgrim,  lingering  by, 
Gaze  on  thy  turf,  and  heave  a  sigh  ? 

Yes  !  many,  many  !  for  thy  heart 
Was  humble  as  the  violet  low, 

That,  shelter'd  in  some  shady  part, 
We  only  by  its  perfume  know ; 

Yet  genius  pure,  which  God  had  given, 

Shone  o'er  thy  path — a  light  from  heaven ! 

'Mid  poverty  it  cheer'd  thy  lot, 

'Mid  darkness  it  illumed  thine  eyes, 

And  shed  on  earth's  most  dreary  spot 
A  glory  borrow'd  from  the  skies  : 

Thine  were  the  shows  of  earth  and  air, 

Of  Winter  dark,  and  Summer  fair. 

Before  thee  spread  was  Nature's  book, 
And,  with  a  bard's  enraptured  glance, 

By  thee  were  seen,  in  glen  and  brook, 
A  limitless  inheritance : 

Thy  ripening  boyhood  look'd  abroad, 

And  saw  how  grand  was  man's  abode. 

Expanding  with  thine  added  days, 
Thy  feelings  ripen'd  and  refined, 

Though  none  were  near  thy  views  to  raise, 
Or  train  to  fruit  the  budding  mind  ; 

As  grows  the  flower  amid  the  wild, 

Such  was  thy  fortune — Nature's  child  ! 

No  pompous  learning — no  parade 
Of  pedantry,  and  cumbrous  lore, 

On  thy  elastic  bosom  weigh'd  ; 
Instead,  were  thine  a  mazy  store 

Of  feelings  delicately  wrought, 

And  treasures  gleam'd  by  silent  thought. 
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Obscurity,  and  low-born  Care, 

Labour,  and  Want — all  adverse  things 
Combined  to  bow  thee  to  despair  ; 

And  of  her  young  untutor'd  wings 
To  rob  thy  genius — 'Twas  in  vain  ; 
With  one  proud  soar  she  burst  her  chain. 

The  beauties  of  the  budding  Spring ; 

The  glories  of  the  Summer's  reign  ; 
The  russet  Autumn  triumphing 

In  ripen'd  fruits  and  golden  grain ; 
Winter  with  storms  around  his  shrine  ; 
Each  in  their  turns,  were  themes  of  thine. 

And  lowly  life,  the  peasant's  lot, 
Its  humble  hopes,  and  simple  joys  ; 

By  mountain -stream  the  shepherd's  cot; 
And  what  the  rustic  hour  employs ; 

White  flocks  on  Nature's  carpet  spread ; 

Birds  blythely  carolling  over-head. 

These  were  thy  themes,  and  thou  wert blest ; 

Yea !  blest  beyond  the  wealth  of  kings  ; 
Calm  joy  is  seated  in  the  breast 

Of  the  rapt  poet  as  he  sings ; 
And  all  that  Truth  or  Hope  can  bring 
Of  beauty  gilds  the  Muse's  wing. 

And,  Bloomfield,  thine  were  blissful  days, 
(If  flowers  of  bliss  may  thrive  on  earth ;) 

Thine  was  the  glory  and  the  praise 
Of  genius  link'd  with  modest  worth  ; 

To  Wisdom  wed,  remote  from  strife, 

Calmly  pass'd  o'er  thy  stormless  life. 

And  thou  art  dead — no  more,  no  more 
To  charm  the  land  with  sylvan  strain  ; 

Thy  harp  is  hush'd,  thy  song  is  o'er, 
But  what  is  sung  shall  long  remain, 

When  cold  this  hand,  and  lost  this  verse, 

Now  hung  hi  reverence  on  thy  hearse ! 
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SONG  OCCASIONED  BY  SEEING,  IN  THE  QUARTERLY  REVIEW,  AND  BLACK- 
WOOD'S  MAGAZINE,  SOME  GLOOMY  ANTICIPATIONS  OF  THE  EFFECTS  OF  THE 
CHANGE  IN  THE  NAVIGATION  OODK. 

*'•  Woe  to  us  when  we  lose  the  watery  wall!" — TIMOTHY  TICKLER. 


IF  e'er  that  dreadful  hour  should  come — But  God  avert  the  day !    When 


England's  glorious  flag  must  bend,  And  yield  old  Ocean's    sway  ;    When 
foreign  ships  shall  o'er  that  deep,  Where  she  is  empress,  lord ;  When  the 


cross  of  red  from  boltsprit-head    Is  hewn  by   fo-reign  sword;      When 


foreign  foot  her  quarter-deck  With  proud  stride  treads  a-  long ;  When  her 


peaceful  ships  meet  haughty  check  from  hail  of  fo-reign  tongue ; — One 


prayer,  one  on --ly  prayer,  is  mine,  That,  ere   is  seen  that    sight,     Ere 


x 

there  be  warning  of  that  woe,  I  may  be  whelra'd  in    night 

If  ever  other  prince  than  ours  wield  sceptre  o'er  that  main, 
Where  Howard,  Blake,  and  Frobisher,  the  Armada  smote  of  Spain  ; 
Where  Blake,  in  Cromwell's  iron  sway,  swept  tempest-like  the  seas, 
From  North  to  South,  from  East  to  West,  resistless  as  the  breeze ; 
Where  Russell  bent  great  Louis'  power,  which  bent  before  to  none, 
And  crush'd  his  arm  of  naval  strength,  and  dimm'd  his  Rising  Sun — 
One  prayer,  one  only  prayer  is  mine — that,  ere  is  seen  that  sight, 
Ere  there  be  warning  of  that  woe,  I  may  be  whelm'd  in  night ! 

If  ever  other  keel  than  ours  triumphant  plough  that  brine, 

Where  Rodney  met  the  Count  De  Grasse,  and  broke  the  Frenchman's  line, 

Where  Howe,  upon  the  first  of  June,  met  the  Jacobins  in  fight, 

And  with  Old  England's  loud  huzzas  broke  down  their  godless  might ; 

Where  Jervis  at  St  Vincent's  fell'd  the  Spaniards'  lofty  tiers, 

Where  Duncan  won  at  Camperdown,  and  Exmouth  at  Algiers — 

One  prayer,  one  only  prayer,  is  mine — that,  ere  is  seen  that  sight, 

Ere  there  be  warning  of  that  woe,  I  may  be  whelm'd  in  night ! 

But  oh  !  what  agony  it  were,  when  we  should  think  on  thee, 

The  flower  of  all  the  Admirals  that  ever  trod  the  sea  ! 

I  shall  not  name  thy  honoured  name — but  if  the  white-cliff'd  Isle 

Which  rear'd  the  Lion  of  the  deep,  the  Hero  of  the  Nile, 

Him  who,  'neath  Copenhagen's  self,  o'erthrew  the  faithless  Dane, 

Who  died  at  glorious  Trafalgar,  o'er-vanquished  France  and  Spain, 

Should  yield  her  power,  one  prayer  is  mine — that,  ere  is  seen  that  sight, 

Ere  there  be  warning  of  that  woe,  I  may  be  whelm'd  in  nicht! 
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THE  Character  of  the  Russians ;  with  a 
detailed  History  of  Moscow.  By  Robert 
Lyall,  M.D.  Member  of  the  Imperial  So- 
cieties of  Agriculture  and  Natural  History, 
and  of  the  Physico-Medical  Society  at  Mos- 
cow ;  and  of  several  Societies  in  Great  Bri- 
tain. Handsomely  printed  in  quarto,  and 
illustrated  with  numerous  Engravings. 

An  Essay  on  Human  Liberty.  By  the 
late  very  Reverend  Isaac  Milner,  D.D. 
Dean  of  Carlisle. 

The  Third  Volume  of  Caledonia ;  or,  an 
Historical  and  Topographical  Account  of 
North  Britain,  from  the  most  ancient  to 
the  present  time;  with  a  Dictionary  of 
Places,  Chorographical  and  Philological. 
By  George  Chalmers,  F.  R.  S.  and  S.  A. 
With  Maps,  Plans,  &c. 

The  Archbishop  of  Dublin  (Dr  Magee) 
is  preparing  a  New  Edition  of  his  valuable 
work  on  the  Atonement. 

Early  in  October  will  be  ready,  the 
Fourth  Edition,  corrected,  of  the  Rev. 
Thomas  Home's  Introduction  to  the  Cri- 
tical Study  and  Knowledge  of  the  Holy 
Scriptures,  in  4  thick  volumes  8vo. ;  with 
numerous  Maps,  and  Fac  Similes  of  Bib- 
lical MSS — Possessors  of  the  former  edi- 
tions may  have  (gratis)  an  additional  Fac 
Simile,  on  applying  to  their  respective 
Publishers. 

Mr  J.  F.  Daniel  will  soon  publish  a  vo- 
lume of  Meteorological  Essays  :  The  Con- 
stitution of  the  Atmosphere,  the  Radiation 
of  Heat  in  the  Atmosphere,  Meteorologi- 
cal Instruments,  the  Climate  of  London, 
and  the  Construction  and  Uses  of  a  new 
Hygrometer. 

The  third  edition  of  Sir  Astley  Cooper's 
work  on  Dislocation  and  Fractures,  is  print- 
ing. An  Appendix  will  contain  a  Refuta- 
tion of  the  Statements  made  in  a  late  criti- 
cal publication,  on  a  subject  treated  of  in  a 
former  edition  of  this  work.  • 

A  new  edition  of  Mr  Fairman's  Ac- 
count of  the  Public  Funds,  with  consider- 
able additions,  is  now  in  the  press. 

Preparing  for  publication,  by  the  Rev. 
Thomas  Frognall  Dibdin,  a  fourth,  and 
greatly  enlarged  edition  of  an  Introduction 
to  the  Knowledge  of  Rare  and  Valuable 
Editions  of  the  Greek  and  Roman  Classics ; 
and  a  new  work,  entitled  the  Library  Com- 
panion ;  or,  the  Young  Man's  Guide  and 
the  Old  Man's  Comfort  in  the  Choice  of  a 
Library  ;  in  one  very  thick  octavo  volume. 

The  Rev.  R.  C.  Maturin,  author  of 
"  Bertram,"  £c.,  will  publish  a  new  No- 
vel during  the  ensuing  winter. 

Mr  Robert  Meikleham's  Treatise  on  the 
various  Methods  of  Heating  Buildings  by 
Steam,  Hot  Air,  Stoves,  and  Open  Fires, 
will  very  soon  appear. 

A  new  edition  of  Hurrion's  Works  is  in 


the  press,  viz.  Sermons  on  Christ  Crucified 
and  Glorified,  and  on  the  Holy  Spirit,  now 
first  collected,  with  a  Life  of  the  Author. 

In  a  few  days  will  be  published,  Ram- 
bles Abroad  ;  or,  Observations  on  the  Con- 
tinent, made  during  the  Summers  of  the 
years  181G,  1817,  and  1818,  in  Excursions 
through  Part  of  the  North  of  France,  the 
Low  Countries,  along  the  Rhine  and  the 
Prussian  Frontier. 

In  a  few  days  will  be  published,  the 
Rural  Improver  ;  or,  a  Practical  Treatise 
on  the  Nature  and  Management  of  such 
Rural  Scenes  and  Objects  as  are  necessary 
to  promote  the  comfort,  convenience,  and 
embellishment  of  the  Residences  of  the 
higher  ranks  of  society.  The  whole  found- 
ed on  Experience,  and  deduced  from  well- 
known  natural  principles,  which  are  for 
ever  immutable.  By  William  Pontey,  au- 
thor of  the  "  Profitable  Planter,"  and 
"  Forest  Pruner." 

A  Statement  of  the  Conduct  of  the  King 
of  France,  and  of  his  Royal  Highness  Mon- 
sieur, with  regard  to  the  Pecuniary  Ad- 
vances made  to  them  in  the  days  of  then- 
Distress.  By  the  late  Honourable  Robert 
Henry  Southwell,  Aide-de-Camp  to  Mon- 
sieur during  the  Campaign  of  1792.  The 
author's  Memorials  to,  and  recent  Corre- 
spondence with,  the  said  Personages — the 
Marshal  Marquis  de  Lauriston,  Dukes  de 
Blacas,  Fitz-James,  &c.  By  Robert  Hen- 
ry Southwell,  Esq.  is  nearly  ready  for  pub- 
lication. 

Sir  John  Malcolm's  Memoir  of  Central 
India,  (including  Malwa  and  adjoining 
provinces,)  with  the  History  and  copious 
Illustrations  of  the  past  and  present  Con- 
dition of  that  Country ;  with  an  original 
Map,  Tables  of  the  Revenue,  and  Popula- 
tion, a  Geographical  Report,  and  compre- 
hensive Index,  will  very  soon  appear. 

In  the  press,  Memoirs  of  the  Court  of 
Louis  XIV.  and  of  the  Regency  ;  extract- 
ed from  the  German  Correspondence  of 
Madame  Elizabeth  Charlotte,  Duchess  of 
Orleans,  Mother  of  the  Regent ;  preceded 
by  a  Biographical  Notice  of  this  Princess  ; 
with  Notes,  &c. 

In  a  few  days  will  be  published,  Rome 
in  the  Nineteenth  Century  ;  containing  a 
complete  account  of  the  Ruins  of  the  An- 
cient City,  the  Remains  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  and  the  Monuments  of  Modern 
Times  ;  with  Remarks  on  the  Fine  Arts, 
on  the  State  of  Society,  and  on  the  Religi- 
ous Ceremonies,  Manners,  and  Customs,  of 
the  Modern  Romans,  in  a  Scries  of  Letters, 
written  during  a  residence  at  Rome  in  the 
Years  1817  and  1818.  Third  edition. 

Mrs  Sarah  Brealey  will  soon  publish 
three  Essays  on  Regeneration,  and  other 
Spiritual  Subjects. 
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The  Rev.  Richard  Warner  is  engaged 
on  a  fourth  Series  of  Sermons  in  Manu- 
script Characters ;  on  Characters  from 
Scripture,  for  the  use  of  the  younger  Cler- 
gy and  Candidates  for  Holy  Orders. 

Dr  Robert  Jackson's  Work,  entitled  an 
Outline  of  Hints  for  the  Political  Organi- 
zation and  Moral  Training  of  the  Human 
Race,  will  very  soon  appear. 

Dr  George  Miller  is  about  to  publish 
Lectures  on  the  Philosophy  of  History, 
Vols.  IV.  and  V.  bringing  down  the  His- 
tory of  this  Country  to  the  Revolution. 

W.  T.  Brande  is  preparing  a  Manuel  of 
Pharmacy,  in  octavo. 

Dr  Ure  is  about  to  publish  a  new  edition 
of  Berthollet  on  Dyeing,  with  Notes  and 
Illustrations. 

Mr  West  is  about  to  publish,  in  a  sepa- 
rate form,  with  additions,  his  Analysis  of 
the  New  Sulphur  Spring  at  Harrogate. 

The  Hermits  in  Prison  ;  being  a  Trans- 
lation from  the  interesting  work  of  Mon- 
sieur Jouy.  This  work  was  written  in  the 
Prison  of  St  Pelagic,  where  the  author, 
with  his  friend  Monsieur  Jouy,  were  re- 
cently confined  for  a  Political  Libel. 

Mr  Waterhouse  Kay  is  engaged  upon 
an  English  Translation  of  the  Anglo-Sax- 
on Laws. 

Mr  H.  V.  Smith  is  preparing  for  publi- 
cation, a  History  of  the  English  Stage, 
from  the  Reformation  to  the  present  time ; 
containing  a  particular  account  of  all  the 
Theatres  that  have  been  erected  at  differ- 
ent periods  in  the  Metropolis;  interspersed 
with  Anecdotes,  &c,  &c. 

Mr  Cottle  is  about  to  publish  Observa- 
tions on  the  Oveston  Caves,  with  their 
Animal  Contents  ;  dedicated  to  Sir  Hum- 
phrey Davy.  The  work  will  contain  en- 
gravings of  the  fossil  remains  of  fourteen 
animals  obtained  there,  and  selected  from 
between  two  and  three  thousand  specimens. 

Shortly  will  be  published,  Poetical  and 
Miscellaneous  Works  of  Alexander  Pope, 
including  the  Notes  of  Warburton,  War- 
ton,  and  various  Commentators,  with  a 
New  Life  of  the  Author,  and  Annotations. 
By  William  Roscoe,  Esq. 

A  Critical  Analysis  of  the  Rev.  E.  Ir- 
vlng's  Orations  and  Arguments,  &c.  is 
preparing  for  publication,  interspersed  with 
Remarks  on  the  Composition  of  a  Sermon. 
By  Philonous. 

In  the  press,  Remarks  on  Spain ;  de- 
icriptive  of  the  Manners  and  Customs  of 
its  Inhabitants,  Constitutional  Troops, 
Party-Feelings,  Present  State  of  Trade, 
&c.  By  John  Bramsen,  Author  of  Tra- 
vels in  Egypt,  Syria,  and  Greece,  £c.  and 
Sappho,  &c.  In  one  vol.  8vo. 

A  New  Edition  of  Watkin's  Portable 
Cyclopedia,  with  numerous  additions  and 
improvements,  ia  in  course  of  publication . 

Suggestions  on  Christian  Education,  &c. 
accompanied  by  two  Biographical  Sketches, 


and  a  Memoir  of  Amos  Green,  Esq.  of 
Bath  and  York  ;  by  his  late  Widow,  will 
soon  appear. 

A  Concise  Description  of  the  English 
Lakes,  and  Mountains  in  their  vicinity, 
with  Remarks  on  the  Mineralogy  and  Geo- 
logy of  the  District.  By  Jonathan  Otley. 

A  New  Edition  of  Miss  Benger's  Me- 
moirs of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  with  Anec- 
dotes of  the  Court  of  Henry  the  Second, 
will  soon  appear. 

Letters  to  Marianne,  by  the  late  Wil- 
liam Coombe,  Esq.  Author  of  Dr  Syntax, 
are  announced. 

A  Poem,  entitled  Ludolph,  or  the  Light 
of  Nature,  by  Charlotte  Caroline  Richard- 
son ;  is  printing  by  subscription. 

The  Second  Edition  of  Mr  Goodwin's 
New  System  of  shoeing  Horses,  is  in  pre- 
paration, containing  many  new  and  im- 
portant additions,  with  plates  illustrative 
of  the  recent  invention,  which  is  the  sub- 
ject of  a  Patent,  for  Shoeing  Horses  with 
cast  malleable  iron,  enabling  the  Public 
to  obtain  Shoes  correctly  made  of  any 
form. 

Shortly  will  be  published,  the  Young 
Naturalist,  a  Tale  for  young  People.  By 
A.  C.  Mant. 

Lady  Morgan  is  preparing  a  Life  of 
Salvator  Rosa. 

The  Second  Part  of  French  Classics, 
edited  by  L.  T.  Ventouillac,  comprising 
Numa  Pompilius,  by  Florian  ;  with  Notes, 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author,  will  soon  ap- 
pear. 

An  Elementary  Treatise  on  Algebra, 
Theoretical  and  Practical ;  with  improve- 
ments in  some  of  the  more  difficult  Parts 
of  the  Science,  particularly  in  the  general 
Demonstration  of  the  Binomial  Theorem, 
the  Solution  of  Equations  of  the  higher 
Orders,  the  Summation  of  Infinite  Series, 
&c.  Dedicated,  with  Permission,  to  Dr 
Gregory,  Professor  of  Mathematics  in  the 
Royal  Military  Academy.  By  J.  R. 
Young. 

A  Series  of  Lectures  upon  the  Elements 
of  Chemical  Science,  lately  delivered  at 
the  Surry  Institution  ;  Comprising  the  Ba- 
sis of  the  New  Theory  of  Crystallization, 
and  Diagrams  to  illustrate  the  Elementary 
Combination  of  Atoms,  particular  Theo- 
ries of  Electrical  Influence,  and  of  Flame  ; 
with  a  full  Description  of  the  Author's 
Blow-Pipe,  and  its  Powers  and  Effects, 
when  charged  with  certain  Gases,  &c.  &c. 
with  Eight  Plates.  By  Goldsworthy  Gur- 
ney.  8vo. 

A  Statistical  Account  of  New  South 
Wales  and  Van  Dieman's  Land,  with  an 
Historical  Sketch  of  those  Colonies,  and 
an  enumeration  of  the  advantages  which 
they  severally  offer  to  various  classes  of 
Emigrants,  &c.  the  Third  Edition,  with 
embellishments,  &c.  By  C.  W.  Went- 
worth,  E*q. 
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Speedily  will  be  published,  The  Fores- 
ters. By  the  Author  of  "  Lights  and  Sha- 
dows of  Scottish  Life,"  and  "  The  Trials  of 
Margaret  Lyndsay."  1  vol.  Post  8vo. 

A  New  Edition  will  shortly  appear,  of 
the  Life  of  Dr  James  Beattie.  By  Sir 
William  Foibes.  In  2  vols.  8vo.  With  a 
fine  Portrait.  Price  18s.  boards. 

St  Johnstoun,  or  John  Earl  of  Gowrie,  a 
Historical  Novel,  in  3  vols.  12mo. 

The  Spae  Wife,  a  Novel,  in  3  vols.  By 
the  Author  of  the  "  Ayrshire  Legatees," 
"  Ringan  Gilhaize,"  &c. 

The  Bachelor's  Wife  ;  post  8vo. 

Anacharsis  in  Scotland ;  being  a  View 
of  the  State  of  the  Country,  with  Descrip- 
tions of  the  most  celebrated  Scenes  and 
Subjects  of  local  and  historical  interest. 

The  Rev.  Henry  Belfrage  is  about  to 
publish  a  Monitor  to  Families,  or  Dis- 
courses on  some  of  the  Scenes  and  Duties 
of  Domestic  Life. 

A  translation  of  Goethe's  Wilhelm  Mies- 
ter,  is  in  the  press. 

Dr  Hibbert  announces  Sketches  of  the 
Philosophy  of  Apparitions  ;  or  an  attempt 


to  trace  such  Illusions  to  their  Physical 
Causes. 

The  Smack  and  Steam-Boat  Guide ; 
being  a  useful  and  pleasant  Companion  to 
the  Voyager  betwixt  Leith  and  London  ; 
comprehending  Historical,  Topographical, 
and  Descriptive  Delineations  of  that  Coast ; 
with  Sketches  concisely  descriptive  of  Edin- 
burgh, Aberdeen,  and  London;  with  a 
Chart  of  the  Coast,  &c. 

An  Act  to  Repeal  the  Duty  upon  Horses 
let  to  Hire,  for  the  purpose  of  Travelling, 
in  Great  Britain ;  and  to  grant  other  Du- 
ties in  lieu  thereof ;  and  to  provide  for  let- 
ting the  same  to  Farm. 

A  Panoramic  View  of  the  City  of  Edin- 
burgh and  Surrounding  Country ;  com- 
prehending the  varied  and  picturesque 
Scenery,  as  seen  from  the  top  of  the  Cal- 
ton  Hill,  from  an  actual  Drawing  on 
the  spot  by  Mr  Tytler,  will  appear  in  a 
short  time,  beautifully  printed  in  chalk  by 
Simoneau,  and  handsomely  coloured.  Size 
90  inches  long,  by  21  inches  broad.  A 
description  of  all  the  principal  buildings, 
&c.  will  accompany  it. 
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AGRICULTURE. 

The  Farmer's  Directory  and  Guide  to 
the  Farrier,  Grazier,  and  Planter ;  with  the 
Domestic  Instructor.  By  Leonard  Towne, 
1  vol.  4to.  with  Engravings.  L.I,  10s. 

ANTIQUITIES. 

Jewish,  Oriental,  and  Classical  Antiqui- 
ties ;  containing  Illustrations  of  the  Scrip- 
tures, and  Classical  Records  from  Oriental 
sources. 

BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

A  Descriptive  Catalogue  of  the  Books 
printed  in  the  Fifteenth  Century,  lately 
forming  part  of  the  library  of  the  Duke  di 
Cassano  Serra,  and  now  the  property  of 
George  Johir  Earl  Spencer,  K.G.  ;  with  a 
General  Index  of  Authors  and  Editions 
contained  in  the  present  volume,  and  in  the 
Bibliotheca  Spenceriana  and  yEdes  Althor- 
pianaj.  By  the  Rev.  Thomas  Frognall 
Dibdin,  F.R.S.S.A.  L.I,  Is. 

BIOGRAPHY. 

The  Memoirs  of  the  Marchioness  de 
Bonchamps,  on  La  Vendee  ;  edited  by  the 
Countess  of  Genlis.  Translated  from  the 
French.  5s. 

Memoires  de  Madame  la  Marquise  de 
Bonchamps,  sur  la  Vendee.  Rediges  par 
Madame  la  Countesse  de  Genlis.  Reprint- 
ed from  the  Paris  edition. 

The  Life  of  Wesley,  and  the  Riseand  Pro- 
gress of  Methodism.  By  Robert  Southcy, 
Esq.  Second  edition.  2  vols.  «vo.  L.I,  8s. 

Some  Account  of  the  Public  Lift  of  the 


late  Lieutenant-General  Sir  George  Pre- 
vost,  Bart.,  particularly  of  his  Services  in 
the  Canadas ;  including  a  Reply  to  the 
Strictures  on  his  Military  Character,  con- 
tained in  an  article  in  the  Quarterly  Re. 
view,  for  October,  1822.  7s.  Gd. 

Sketches  of  the  Life  and  Correspondence 
of  Nathaniel  Greene,  Major-General  of  the 
Armies  of  the  United  States,  in  the  War  of 
the  Revolution.  By  William  Johnson,  of 
Charleston,  South  Carolina.  L.3,  3s.  , 

Memoirs  of  John  Aikin,  M.D.  By  Lucy 
Aikin.  With  a  Selection  of  his  Miscella- 
neous Pieces,  Biographical,  Moral,  and 
Critical.  2  vols.  8vo.  With  a  capital  Por- 
trait by  Engleheart.  Price  L.I,  4s. 

Memoirs  of  Count  Rapp,  First  Aid-de- 
camp to  Napoleon.  Written  by  himself, 
and  published  by  his  family.  Containing 
a  multitude  of  curious  Facts  and  Anecdotes 
hitherto  unknown.  10s. 

Memoirs  of  the  Kings  of  Spain  of  the 
House  of  Bourbon,  from  the  Accession  of 
Philip  the  Fifth,  to  the  Death  of  Charles 
the  Third,  1700—1788.  Drawn  from  un- 
published documents  and  secret  papers. 
With  an  Historical  Introduction  relative  to 
the  principal  Transactions  under  the  Aus- 
trian Dynasty,  and,  a  Statistical  Account  of 
the  State  of  Spain,  at  the  Accession  of 
Charles  the  Fourth.  By  the  Rev.  Arch- 
deacon Coxe.  5  vols.  8vo.  Second  edi- 
tion. L.3,  3s. 

Original  Memoirs  ;  or.  Brief  Sketches  of 
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real  Characters.  By  a  Clergyman  of  the 
Church  of  England.  4s. 

Memoirs  of  the  Baron  de  Kolli,  relative 
to  the  Secret  Mission  on  which  he  was  em- 
ployed  by  the  British  Government  in  1810, 
for  the  purpose  of  effecting  the  liberation  of 
Ferdinand  VII.,  King  of  Spain,  from  cap- 
tivity  at  Valen9ay.  To  which  are  added, 
the  Memoirs  of  the  Queen  of  Etruria,  writ- 
ten by  Herself. 

The  Life  of  Isaak  Walton,  including 
Notices  of  his  Contemporaries.  By  Tho- 
mas Zouch,  D.  D.  F.  L.  S.,  Prebendary 
of  Durham,  embellished  with  Twenty-five 
Engravings  of  Scenes  described  by  Walton, 
Wood-cuts,  &c.,  in  foolscap  8vo.  extra 
boards,  12s. ;  large  paper,  extra  boards,  18s. 

Memoir  of  the  late  Mrs  Paterson,  Wife 
of  the  Rev.  l)r  Paterson  of  St  Petersburgh, 
containing  Extracts  from  her  Diary  and 
Correspondence.  By  the  Rev.  William 
Swann.  Second  Edition.  3s.  Gd. 

Memoirs  of  a  Greek  young  Lady ;  or, 
Madame  Pauline  Adelaide  Alexandre  Pa- 
nam,  versus  his  Serene  Highness  the  reign- 
ing Prince  of  Saxe  Coburg. — This  volume 
presents  very  curious  details  of  the  man- 
ners and  characters  of  the  Court  of  Coburg, 
and  includes  Letters  from  the  Grand  Duke 
Constantine,  the  Prince  de  Metternich,  the 
famous  Prince  de  Ligne,  the  Duke  and 
Duchess  of  Saxe  Coburg,  Prince  Leopold 
of  Saxe  Coburg,  and  several  other  distin- 
guished Personages  on  the  Continent.  In 
French  and  English.  Neatly  printed  in 
crown  8vo.  Price  10s.  6d.  in  extra  boards, 
embellished  with  portraits  of  Madame  Pa- 
nam,  and  of  the  Prince  of  Coburg. 

EDUCATION. 

The  Youthful  Travellers  ;  or  Letters 
chiefly  descriptive  of  Scenes  visited  by 
Young  People,  and  designed  as  Examples 
of  the  Epistolary  Style,  for  Children.  18mo. 
2s.  Gd. 

Israel  Lyon's  Hebrew  Grammar,  with 
Points.  Revised  and  corrected  by  II.  Ja- 
cobs. Fourth  edition. 

Traduction  Fnmeaise,  ou  Clef  du  "  Ma- 
nuel Epistolaire  a  1'usage  des  jeunes  De- 
moiselles Anglaises."  Par  Madame  dc 
Froux.  3s.  Gd. 

FINE  ARTS. 

An  Illustration  of  the  Architecture  and 
Sculpture  of  the  Cathedral  Church  of  Wor- 
cester, on  Twelve  Plates,  each  10  by  12 
inches,  carefully  engraved  in  the  line  man- 
ner, from  drawings  by  C.  Wild,  and  ac- 
companied by  an  Historical  and  Descriptive 
Account  of  the  Fabric.  Price  in  boards, 
in  atlas  quarto,  L.4,  4s.  India  proofs,  in 
folio  Colombier,  L.8,  8s. 

Historical  Illustrations  of  Quentin  Dur- 
ward,  selected  from  Philip  de  Comincs, 
Brantomc,  and  other  Writers  ;  witli  Re- 
marks on  each  Chapter,  pointing  out  the 
coincidences  or  discrepancies  between  the 
Novelist  and  the  Historian.  With  Por- 
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traits  of  Louis  XL,  Charles  the  Bold,  and 
Philip  de  Comines.  7s. 

Parts  IX.  and  X.  of  a  Series  of  Engra- 
vings, in  Outline,  by  Henry  Moses,  of  the 
Works  of  Antonio  Canova,  in  Sculpture 
and  Modelling,  with  Descriptions  from  the 
Italian  of  the  Countess  Albrizzi. 

Storer's  Description  of  Fonthill  Abbey, 
with  Eight  Interior  and  Exterior  Views, 
(forming  No.  I.  of  the  Port-Folio.)  2s.  Gd. 
and  4s. 

Graphical  and  Literary  Illustrations  of 
FonthUl  Abbey,  with  Heraldical  and  Ge- 
nealogical notices  of  the  Beckford  Family. 
By  John  Britton.  Large  paper,  £2,  10s. 
Small,  £1,  5s. 

Sketches  of  the  Lives  of  Correggio  and 
Parmegiano.  With  Notices  of  their  prin- 
cipal Works.  8vo.  10s.  6d. 

An  Exact  Representation  of  the  Rev.  E. 
Irving,  of  the  Caledonian  Church,  Cross- 
Street,  Hatton-Garden,  drawn  from  Life, 
in  Lithography.  By  G.  H.  Jones.  2s. 

HISTORY. 

A  History  of  Richmondshire,  in  the 
North  Riding  of  York  ;  together  with  those 
parts  of  the  Everwicshire,  of  Domesday, 
which  form  the  Wapentakes  of  Lonsdale, 
Ewecross,  and  Amunderness,  in  the  coun- 
ties of  York,  Lancaster,  and  Westmore- 
land. By  the  late  Thomas  Dunham  Whit- 
aker,  LL.D.  F.S.A.  Vicar  of  Whalley  and 
of  Blackburn  in  Lancashire.  In  2  vols. 
folio,  on  fine  demy  paper,  L.25,  4s.,  and 
on  super-royal  drawing  paper,  with  Indian 
paper  proof  impressions  of  the  plates,  L.50, 
8s. 

The  History  of  Alexander's  Successors, 
forming  a  Continuation  of  Ancient  History, 
from  the  Death  of  Alexander  the  Great,  to 
the  Reign  of  Augustus,  First  Emperor  of 
Rome.  Abridged  for  Youth,  from  the 
original  work  of  M.  Rollin,  by  the  author 
of  "  The  Travels  of  a  British  Druid,"  the 
Abridgement  of  the  Travels  of  Anacharsis 
in  Greece,  &c.  2  vols.  8s. 

Provisory  Constitution  of  Greece,  trans- 
lated from  the  second  edition  printed  at  Co- 
rinth, and  accompanied  with  the  Original 
Greek  ;  to  which  are  prefixed,  a  Letter  to 
the  Senate  of  the  Greek  Confederation,  and 
a  General  View  of  the  Origin  and  Progress 
of  the  Revolution.  By  a  Grecian  Eye-wit- 
ness. 

A  new  edition  of  the  Memoirs  of  Philip 
de  Comines,  containing  the  History  of 
Louis  XL  and  Charles  VIII.  of  France; 
and  also  of  Charles  the  Bold,  Duke  of 
Burgundy,  to  which  Prince  he  was  Secre- 
tary. As  also  the  History  of  Edward  IV. 
and  Henry  VI.  of  England,  including  that 
of  Europe  for  half  the  fifteenth  Century  ; 
and,  lastly,  the  Scandalous  Chronicle,  gi- 
ving an  Account  of  several  remarkable  Ac- 
cidents and  Adventures  that  happened  in 
France  and  other  neighbouring  States,  from 
140'0  to  H83.  2  vols,  post  8vo.  £\,  Is- 
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An  Essay  on  the  History  of  the  English 
Government  and  Constitution,  from  the 
reign  of  Henry  VIII.  to  the  Present  Time. 
By  Lord  John  Russell.  Second  Edition, 
enlarged. 

A  concise  View  of  the  History,  Litera- 
ture, and  present  Society  of  Gonville  and 
Caius  College,  Cambridge ;  containing  an 
account  of  the  Academical  and  other  Ho- 
nours conferred  upon  its  Members ;  also 
of  the  College  Prizes,  Preferments,  and  an 
Obituary  of  the  year  1822,  together  with 
a  List  of  the  Writers  of  the  present  day, 
and  their  works.  By  William  Henry 
Williams,  M.D.  F.L.S.  Ipswich  ;  of  Gon- 
ville and  Caius  College,  FeUow  of  the 
Royal  College  of  Physicians,  &c.  5s. 

LAW. 

Observations  on  the  Judges  of  the  Court 
of  Chancery,  and  the  Practice  and  Delays 
complained  of  in  that  Court.  8vo. 

A  Supplement  to  the  Twenty-third  Edi- 
tion of  Dr  Burn's  Justice  of  the  Peace  and 
Parish-officer,  including  the  Statutes  from 
the  1st  Geo.  4th,  1820,  to  3d  Geo.  4th, 
1822,  and  the  adjudged  cases  to  the  end  of 
Trinity  Term,  1822,  together  with  a  va- 
riety of  new  Precedents  and  MS.  Cases. 
By  G.  Chetwynd,  Esq.  M.  P.  Barrister  at 
Law,  and  Chairman  of  the  Staffordshire 
Quarter  Sessions.  1  vol.  8vo.  IGs. 

MISCELLANIES. 

^A  Letter  to  the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of 
Liverpool,  proposing  to  remove  the  British 
Museum  to  the  East  Wing  of  Somerset- 
house. 

A  Letter  on  the  Means  and  Importance 
of  Converting  the  Slaves  in  the  West  In- 
dies  to  Christianity.  By  the  Right  Hon. 
Sir  G.  H.  Rose,  M.P. 

A  Second  Series  of  Letters  to  W.  Wil- 
berforce,  Esq.  M.P.  and  his  Defender  Me- 
lancthon,  on  the  Claims  of  the  Roman  Ca- 
tholics to  Religious  and  Civil  Power  in  this 
Protestant  Empire.  By  Amicus  Protestans. 
5s.  6d. 

Instructions  in  all  kinds  of  Gymnastic 
Exercises,  as  taught  and  practised  in  the 
Gymnastic  Institutions  of  Germany.  De- 
signed as  well  for  colleges,  schools,  and 
other  places  of  education,  as  for  private 
use.  By  a  Military  Officer.  Gs.  Gd. 

A  Short  Vindication  of  the  General  Pe- 
nitentiary at  Millbank,  from  the  censures 
contained  in  «  A  Letter  addressed  by  C.  C. 
Western,  Esq.  to  the  Lord  Lieutenants  and 
Magistrates  of  the  County  of  Essex  ;"  to 
which  are  added,  a  few  Remarks  on  the 
Punishment  of  Juvenile  Offenders.  Bv  G. 
Holford,  Esq.  M.P. 

Part  I.  of  the  fourth  volume  of  Boxiana, 
By  Pierce  Egan.  5s. 

The  Claims  of  the  Clergy  to  Tithes  and 
other  Church  Revenues,  so  far  as  they  are 
founded  on  the  Political  Expediency  of  sup- 
porting such  a  Body,  on  Divine  Right,  on 
History,  or  on  the  notion  of  Unalienable 
Property,  Examined. 
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Remarks  on  the  Indians.  8vo.  2s. 
Prison  Labour,  &c — Correspondence  and 
Communications,  addressed  to  his  Majesty's 
Principal  Secretary  of  State  for  the  Home 
Department,  concerning  the  Introduction  of 
Tread-Mills  into  Prisons,  with  other  mat- 
ters  connected  with  the  Subject  of  Prison 
Discipline.  By  Sir  John  Cox  Hippislev, 
Bart. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Turf,  the  Ring,  the 
Chase,  the  Pit,  Bon  Ton,  and  the  Varieties 
of  Life  ;  forming  a  desirable  Supplement, 
and  modern  Addition,  to  every  Dictionary 
now  extant ;  comprising  the  completest  and 
most  authentic  Lexicon  Balatronicum  hi- 
therto offered  to  the  notice  of  the  Sporting 
World,  for  elucidating  Words  and  Phrases 
that  are  necessarily  or  purposely  cramp, 
mutative  and  unintelligible,  outside  their 
respective  spheres.  By  John  Bee,  Esq. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Education  of  Public 
Men  in  England,  both  Civil  and  Military. 
3s.  Gd. 

The  Appeal  of  a  Free  Spaniard  to  the 
Public  Opinion  of  Europe  ;  exhibiting 
Traits  of  unexampled  and  unchristian  Per- 
fidy on  the  part  of  the  French  Government 
towards  Spain,  in  seeking  to  excite  Insur- 
rection, Civil  War,  and  Counter-Revolu- 
tion, by  aggravating  the  Calamities  of  Pes- 
tilence. 

A  Letter  to  John  Bull ;  to  which  is  add- 
ed, the  Sketch  of  a  Plan  for  the  safe,  speedy, 
and  effectual  Abolition  of  Slavery.  By  a 
Free-born  Englishman.  Is. 

A  Voice  from  St  Peter's  and  St  Paul's ; 
being  a  few  Plain  Words,  addressed  most 
respectfully  to  the  Members  of  both  Houses 
of  Parliament,  on  some  late  Accusations 
against  the  Church  Establishment ;  parti- 
cularly those  contained  in  No.  75  of  the 
Edinburgh  Review  ;  with  General  Observa- 
tions. By  a  Member  of  the  University  of 
Oxford.  2s.  Gd. 

A  Description  of  the  Tread-Mill,  with 
Observations  on  its  Management,  accompa- 
nied by  a  Plate  and  Description  of  a  New 
Instrument,  by  which  the  daily  Account  of 
Individual  Labour  maybe  determined  by  in- 
spection, and  regulated  with  uniformity  and 
precision.  Including  Tables  of  the  Rates 
of  Labour  at  various  Prisons,  Certificates 
respecting  the  Health  of  Prisoners  so  em- 
ployed, and  a  List  of  Dietaries  in  use  with 
this  kind  of  Prison  Labour.  4s. 

Characteristics,  in  the  manner  of  Roche- 
foucault's  Maxims.  4s.  Gd. 

The  Valedictory  Address  of  the  Society 
for  Promoting  Christian  Knowledge,  deli- 
vered by  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Bristol,  at  a 
Special  General  Meeting  of  the  Society, 
June  13th,  1823,  to  the  Lord  Bishop  of 
Calcutta,  previously  to  his  departure  for 
India,  together  with  his  Lordship's  Re- 


Researches  about  Atmospheric  Pheno- 
mena. By  Thomas  Forster,  F.L.S.  M.B. 
&c.  &c.  &c.  Third  Edition.  To  which  is 
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now  first  added,  The  Calendar  of  Nature. 
15s. 

The  Contractor  Unmasked  ;  being  Let- 
ters to  the  author  of  the  misnamed  "  Re- 
ply to  the  Letters  to  the  Contractors  of  the 
Colombian  Loan ;"  comprising  Remarks  on 
the  certainty  of  the  Non- ratification  of  the 
Ix>an  founded  on  Documentary  Evidence 
and  recent  Proceedings.  By  a  Member  of 
the  Honourable  Society  of  Lincoln's  Inn. 

The  Vindication  of  the  Conduct  of  the 
Colombian  Government  and  its  Ministers, 
in  reference  to  Mr  Zea's  Debentures  and 
Loan ;  with  Remarks  on  the  Expose  of 
Mr  Gual,  the  Minister  for  the  Foreign 
Department.  Prepared  under  the  direc- 
tion of  the  Vice-President,  Santander,  for 
the  consideration  of  Congress,  and  other 
Documents,  is  published  for  gratuitous  dis- 
tribution. 

Remarks  on  Duelling  ;  comprising  Ob- 
servations on  the  Arguments  in  Defence  of 
this  Practice.  By  George  Buchan,  Esq.  of 
Kelloe.  2s.  6d. 

The  Game  of  Ecarte,  as  played  in  the 
higher  Circles  of  London  and  Paris,  with 
the  Rules  and  Regulations  of  the  Game. 
Printed  verbatim  from  the  French  edition. 
Price  2s. 

Essay  on  Dog  Breaking.  By  Sir  J.  Se- 
bright's  Gamekeeper.  8vo.  2s.  Gd. 

The  Consolidated  Post  Horse  Duty  Act, 
4  Geo.  4,  with  Schedule ;  to  which  is  add- 
ed a  Compendious  Index.  By  T.  J.  Mawe, 
Esq.  of  New  Inn. 

Ede's  Gold  and  Silversmith's  Calcula- 
tor ;  containing  New  and  Complete  Tables 
for  shewing  the  Value  of  any  Quantity  of 
Silver  or  Gold,  from  3s.  to  10s.  per  oz.  ; 
and  from  L.I,  5s.  to  L.5,  5s.  per  oz. ;  cal- 
culated from  one  grain  to  1000  ounces  ; 
Tables  of  Duties  on  Wrought  Gold  and 
Silver  ;  Value  of  Gold  at  the  Coinage 
price  ;  Standard  Weights  of  the  Gold  and 
Silver  Coinage ;  List  of  Stamps,  &c.  Also, 
a  Table  of  the  Rate  of  Exchange,  shewing 
the  Value  of  the  Coins  used  in  France,  Hol- 
land, Portugal,  and  Hamburgh,  with  re- 
ference to  the  Guinea  of  England.  By  James 
Ede,  Goldsmith.  The  Second  Edition, 
with  considerable  Additions  and  Improve- 
ments, price  Gs.  neatly  bound. 

The  Measurer's  Assistant ;  or,  Mensu- 
ration made  Easy ;  by  a  new  set  of  Tables, 
which  shew  at  one  point  of  view  the  super- 
ficial or  solid  contents  in  feet,  inches,  parts, 
&c.  of  most  kinds  of  superficies  and  solids, 
either  square,  round,  or  unequal  sided  ; 
also  the  reducing  of  deals  to  the  standard 
weight,  with  other  useful  and  original  ta- 
bles. By  Wm.  Taylor,  Land  Surveyor. 
12mo.  8s. 

A  Letter  to  the  Right  Honourable  the 
Earl  of  Chichcster,  on  the  practicability  of 
rendering  those  properties  of  air  which  re- 
late to  caloric  applicable  to  new  and  im- 
portant purposes. 
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Nos.  XX.  and  XXI.  of  the  Technical 
Repository  ;  containing  Practical  Informa- 
tion on  Subjects  connected  with  Discoveries 
and  Improvements  in  the  Useful  Arts.  By 
Thomas  Gill,  a  Chairman  of  the  Commit- 
tee of  Mechanics  in  the  Society  for  the  En- 
couragement  of  Arts,  Manufactures,  and 
Commerce,  Adelphi.  With  Three  Octavo 
Plates.  2s.  6d. 

Vol.  I.  of  the  Bibliotheca  Americana  ; 
being  a  Miscellaneous  Collection  of  Lite- 
rature, Science,  and  Art,  and  General 
South  American  History. 

The  Auctioneer's  and  Commercial  Bro- 
ker's Law  Instructor,  relating  to  all  Sales 
held  by  Public  Auction ;  containing  every 
necessary  Information  for  Merchants,  as 
well  as  Auctioneers  and  Commercial  Bro- 
kers. 2s.  Gd. 

A  Description  of  the  Whistling  Swan, 
and  the  Peculiar  Structure  of  its  Trachea. 
By  Thomes  Cooke,  A.M.,  Oriel  College, 
Oxford.  5s. 

A  Dissertation  on  the  Age  of  Homer, 
his  Writings,  and  Genius ;  and  on  the  state 
of  Religion,  Society,  Learning,  and  the 
Arts,  during  that  period  ;  being  the  Prize 
Question  proposed  by  the  Royal  Society  of 
Literature,  for  his  Majesty's  premium  of 
One  Hundred  Guineas  for  the  best  Disser. 
tation  on  the  above  Subject.  2s.  6d. 

A  Sketch  of  a  proposed  Universal  Sys- 
tem of  Weights. and  Measures  ;  to  which 
is  added  an  Appendix,  containing  a  brief 
Sketch  of  a  proposed  Universal  Calendar. 

An  Essay  on  the  Baneful  Influence  of 
so  frequently  Washing  Decks  in  his  Majes- 
ty's Ships  on  the  Health  of  British  Sea- 
men ;  with  Observations  on  the  Prevention 
of  Dry  Rot  in  the  Royal  Navy.  By  Robert 
Finlayson,  M.  D.  4s.  Gd. 

Secret  History  of  the  Congress  of  Ve- 
rona ;  in  which  are  exposed  the  Intrigues 
that  produced  the  present  War  with  Spain. 
2s. 

MEDICINE  AND  SURGERY. 

Dr  Lister's  Account  of  Paris,  at  the 
Close  of  the  17th  Century,  relating  to  the 
Buildings  of  that  City,  its  Libraries,  Gar- 
dens, Natural  and  Artificial  Curiosities, 
the  Manners  and  Costumes  of  the  People, 
their  Arts,  Manufactures,  &c.  Now  revi- 
sed, with  copious  Biographical,  Historical, 
and  Literary  Illustrations  and  Anecdotes, 
and  a  Sketch  of  the  Life  of  the  Author- 
By  George  Henning,  M.D.  10s. 

A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Bath  Wa- 
ters, tending  to  Illustrate  their  Beneficial 
Effects  in  Chronic  Diseases,  particularly  in 
Gout,  Rheumatism,  Paralysis,  Lead,  Cho- 
lic,  Indigestion,  Biliary  Affections,  and 
Uterine  and  Cutaneous  Diseases,  confirm- 
ed by  Cases ;  containing  likewise  a  brief 
Account  of  the  City  of  Bath  and  of  the  Hot 
Springs. — By  Joseph  Hume  Spry. 

Hortus  Cantabrigiensis  ;  or,  an  Accent- 
ed Catalogue  of  Plants,  Indigenous  and 
11 
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Exotic,  cultivated  in  the  Cambridge  Bo- 
tanic Garden.  By  the  late  James  Bonn, 
Curator,  Fellow  of  the  Linmean  and  Hor- 
ticultural Societies.  Tenth  Edition.  With 
numerous  additions  and  corrections.  By 
John  Lindley,  F.  L.  S.  8vo.  10s.  6d. 

On  the  Stratification  of  Alluvial  Depo- 
sits, and  the  Crystallization  of  Calcareous 
Stalactites,  in  a  Letter  to  John  Maccul- 
loch,  Esq.  M.  D.,  &c.  By  H.  R.  Oswald. 
2s. 

A  Short  Account  of  some  of  the  Princi- 
pal Hospitals  of  France,  Italy,  Switzerland, 
and  the  Netherlands  ;  with  Remarks  upon 
the  Climate  and  Diseases  of  those  Coun- 
tries. By  H.  W.  Carter,  M.D.  F.R.S.E., 
one  of  Dr  RatcliftVs  Travelling  Fellows 
from  the  University  of  Oxford.  8s. 

A  Practical  Treatise  on  Nervous,  Bili- 
ous, and  Inflammatory  Affections,  with  a 
new  Method  of  curing  Strictures  without 
the  use  of  Bougie  or  Caustic.  "With  an  Ap- 
pendix on  the  Diseases  of  Women  and 
Children. — By  John  Lynch.  Third  edi- 
tion. 

On  Comparative  Anatomy,  illustrated 
by  171  Plates.  To  which  is  subjoined, 
Synopsis  Systematis  Regni  Aninf&lis  nunc 
primum  ex  ovi  modificationibus  proposi- 
tum. — By  Sir  Everard  Home,  Bart, 
V.P  R.S.  F.A.S.  F.L.S.  &c.  2  vols.  4to. 
Price  L.7,  7s.  boards,  or  on  large  paper, 
price  L.10,  10s.  boards. 

An  Exposition  of  the  Principles  of  Pa- 
thology, and  the  Treatment  of  Diseases. 
By  Daniel  Pting,  M.D.  Member  of  the 
Royal  College  of  Surgeons.  14s. 

An  Inquiry  into  Certain  Errors  relative 
to  Insanity  ;  and  their  Consequences,  Phy- 
sical, Moral,  and  Civil — By  George  Man 
Burrows,  M.D.  F.L.S.  &c.  8s. 

On  the  Principles  of  Inflammation  and 
Fever — By  C.  E.  Lucas,  M.D.  8s. 

Cases  of  Neuralgia  Spasmodica,  com- 
monly called  Tic  Douloureux,  successful- 
ly Treated.  By  Benjamin  Hutchinson. 
Second  Edition.  7s.  6d. 

A  Treatise  on  Nervous  Diseases,  com- 
prising the  History  and  Method  of  Cure  of 
the  various  Species  of  Apoplexy,  Palsy, 
and  Epilepsy,  together  with  an  Introduc- 
tory Account  of  the  Opinions  of  Ancient 
and  Modern  Physiologists  concerning  the 
Nature  and  Uses  of  the  Nervous  System. 
By  John  Cooke,  M.D.  F.R.S.  F.A.S. 
Fellow  of  the  Royal  College  of  Physicians, 
&c.  £1,  4s. 

An  Account  of  the  Buchu  Leaves,  with 
Directions  for  their  Use  in  Affections  of  the 
Urethra,  Bladder,  and  Rectum,  particu- 
larly Stricture,  Irritation  of  the  Bladder, 
Prostrate  Gland,  Irritative  Gleet,  Local 
Debility,  &c.  To  this  Edition  the  Editor 
has  added  a  Chapter  on  the  Treatment  of 
Stricture,  Ulceration,  Varicose  Veins — 
Prolapsus,  Chronic  Inflammation,  Sinuses, 
Excrescences,  and  other  Diseases  of  the 
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Rectum,  and  a  Plate  of  a  new  Speculum 
by  which  their  Nature  may  be  ascertained  ; 
with  Cases  illustrative  of  the  beneficial 
Effects  of  the  Buchu  Leaves,  the  Medica- 
ted soft  Bougie,  &c.  in  Irritative  and  other 
Affections  of  the  Urethra,  Bladder,  Rectum, 
&c.  Fourth  Edition.  2s.  6d. 

KOVELS  AND  TALES. 

The  Wilderness,  or  the  Youthful  Days 
of  Washington ;  a  Tale  or  the  West.  By 
Solomon  Secondsight.  3  vols.  18s. 

Italian  Stories.  Translated  by  Miss  Hoi- 
ford,  Author  of  "  Wallace,  "  Warbeck  of 
Wolfstein,"  &c.— Containing  the  Cenci — 
Conspiracy  of  Pandolfo  Pucci — Catherina 
Canacci — Massaniello — Conspiracy  of  the 
Pazzi  against  Juliano  and  Lorenzo  di  Me- 
dici— Ugolino — Cesar  Borgia.  12mo.  5s. 

Hauberk  Hall,  a  Series  of  Facts — By 
Henry  Brebner.' 

The  Wandering  Hermit.  By  the  Au- 
thor of  "  The  Hermit  in  London."  3  vols. 
13s. 

Logan,  A  Family  History. 

Self-Delusion  ;  or,  Adelaide  d'Haute- 
roche ;  a  Tale.  By  the  Author  of  "  Do- 
mestic Scenes."  14s. 

Fernando;  or,  the  Hero  of  the  Times. 
By  Miss  Bransby.  2  vols.  10s.  Gd. 

Two  Edwards ;  or,  Pride  and  Prejudice 
Unmasked.  2s. 

POETRY  AND  THE  DKAMA. 

Don  Juan—Cantos  VI.  VII.  and  VIIL 
Fine  Editions,  demy  8vo.  9s.  6d.  Foolscap 
8vo.  7s.  Common  Edition,  18mo.  to  coun- 
teract piracy,  Is. 

Don  Juan,  Cantos  IX.  X.  and  XL  Fine 
edition,  demy  8vo,  9s.,  foolscap,  7s.,  com- 
mon edition,  Is. 

The  Bridal  of  Armagnac,  a  Tragedy. 
By  the  Reverend  T.  Streatfield,  F.S.A. 
7*  6d. 

The  Methodist,  a  Comedy.     2s.  6d. 

Australasia.  A  Poem,  written  for  the 
Chancellor's  Medal  at  the  Cambridge  Com- 
mencement, July  1823.  By  W.  C.  Went- 
worth. 

The  Slanderer;  a  Comedy,  in  Three 
Acts.  Translated,  Altered,  and  Adapted 
to  the  English  Stage ;  from  "  Le  Medi- 
sant,"  of  Gosse,  acted  at  Paris,  upon  the 
Theatre  Francais,  with  the  most  distin- 
guished success  and  applause.  Offered  as 
a  free  gift  and  rejected  at  the  Theatre 
Royal,  Drury.Lane.  By  John  Wallace, 
Esq.  2s. 

An  English  Translation  of  the  Gulistan, 
or,  Flower- Garden,  of  Sadi,  from  the  Per- 
sian Text  of  Gentius,  as  used  at  the  East 
India  Company's  Colleges,  with  a  Life  of 
Sadi.  By  James  Ross,  Esq.  10s.  6d. 

THEOLOGY. 

Discourses  on  the  Rule  of  Life,  with  re- 
ference to  Things  Present  and  Things  Fu- 
ture ;  consisting  of  a  Charge,  delivered 
May  16,  1823,  to  the  Clergy  of  the  Arch- 
deaconry of  London  ;  with  Supplementary 
2Z 
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AdclWolw,  calculated  to  illustrate  the  same 
Subject.  Dy  Joseph  Hold  en  Pott,  A.M. 
Archdeacon  of  London.  7s.  6d. 

Sermons  on  some  Important  Points  in 
Faith  and  Duty.  By  the  Rev.  R.  P.  Bud- 
dicom,  M.A.  F.A.S.  Minister  of  St 
George's,  Everton.  2  vols.  10s. 

Sermons  on  the  Public  Means  of  Grace  ; 
the  Fasts  and  Festivals  of  the  Church  ;  on 
Scripture  Characters,  and  various  Practi- 
cal Subjects.  By  the  late  Reverend  The- 
odore Dehon,  D.D.  Second  Edition.  2 
vols.  Ovo.  L.I,  Is. 

Meditations  on  the  Scriptures,  chiefly 
addressed  to  Young  Persons,  on  the  Im- 
portance of  Religious  Principles  and  Con- 
duct. By  the  Rev.  R.  Walond,  A.M. 
Rector  of  Weston-under-Penyard,  and 
Treasurer  of  the  Cathedral  Church  of  Here- 
ford. 2  vols.  L.1,  Is. 

An  Inquiry  into  the  Just  Limits  of  Rea- 
son, in  the  Investigation  of  Divine  Truth. 
Being  the  Essay  to  which  "  The  Society 
for  Promoting  Christian'^  Knowledge  and 
Church  Union  in  the  Diocese  of  St  David's,1 ' 
adjudged  their  Premium  for  1822 — By  the 
Rev.  J.  Davies,  of  Queen's  College,  Cam- 
bridge. 2s.  Gd. 

Cottage  Sermons ;  or  Short  Discourses, 
addressed  to  Plain  People.  Being  princi- 
pally designed  for  the  Use  of  Pious  Cot- 
tagers, and  those  in  humble  life,  who  have 
riot  leisure  to  read,  at  the  seasons  of  social 
prayer  or  family  worship,  more  extended 
Discourses.  By  the  Rev.  Chas.  Davy,  Cu- 
rate of  Hampstead  Norris.  Is.  6d. 

The  Poor  Man's  Christian  Director ;  or 
How  to  Search  the  Scriptures  in  Sincerity 
and  Singleness  of  Heart ;  affording  at  the 
same  time  an  Assistant  to  the  Visiting  Mi- 
nister, with  Texts  and  Subjects  for  his  Mi- 
nir.tration.  By  a  Clergyman  of  the  Church 
of  England.  Price  Is.  3d.  bound,  or  13s. 
Cd.  per  dozen  for  distribution. 

For  the  Oracles  of  God.  Four  Orations, 
for  Judgment  to  Come.  An  Argument,  in 
Nine  Parts.  By  the  Rev.  Edward  Irving, 
A.M.  Second  Edition.  12s. 

The  Religions  World  Displayed  ;  or,  a 
View  of  the  Four  Grand  Systems  of  Reli- 
gion— Judaism,  Paganism,  Mohammed- 
ism,  and  Christianity — and  of  the  various 
Denominations,  Sects,  and  Parties  in  the 
Christian  World.— By  the  Rev.  Robert 
Adam,  M.A.  late  Minister  of  St  John's 
Church,  Christianstadt,  St  Croix ;  and 
Chaplain  to  the  Earl  of  Kellie.  A  new 
and  improved  Edition.  2  vols.  8vo.  L.I, 
Is. 

A  Dissertation  on  the  Sacrament  of  the 
Lord's  Supper  $  or,  a  Refutation  of  the 
Hoadlyan  Scheme  of  it.  By  Henry  Card, 
D.D.  F.R.S.  F.A.S.  Fourth  Edition. 

The  Miscellaneous  M^orks  of  the  late 
Rev.  Thomas  Ihinncr,  Author  of"  Ob- 
servations on  Various  Passages  of  Scrip- 
Hire,"  <S:c.  ;  containing  his  letters  and 
Sermons  ;  Remarks  on  the  Ancient  and 
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Present  State  of  the  Congregational  Church- 
es of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk  ;  some  Account 
of  the  Jewish  Doctrine  of  the  Resurrection 
of  the  Dead  ;  two  Addresses  on  Partaking 
of  the  Lord's  Supper.  With  an  Introduc- 
tory Memoir,  by  W.  Youngman. 

Village  Dialogues.  By  the  Rev.  Row- 
land Hill,  A.M.  The  Thirteenth  Edi- 
tion, with  additional  Dialogues  and  En- 
largements. 13s. 

The  Nottingham  Controversy,  impar- 
tially reviewed.  By  the  Rev.  H.  Evans, 
Curate  of  Eastwood.. 

A  Calm  Defence  of  the  Critical  Exami- 
nation and  Reply ;  containing  Strictures, 
adapted  to  the  English  Reader,  on  various 
Terms,  in  the  Hebrew  and  Greek  Scrip- 
tures, connected  with  the  Trinitarian  Con- 
troversy, in  Answer  to  the  Rev.  S.  Slocock's 
Second  Pamphlet.  By  the  Rev.  John 
Kitcat.  2s.  6d. 

Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs,  with  important 
Additions  relative  to  the  late  Persecutions 
of  the  Protestants  in  France,  communica- 
ted expressly  for  this  work  by  several  emi- 
nent Protestants,  who  were  eye-witnesses 
of  the  horrors  which  they  describe.  To  be 
completed  in  about  12  Parts.  Part  II.  on 
Oct.  4.  price  Is.  containing  80  pages  of 
closely  printed  matter,  embellished  with 
five  engravings  on  wood.  The  work  is  also 
published  in  Weekly  Numbers,  price  only 
Two-pence  each,  embellished  with  elegant 
engravings. 

A  Sermon,  preached  August  17»  1823, 
in  the  Church  and  Chapel  of  an  extended 
Parish  in  the  Diocese  of  Lincoln,  in  behalf 
of  the  National  Society  for  the  Education 
of  the  Poor  in  the  Principles  of  the  Church 
of  England.  By  a  Minister  of  the  Esta- 
blishment. Is. 

The  Great  Duty  of  Self-Resignation  to 
the  Divine  Will.  By  the  late  pious  and 
learned  John  Worthington,  D.D.  Preben- 
dary of  Lincoln.  A  New  Edition,  cor- 
rected and  improved  from  the  Author's 
own  MSS.  by  his  Son,  John  Worthington, 
A.M.  To  which  is  prefixed,  the  Charac- 
ter of  Dr  Worthington,  by  Archhishop 
Tillotson.  3s.  6d. 

Reason  and  Revelation  ;  or,  a  Brief  Ex- 
position of  the  Truth  and  Advantages  of 
Christianity.  4s. 

Seven  Sermons  on  the  Course  of  Chris- 
tian Life.  I.  Human  Nature — II.  Youth 
—III.  Conversion— IV.  The  Lord's  Sup- 
per—V.  Sickness— VI.  Old  Age- .VII. 
Death.  2s.  Cd. 

Select  Portions  of  the*  Psalms,  from  va- 
rious Translations  and  Paraphrases,  and 
Hymns  from  various  Authors,  many  of 
them  considerably  altered,  in  order  to  fit 
them  for  the  Use  of  Congregations  in  the 
Church  of  England,  and  arranged  accord- 
ing to  her  yearly  .seasons.  By  John  Kemp- 
thorne,  B.D.  4th  Edition.  2s.  Gd. 

Peace  on  Earth,  Good- Will  towards 
Men  !  Of  the  Kingdom  of  God  on  Earth, 


1823.3 

By  the  Rev.  J.  Whitehouse,  formerly  of 
St  John's  College,  Cambridge,  and  Rector 
of  Orlingbury,  Northamptonshire. 

VOYAGES  AND  TRAVELS. 

Memorable  Days  in  America ;  being  a 
Journal  of  a  Tour  to  the  United  States, 
principally  undertaken  to  ascertain,  by  po- 
sitive evidence  the  Condition  and  probable 
Prospects  of  British  Emigrants  ;  including 
Accounts  of  Mr  Birkbeck's  Settlement  in 
the  Illinois;  and  intended  to  shew  men 
and  things  as  they  are  in  America.  By  W. 
Faux,  an  English  Farmer.  14s. 

-  A  Narrative  of  the  Briton's  Voyage  to 
Pitcairn's  Island;  including  an  interest- 
ing  Sketch  of  the  present  State  of  the  Bra- 
zils,  and  of  Spanish  South  America.  By 
Lieutenant  J.  Shilliber,  R.M.  Illustrated 
with  Sixteen  Etchings  by  the  Author,  from 
Drawings  on  the  Spot.  Third  Edition. 
8s.  Cd. 

.  Travels  ;  comprising  Observations  made 
during  a  Residence  in  the  Tarentaise,  and 
various  parts  of  the  Grecian  and  Pennine 
Alps,  in  Savoy,  and  in  Switzerland  and  Au- 
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vergne,  in  the  years  1020,  1921,  and  1022, 
with  Remarks  on  the  present  State  of  So- 
ciety, Manners,  Religion,  Agriculture,  Cli- 
mate, £c.  of  those  Countries.  By  Robert 
Bakewell,  Esq.  In  2  vols.  8vo,  illustrated 
with  Plates  and  numerous  Wood  Cuts,  from 
original  Drawings  and  Sections.  Price 
L.I,  6s.  boards. 

A  Visit  to  Spain  ;  detailing  the  Trans- 
actions, which  occurred  during  a  Resi- 
dence in  that  Country  in  the  latter  part  of 
1822,  and  the  First  Four  Months  of  1823  ; 
with  an  Account  of  the  Removal  of  the 
Court  from  Madrid  to  Seville,  and  general 
Notices  of  the  Manners,  Customs,  Cos- 
tume, and  Music  of  the  Country.  By  Mi- 
chael J.  Quin.  12s. 

Information  and  Directions  for  Travel- 
lers on  the  Continent.  By  Maria  Starke. 
L.1,  5s. 

An  Account  of  the  American  Baptist 
Mission  to  the  Burman  Empire.  In  a  Se- 
ries of  Letters  addressed  to  a  Gentleman  in 
London.  By  Ann  H,  Judson.  8s» 


EDINBURGH. 


The  Edinburgh  Christian  Instructor, 
Nos.  CLVII.  and  CLVIII.  for  August 
and  September. 

Euler's  Letters  to  a  German  Princess,  on 
Natural  Philosophy.  A  new  and  correct- 
ed Edition,  with  Life  and  Notes.  By 
David  Brewster,  LL.D*  2  vols.  12mo» 
Ws. 

A  Comparison  of  Established  and  Dis- 
senting Churches.  By  a  Dissenter.  12mo. 
3s.  6d. 

The  Three  Perils  of  Woman  ;  or  Love, 
Leasing,  and  Jealousy.  By  James  Hogg. 
3  vols.  12mo.  L.l,  Is. 

Leisure  Hours ;  being  a  collection  of 
narrative  and  didactic  Pieces.  18mo.  4s. 

Edinburgh  Annual  Register  for  1821. 
8vo.  L.I,  Is. 

A  Fac  Simile  of  an  Ancient  Heraldic 
Manuscript,  emblazoned  by  Sir  David 
Lyndsay  of  the  Mount,  Lyon  King  of 
Arms,  1542.  folio.  L.6,  6s. 

The  Edinburgh  Review  and  Critical 
Journal,  No.  LXXVI.  8vo.  6s. 

.  Guy  Mannering,  a  Drama,  as  performed 
at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Edinburgh.  lOmo. 
Is. 

Quentin  Durward,  a  Drama,  founded  on 
the  Novel,  as  performed  at  the  Caledonian 
Theatre,  Edinburgh.  8vo.  2s. 

Peveril  of  the  Peak,  a  Drama,  as  per- 
formed at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Edinburgh, 
24mo.  Is. 

The  Inquirer.    By  William  Godwin. 


A  New  Edition,  corrected  by  the  Author. 
12mo. 

Delineations  of  St  Andrews ;  being  a 
particular  Account  of  everything  remark- 
able in  the  History  and  Present  State  of  the 
City  and  Ruins,  the  University  and  other 
interesting  Objects  of  that  Ancient  Eccle- 
siastical Capital  of  Scotland.  By  the  Rev. 
James  Grierson,  M.D.  M.W.S. ;  embel- 
lished with  Engravings.  Second  Edition. 
1 2mo.  5s. 

The  New  Edinburgh  Review,  No.  IX. 
Gvo.  6s. 

The  Duty  of  Searching  the  Scriptures,  a 
Sermon,  preached  before  the  Society  for 
Propagating  Christian  Knowledge,  at  their 
Anniversary  Meeting,  in  the  High  Church 
of  Edinburgh,  5th  June.  By  the  Rev. 
Robert  Gordon,  Minister  of  the  Chapel  of 
Ease,  St  Cuthberts,  &c.  &c.  8vo.  Is.  6d. 
A  Full  and  correct  Report  of  the  Speeches 
delivered  before  the  Presbytery  of  Glas- 
gow, on  the  motion  for  inducting  the  Rev, 
Dr  M'Farlane  into  the  Ministry  of  the 
High  Church  of  that  City.  Is.  Gd. 

An  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of 
Sir  Thomas  Craig,  of  Riccarton,  author  of 
the  Treatise  de  Jure  Feudali ;  including 
Biographical  Sketches  of  the  most  Eminent 
legal  Characters  since  the  institution  of  the 
Court  of  Session  by  James  V.  till  the  pe- 
riod of  the  Union  of  the  Crowns.  By  Pa- 
trick Fraser  Tytler,  Esq.  Advocate,  F.R.S, 
andF.S.A.  9s. 
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Opt. 


METEOB.OLOGICAL  TABLES,  extracted  from  the  Register  kept  at  Edinburgh,  in  the 
Observatory^  Calton-hill. 

N.B — The  Observations  arc  made  twice  every  day,  at  nine  o'clock,  forenoon,  and  four  o'clock,  after- 
noon.— The  second  Observation  in  the  afternoon,  in  the  first  column,  is  taken  by  the  Register 
Thermometer. 

July. 


Ther. 

Barom 

Attach. 
Ther. 

Wind. 

Ther. 

Barom 

Ther. 

Wind. 

July  1  { 

M.41 

A.  56 

29.699 
.571 

M.61X 
A.  65  / 

E. 

Morn,  foggy, 
midday  hot. 

July  17  { 

M.42J 
A.  54 

29.550 
.552 

M.58  X 
A.59/ 

NW. 

Fair,  but 
dull,  cold. 

*{ 

M.46 
A.53 

.192 

.799 

M.60\ 
A.  62  ) 

NE. 

Foren.  suns, 
aftern.  shrs. 

18{ 

M.43 
A.56 

.525 
.559 

M.60  X 
A.  62  / 

W. 

Fair,  but 
dull. 

H 

M.42 
A.  57 

.895 
.827 

M.61\ 
A.  62  / 

W. 

Frost  mom. 
foren.  sunsh. 

19{ 

M.44 
A.  55 

.412 

.232 

M.58  X 
A.  60  / 

NW. 

Dull,  with 
showers  rain. 

••{ 

M.44 

A.53 

.732 
.731 

M.60  X 
A.60/ 

Cble. 

Rain  morn, 
day  dull. 

20  { 

M.44 

A.60 

.376 
.170 

M.63I 
A.62) 

Cble. 

Rain  most  of 
lay. 

M.46 
A.61 

.546 
.201 

M.63  X 
A.  63) 

SW. 

Rain  midday 
fair  even. 

21  { 

M.51 

A.58 

.255 
.255 

M.61) 

W. 

For  en.  dull, 
showers  aft. 

«  { 

M.49 
A.  57 

.120 
28.99.5 

M.62) 
\.  60  / 

W. 

Sunshine, 
with  shrs. 

22{ 

M.52 
A.58 

.350 
.396 

M.62  ) 
A.  61  ) 

Cble. 

Very  change, 
with  shrs. 

—     1" 

M.40 

29.242 

M.57X 

Dull,  cold, 

f 

M.47 

.201 

M.59  X 

Rain  for  the 

\ 

A.  52 

.242 

A.57/ 

NW. 

shrs.  rain. 

*d  "i 

A.  55 

28.99!) 

A.54/ 

E. 

day. 

M 

M.43 
A.  56 

.363 
.506 

VI.60  X 
A.60/ 

Cble. 

Very  warm, 
and  dull. 

24  { 

M.45 
A.  53 

29.580 
.454 

M.58  X 
A.  57  ) 

NW. 

Dull  morn. 

sunsh.  day. 

9  { 

M.45 
A.58 

.63.5 
.710 

M.64X 
A.  65  / 

Cble. 

Foren.  suns, 
dull  aftern. 

•*{ 

M.42J 
A.  51 

.412 
.350 

VI  57) 
A.57/ 

Cble. 

Dull  foren. 
rain  aftern. 

10  { 

M.43 
A.59 

.720 
.580 

M.65) 
A.65/ 

Cble. 

Foren.  warm 
aftern.  shry. 

t 

M.46J 
A.  55 

.455 

.491 

M.55X 
A.56  f 

Cble. 

Rain  morn, 
and  aftern. 

11  { 

M.50 

A.60 

.227 
28.999 

M.65  ) 
A.63/ 

Cble. 

Dull,  with 
showers. 

*t\ 

M.42J 
A.60 

.658 
.540 

M.59) 
A/  58) 

Cble. 

Day,  dull,  f. 
rain,  night. 

1O      / 

M.50 

.986 

M.63} 

C  W 

Foren.  shrs. 

f 

M.41 

.389 

M.61\ 

Fair*  but  dull 

*iZ    < 

A.  57 

29.101 

A.65/ 

o\V» 

aftem.  suns. 

2&  ^ 

A.58 

.389 

•V.  60  / 

S  W» 

and  warm. 

13  { 

M.50J 
A.60 

.181 
.136 

M.62\ 
A.62/ 

SW. 

Rain  morn. 
iunsh.  aft. 

29  { 

M.47 
A.57 

.394 

.385 

M.61X 
A.60/ 

SW. 

Dull,  with 
showers  rain. 

14  { 

M.46J 
A.  56 

.132 
.214 

M.60) 
A.61/ 

SW. 

Dull,  with 
showers. 

f 

M.45J 
A.57 

.399 
.485 

M.61  X 
Y.59) 

W. 

Foren.  suns, 
rain  aftern. 

M.45 

.106 

M.58  \ 

r»v*i/* 

Heavy  rain 

( 

M.45 

.548 

M.62) 

r»Ki/» 

Foren.  warm 

A.  56 

.125 

A.56/ 

^DlC. 

nost  of  day. 

\ 

A.57 

.582 

A.60) 

.vbic* 

aft.  th.  &  1. 

' 

M.42 
A.  49 

.186 
.406 

M.541 
A.53/ 

SW. 

Foren.  rain, 
aftern.  fair. 

Average  of  Rain,  3.115  inches. 

August. 


Ther. 

Barom. 

Attach. 
Ther. 

Wind 

Ther. 

Barom 

Attach. 
Ther. 

Wind,  j 

**'  CtS 

29.6  10 
.540 

M.58) 
A.59/ 

SW. 

Rain  foren. 
fair  aftern. 

Aug.  17  { 

M.42 
A.  52 

29.44.' 
.596 

M.56  X 
A.58/ 

W. 

Foren.  fair, 
aft.  showery. 

2    f  M.'18 

.578 

M.61) 

Dull,  with 

M 

M.38 

.640 

M.60\ 

tt^Am 

Fair  foren. 

,  /M.49 
3  JA.59 

.559 

.488 
.205 

A.63/ 
M.63\ 
A.  60  / 

\v. 

NW. 

slight  showrs 
Fair  day, 
h.rain  night. 

I9{ 

A.  55 

M.49 
A.59 

.588 
.279 
.334 

A.  63  / 

M.63) 
A.  62  / 

Lbic* 

w. 

rain  evening. 
Morn.  &  aft. 
h.  shrs  rain. 

4  /M.45 
4  XA.51 

.102 
.375 

M.58) 
A.59/ 

NW. 

Rain  morn, 
fair  day. 

20{ 

M.45 
A.  55 

.350 
.392 

M.61\ 
A.  60  / 

w. 

Foren.  fair, 
shower  after. 

«   /M.43 
5   {.A.53 

.314 
,314 

A.'sg} 

N. 

Showry  with 
sunsh.  cold. 

*1{ 

M.44J 
A.54 

,39f 

M.61) 
A.  58  / 

w. 

Fair,  with 
sunshine. 

«   /M.44 
6   XA.54 

.388 
.359 

M.60) 
A.61/ 

N.W 

Dull  &  cold, 
with  showers 

M.43J 
A.  54 

,"49< 

•47* 

M.60X 
A.  59  ) 

w. 

Ditto. 

-   J  M.15 
7   XA.53 
„   /M.43 
8   XA.5.5 

.31.5 
.350 
.558 
.402 

M.581 
A.59/ 
M.60X 
A.  59J 

NW. 
NW. 

Morn,  cold, 
showery  day. 
Morn,  cold, 

lull  aftern. 

l{ 
24  { 

M.42 
A.  51 
M.44 
A.  55 

.491 
.551 
.64f 
.644 

M.57X 
A.  60  / 

M.60X 
A.  61  / 

w. 

Cble. 

Frost  morn, 
fair,  sunsh. 
Dull,  but 
fair. 

Q    f  M»^o 

.626 

M.58X 

AV 

[lain  morn. 

M.48 

.475 

M.58  X 

Cble. 

Morn,  rain. 

.731 

A.63/ 

sunsh.  day. 

25  1 

A.54 

.613 

A.59/ 

day  foggy. 

10     %     A    "^7 

.610 
.564 

M.59) 

A.62/ 

SW. 

[lain  morn, 
and  evening. 

26{ 

M.48 
A.59 

.792 
.834 

M.58  X 
A.58) 

W. 

Fair,  with 
sunshine. 

T,    /M.54 
XA.64 

.325 
.324 

M.64\ 
A.62/ 

w. 

Rain  most 
of  day. 

27{ 

M.47J 
A.59 

.793 
.765 

M.60) 
A.59) 

Cble. 

Foren.sunsh. 
aftern.  dull. 

19   /M.54 

.225 

M.«l\ 

^Vt 

Morn,  h.rain 

M.47 

.789 

M.63X 

V. 

Dull,  but 

XA.58 

.644 

A.62/ 

aftwds  fair. 

28  < 

A.56 

.704 

A.60/ 

warm. 

13  {JJ'JJ 

.525 
.108" 

M.59) 
A.57/ 

Cble. 

Heavy  rain 
most  of  day. 

2g{ 

M.48 
A  56 

.640 
.625 

M.60) 
V.60/ 

Cbte. 

Rain  most 
of  day. 

H  {M;JJi 

.292 
.408 

M.5.5  ) 
A.  55  f 

Cble. 

Foren.h.ram 
'air  aftern. 

30  { 

M.45 
A.54 

.67'2 
.718 

M.60  X 
A.60/ 

Cble. 

Rain  morn. 
rair  day. 

,,   /M.41J 
15   XA.56 

.325  M.57  \ 
.230  A.56/ 

Cble 

Rain  most 
of  day. 

31  { 

M.15.J 
A.60 

.825 
.840 

M.GO) 
A.  58  f 

W. 

Dull,  with 
showers  rain. 

^    f  M  1  .7 

.119  M.54X 

fKlo 

Rain  foren. 

16  XA.'50 

.1501  A.56/ 

c/Dle. 

'air  aftern. 

Average  of  Rain,  5.673  Inches. 

1823/3 


Wheat. 
1st,..  37s.  Gil. 
2d,...31s.  Od. 
3d,  ...2Gs.  Od. 
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Barley. 
1st,... 26s.  6d; 
2d,  ...24s.  6d. 
3d,  ...21s.  Gd. 


Oats. 

1st, 23s.  Od. 

2d, 22s.  Od. 

3d, 21s.  Gd. 


Beef  (174  oz-  Per  lb-)  Os-  3d.    to  Os.     Gd. 


Average,  £1,  11s.  8d.  10-12ths. 
Tuesday,  Sept.  16. 


Mutton 


Os.  3d.    toOs.     Gd. 


Veal Os.  Gd.  to  Os.  9d. 

Pork Os.  Od.  to  Os.  Od. 

Lamb,  per  quarter  .  Os.  6d.  to  2s.  6d. 

Tallow,  per  stone   .  7s.  Od.  to  8s.  Od. 


Quartern  Loaf 


Pease  &  Beans. 

1st, 22s.  6d. 

2d, 21s.  Gd. 

3d,  20s.  Od. 


Os.    9d.  to  Os.  lOd. 


New  Potatoes  (28  Ib.)  Os.  8d.  to  Os.  Od. 
Fresh  Butter,  per  Ib.  Is.  2d.  to  Os.  Od. 
Salt  ditto,  per  stone  16s.  Od.  to  Os.  Od. 


Ditto,  per  Ib. 
Eggs,  per  dozen 


Is.    Od.  to  Os.     Od. 
Os.  lOd.  to  Os.     Od. 


HADDINGTON.— Sept.  12. 


Wheat.          I        Barley.  Oats.  Pease.  Beans. 

1st,  ....35s.  Od.      1st,  ....30s.  Od.     1st;  ...23s.  Gd.     1st,  ...  24s.  Od.  1st, "...  22s.  Od. 

2d,  ....31s.  Od.     2d,  ....  Os.  Od.     2d, 20s.  Od.     2d,  ...  22s.  Od.  2d,   ...  20s.  Od. 

3d,  ....30s.  Od.  j  3d,  ....  Os.  Od.     3d,  ....IDs.  Od.     3d,  ...  20s.  Od.  3d,  .«  18s.  Od. 
Average,  £1  :  10s.  3d. 

Average  Prices  of  Corn  in  England  and  Wales,  from  the  Returns  received  in  the  Week 

ended  Sept.  6. 
Wheat,  58s.  6d.— Barley,  33s.  lOd.— Oats,  26s.  4d.— Rye,  38s.  5d.— Beans,  37s.  6d.— Pease,  35s.  lOd. 


London,  Corn  Exchange,  Sept.  8. 

*.      s.  s.      s. 

Wheat,  red,  old  40  to  54  Maple,  new  —  to  — 
Fine  ditto  .  .  42  to  46  White  pease  .  32  to  34 
Superfine  ditto  48  to  52  Ditto,  boilers  .  36  to  39 
Ditto,  new  .  34  to  40  Small  Beans,new34  to  38 
White,  old  48  to  60  Ditto,  old  .  .  36  to  59 

Fine  ditto  .          48  to  52  Tick  ditto,  new    31  to  35 


Superfine  ditto    53  to  55  Ditto,  old 


Ditto,  new  . 
Rye  .  .  . 
Barley,  new 
Fine  ditto 


Superfine  ditto    35  to  3C  Potato  ditto 


56  to  46  Feed  oats     . 

30  to  34  Fine  ditto    . 

29  to  52  Poland  ditto 

33  to  34  Fine  ditto 


33  to  36 
18  to  23 

22  to  24 
21  to  25 

25  to  26 

23  to  25 

26  to  27 
29  to  30 


Malt  .     .    .    .    50  to  54  Fine  ditto 

Fine  .     .     .    .    55  to  60  Scotch 

Hog  Pease     .      34  to  36  Flour,  per  sack    50  to  5.5 

Maple    .    .    .    37  to  39  Ditto,  seconds      44  to  50 

Seeds,  Qc. 

s.      s.  d.  ».      s.  d. 

Must.  White,  .    8  to  10  0  Hempseed    .    40  to  44  0 

—  Brown,  new    8  to  14  0  Linseed,  crush.  36  to  45  0 
Tares,  per  bsh.   5  to     8  0  —  Fine    .     .     44  to  52  0 
Sanfoin.perqr.  28  to  36  0  Rye  Grass,         16  to  32  0 
Turnips,  bsh.    10  to  12  0  Ribgrass,     .       15  to  34  0 

—  Red  &  green  10  to  14  0  Clover,  red  cwt58  to  80  0 

60  to  86  0 


, 

—  Yellow,  9  to  11  0  —  White  .  . 
Caraway,  cwt.  44  to  48  0  Coriander  . 
Canary,  perqr.38  to  40  0  Trefoil 


Rape  Seed,  per  last,  £26  to  £30. 


10  to  13  0 
12  to  30  0 


Liverpool,  Sept.  9. 
d.    t.    d.  s.  d.    t.   d. 

Wheat,  per  70  Ib.  Amer.  p.  196  Ib. 

8     9  Sweet,  U.S.  30  0  to  32    0 

—  0  Do.  inbond  —  0  to  —    0 

5  0  Sour  do.  .   50  0  to  33    0 

6  6  Oatmeal,  per  240  Ib. 

—  0  English        26  0  to  29 

7  0  Scotch  .  .    22  0  to  25 


Eng.  Old  7  9  to 
New  .  —  0  to 
Foreign  .  .  4  6  to 
Waterford  5  9  to 
Limerick  —  0  to 
Drogheda  6  9  to 
Dublin  6  0  to 


4 

Scotch  .  .    4     4  to 
Irish  .  .       4     4  to 
Oats,  per  -15  Ib. 
Eng.  new    3    0  to 
Irish  do.  .  2  11  to    3 


0 

8  Irish  ...    22  ()  to  25    0 
Scotch    .      7    6  to    8     6Bran,p.241b.  1  0  to   1     1 
Irish  Old.  5     6  to    6    3       «,,,„„.     »„  f   s 
Barley,  per  60  Ibs.  Butter,  Beef,  $c. 

Eng.  ...     4    4  to    5    6  Butter.p.cwt.  s.  d.     s.  d. 

6  Belfast,  new  81  0  to  82  0 

6  Newry      .     79  0  to  80  0 
Waterford  .  75  0  to  74  0 
3    2Cork,pic.2d,  72  0  to  73  0 

0         3d  dry    65   0  to  —  0 


Scotch  do.  3    1  to   3  2  Beef,  p.  tierce. 

Rye,perqr.560  to  38  0—  Mess        82  0  to    880 

Malt  per  b.  8     4  to    9  0  —  p.  barrel  55  0  to    60  0 

—Middling  7    6  to    8  0  Pork,  p.  bl.  —  0  to    _  0 

Beans,  per  q.  —  Mess     .    60  0  to    62  0 

English  .36     0  to  58  0—  Middl.  .  56  0  to    58  0 

Irish    .  .  33     0  to  35  0  Bacon,  p.  cwt. 
Rapeseed,  p.l.  £25  to  26   Short  mids.  46  0  to  47  0 

Pease,grey30     0  to  36  0  Sides   .    .     40  0  to  42  0 

—White  .46     0  to  50  0  Hams,  dry,  44  0  to  —  0 

Flour,  English,  Green    .    .  —  0  to  —  0 

p.2401b.fine38    0  to  47  0  Lard.rd.p.c.  41  0  to  44  0 

trish,  2ds  56    0  to  47  0  Tongue,p.fir.-  0  to   —  0 


Weekly  Price  of  Stocks,  from  1st  to  22d  August  1823. 


1st. 

8th. 

15tlu 

226 

834     § 
82|     | 
964 

101J 
82| 

58  p. 

211 
29     31  p. 
30     32  p. 
82|  I 
92f.  90c. 

Bank  stock,  ~~~«^  „ 

3  per  cent,  rprlliced,^^^^^^.,^ 

81|  2| 
80|  U 
94| 

100! 

81 

55  p. 
21 
2G  28  p. 
26  28  p. 

811  f  4 
9  If.  GOc. 

225-1 
824     t 

1004     1 
101| 

2594 
68  p. 
211 
31     29  p. 
32     29  p. 

92f.535c. 

824     I 
955 

100  1 
101] 
82 
2GO| 
57  p. 
211 
30     28  p. 
28     31  p. 

824  1  i 

93f.  GOc. 

3  per  cent,  consols,  ~~~~**~*  
34  per  cent,  consols,^ 

4  per  cent,  consols,^  ~^~~~~     ~ 

New  4  per  cent,  consols, 

Ivnper.  3  per  cent.  „  „  

India  stock,  ~^.rfrfrf,^JJJJSJJJJJJ^^  ^  „ 

bonds,           ,,,.„,„,.„,,„,„.„„„  , 

Long  Annuities,   „„„,„,„„„„„„„,„„, 

Exchequer  bills,~~,,  ~~~~  ~~~ 

Exchequer  bills,  sm.                            „ 

Consols  for  ace.  ~_ 

French  5  per  cents.  ~~~~~~+~»*~^~ 
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Cowrw  of  Exchange,  Sept.  0 — Amsterdam,  12 :  10.  C.  F,  Ditto  at  sight,  12:8. 
Rotterdam,  12  :  11.  Antwerp,  12":  9.  Hamburgh,  38:2.  Altona,  38  :  3.  Paris,  :t 
d.  sight,  25  :  85.  Ditto  2G  :  5.  Bourdeaux,  2G  :  5.  Frankfort  on  the  Maine,  15!). 
Petersburgh,  per  rble.  8f  :  3.  Us.  Berlin,  7  :  10.  Vienna,  10 :  20  EJf.fla.  Trieste,  10 :  20 
/://://«.  Madrid,  3G.I.  Cadiz,  35£.  Bilboa,  36$.  Barcelona,  35$.  Seville,  35|.  Gibral- 
tar,  30^.  Leghorn,  46^.  Genoa,  434.  Venice,  28  :  10.  Malta,  45.  Naples,  3!) J. 
Palermo,  117.  Lisbon,  524'.  Oporto,  52 1.  Rio  Janeiro,  48.  Bahia,  40.  Dublin, 
9£  per  cent.  Cork,  9£  per  cent. 

Prices  of  Gold  and  Silver ,  per  oz — Foreign  gold,  in  bars,  £3  :  17  :  Od.  Ncv; 
Doubloonsj  £3  :  15  :  6*d.  New  Dollars,  4s.  9d.  Silver  in  bars,  stand.  4s.  lld» 


PRICES  CURRENT,  Sept.  C.— LONDON,  9. 


SUGAR,  Muse. 
B.  P.  Dry  Brown,  .  cwt. 
Mid.  good,  and  fine  mid. 
Fine  and  very  fine,    .    . 
Refined  Doub.  Loaves,    . 
Powder  ditto, 
Single  ditto, 
Small  Lumps,   .    .    . 
Large  ditto,  ... 
Crushed  Lumps,    .    • 
MOLASSES,  British,   cwt. 
COFFEE,  Jamaica,,  cwt. 
Ord.  good,  and  fine  ord. 
Mid.  good,  and  fine  mid. 
Dutch  Triage  and  very  ord. 
Ord.  good,-  and  fine  ord. 
Mid.  good,    and  fine  mid. 

LEITH. 
57      to      59 
62               64 
74               80 
112             125 
100              110 
92              104 
90               98 
88               90 
35               .52 
50               31 

90         no 

120             130 

122              126 

GLASGOW. 

54              57 
57               66 

91             100 
80               90 
78                84 
80               86 
27  6           28 

98             108 
108              112 

LIVERPOOL. 
49               50 
57               67 

66               74 

80               96 
98             112 
50               80 
84               97 
100             112 
87              80 

LONDON. 
55               57 

59                69 

104              115 
82                 95 
76                88 

27                29 

70                Off 
123              126 

Pimento  (iu  Bond,)  .    .    . 
SPIRITS, 
Jam.  Rum,  16  O.  P.  gall. 

9                10 

2s    3d    2s   4d 
34        36 

8i                9 
Is6d       la  lOd 

6*              8$ 
Is  lid    2s  2d 

Is8d  2s     Od 
2437 

Geneva, 
Grain  Whisky,        .      . 
WINES, 
Claret,  1st  Growths,  hhd. 
Portugal  Red,           pipe. 
Spanish  White,        butt. 
Teneriffe,                 "pipe. 
Madeira         

23        25 
67        6  10 

40               55 
32                44 
31                55 
27               *9 
40                  0 

i  j 

—               — 

16        22 

£25             £50 
42                 415 

22                28 

LOGWOOD,  Jam.        ton. 
Honduras,      .... 
Campeachy,       •    •    • 
FUSTIC,  Jamaica,  . 

£10                0 

8                — 
7                  8 
9                11 

7  10     7  15 

£8  10     8  15 
8  10      90- 
9  10      0     0 
90      00 
10     0      0"    0 

£8  10       9    0 
909  10- 
0000 
9    0     10    0 
11     0     13  10 

INDIGO,  Caraccas  fine,  Ib. 
TIMBER,  Amcr.  Pine,  foot. 

10s        11s  6 
2024 
2933 

I              ~ 

9     0    10    6 

10    9    11     3 

Christiansand  (dut.  paid.) 
Honduras  Mahogany,     . 
St  Domingo,  ditto,     .    • 
TAR,  American,            brL 

2227 
1016 
1628 
19                20 
15               17 

13       14 
16        50 

0  11      10 
1    7     1  11 
14     0      16  0 

09       1*1 
16       1  10 
16     6      0    0 
17    0     18    0 

PITCH,  Foreign,         cwt. 
TALLOW,  Rus.  Yel.  Cand. 
H"ome  melted  
HEMP,  Polish  Rhine,  ton. 
Petersburgh,  Clean,   .    . 
FLAX, 
Riga  Thies.  &  Druj.  R'ak. 

10                11 

38               59 

43                44 
38                — 

60               — 

.r>5               92 

36               08 
58                59" 

39"                - 
40                 44 

8000 
37    0          58 
34     0      00 

£42                — 

£63               — 
50                65 

Irish, 
MATS,  Archangel,       .      . 
BRISTLES, 
Petersburgh  Firsts,    cwt. 
ASHES,  Peters.  Pearl,  .    . 
Montreal,  ditto,     . 
Pot, 
OIL,  Whale,        .       tun. 
Cod,        .... 

48                57 
90                — 

—                17 

41                 42 
43               41 
44               45 
—               25 

41                 42 
42                43 
26                — 

42                — 

40                 — 

42                — 

15  10          — 
40                46 

40               — 
23                — 
21  10     21  15 

TOBACCO,  Virgin,  fine,  Ib. 
Middling,        .        .      . 
Inferior, 
COTTONS,  Bowed  Gcorg. 
Sea  Island,  fine, 
Good,      . 
Middling,      .     , 
Demerara  and  Berbice, 
West  India, 
Pernambuco, 
Maranham, 

7              7i 
«,               6, 

74              7i 

St              ? 

0     8J     0  11 
1     5            7 
1     3            5 
11            2 
0  llj          0 
0     9           10 
11             1£ 
1     0             1 

0    5J    0    8 
0    3;J    0    5i 
0    2     0    y| 
0    8     0  10 
1517 
1214 
1214 
01111 
09      0  11 
1011 
0  llf     1     0} 

0    5J        6£ 
0     4|         5J 
0     2i        3 
Hi                !».} 
1     1J     1  0 

0  11      1  OJ 
10     1  OJ 
0  11  j     00 
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ALPHABETICAL  LIST  OF  ENGLISH  BANKRUPTCIES,  announced  between  the  30th 
of  June,  and  the  20th  of  August,  1823,  extracted  from  the  London  Gazette. 


Adams,  J.  Union-street,  Southwark,  oilman. 

Alderson,  R.  Newcastle-upon-Tyne,  surgeon. 

Armand,  C.  P.  and  A.  Solari,  Battersea,  vitriol- 
manufacturers. 

Astor,  W.  H.  Sun-street,  Bishopsgate-strcet,  mu- 
sical instrument  maker. 

Austin,  J.  Little  St  Thomas  Apostle,  Cheapsidc, 
warehouseman. 

Awty,  R.  H.  Liverpool,  dealer  and  chapman. 

Baker,  T.  W.  Foley-street,  tallow-chandler. 

Baker,  W.  Walcot,  near  Bath,  carpenter. 

Beart,  J.  Limehouse,  timber-merchant. 

Beaumont,  J.  Wheathouse,  Yorkshire,  merchant. 

Bond,  J.  Cawston,  Norfolk,  farmer. 

Bristow,  J.  Bristol,  ironmonger. 

Broadhead,  W.  H.  and  T.  Artillery-court,  Chis- 
well-street,  printers. 

Bunker,  T.  Church-street,  Deptford,  timber-mer- 
chant. 

Butcher,  T.  Holborn,  victualler. 

Butler,  J.  Whitchurch,  Shropshire,  innkeeper. 

Carter,  S.  Stratford,  cheesemonger. 

Clancy,  J.  York,  tailor. 

Clarke,  J.  L.  Honiton,  Devonshire,  saddle-maker. 

Cocker,  G.  H.  Grenville-street,  Brunswick-square, 
bill-broker. 

Coles,  S.  Exeter,  innkeeper. 

Consitt,  R.  and  R.  Lee,  Hull,  merchants. 

Copp,  J.  High-street,  Bloomsbury,  draper. 

Crabb,  W.  Tellisford,  Somersetshire,  fuller. 

Crisp,  C.  and  J.  Harris,  Bristol,  shoe-makers. 

Crowther,  W.  L.  Green-street,  Grosvenor-square, 
milliner. 

Crutchley,  H.  Warwick  and  Coventry,  linen-dra- 
per. 

Daniels,  A.  Prescptt-street,  Goodman's-fields,  dia- 
mondrmerchant. 

Davies,  M.  Bodynfol,  Montgomeryshire,  farmer. 

Dawson,  H.  Leeds,  silk-mercer. 

Dicas,  J.  Holywell,  Flintshire,  corn-dealer. 

Dobson,  W.  Gateshead,  Durham,  chemist 

Dods,  R.  High-street,  Southwark,  linen-draper. 

Drummond,  W.  Hull,  draper. 

Emsley,  W.  Pudsey,  Yorkshire,  clothier. 

Evans,  D.  Swansea,  draper. 

Evans,  E.  Bollingbrooke-row,  Walworth,  baker. 

Forbes,  W.  Gateshead,  Durham,  nurseryman. 

Gaisford,  R.  Bristol,  baker  and  mealraan. 

Glandfield,  J.  Strand,  wine-merchant. 

Gooden,  J.  Chiswell-street,  victualler. 

Graves,  J.  and  H.  S.  Langbouru  Chambers,  mer- 
chants. 

Green,  G.  York-street,  Covent-garden,  woollen- 
draper. 

Green,  J.  White-horse  Terrace,  Stepney,  coal- 
merchant. 

Hague,  G.  Hull,  haberdasher. 

Harkness,  J.  Chapel-place,  Long-lane,  Southwark, 
timber-merchant. 

Harris,  J.  Llahdarrog,  Carmarthenshire,  cattle- 
dealer. 

Haselden,  J.  Grub-street,  horse-dealer. 

Hastings,  E.  Lower  Smith-street,  Northampton- 
square,  milkman. 

Hawkins,  J.  U.  Star  Corner,  Bermondsey,  car- 
penter 

Hobbs,  T.  Westminster-road,  victualler. 

Holroyd,  W.  Leadenhall-street,  machine-maker. 

Hopwood,  J.  Chancery-lane,  bill-broker. 

Humphreys,  H.  and  W.  Lacon,  Liverpool,  iron- 
founders. 

Hyams,  J.  Coven  try -street,  Haymarket,  jeweller. 

Illingworth,  J.  and  J.  Knowles,  Leeds,  merchants. 

James,  W.  West,  Bromwich,  coal-master. 

Jones,  J.  Brecon,  maltster. 

Jones,  T.  St  John's-street,  West  Smithfield,  sta- 
tioner. 

Raines,  H.  Mansions,  Dorsetshire,  cattle-dealer. 

Kenning,  G.  Church-street,  Spitallields,  silk-man. 

Kcnton,  J.  Stow-on-the-Wold,  Gloucestershire, 
draper. 

14 


King,  J.  Ipswich,  ironmonger. 

Kirby,  T.  Bethnal-green  road,  draper. 

Lancaster,  J.  Jun.  Bethnal-green  road,  butcher. 

Ladd,  Sir  J.  Cornhill,  watch-maker  and  jeweller. 

Lean,  T.  Liverpool,  coach-maker. 

Longworth,  J.  Liverpool,  builder. 

Lucas,  J.  Weymouth-terrace,  Hackney-read,  mu- 
sical instrument  maker. 

Lucas,  E.  Shepherd's  Market,  Hanover-square, 
milk-man. 

M'Turk,  R.  Hull,  grocer. 

M'Allis,  J.  Liverpool,  tailor. 

Mandate,  E.  Sebergham,  Cumberland,  lime- 
burner. 

Martyn,  E.  Taunton,  druggist. 

Mawe,  H.  M.  Loughborough,  coach-proprietor. 

Mawley,  J.  New-street,  Covent-garden,  boot  and 
shoe-maker. 

Middleton,  R.  King-street,  Rotherhithe,  mer- 
chant. 

Moorhouse,  J.  Eastworth,  Yorkshire,  clothier. 

Mortimer,  W.  Manchester,  joiner. 

Morton,  R.  Charlotte-street,  Fitzroy-square,  pa- 
per-hanger. 

Munton,  J.  Highgate,  corn-chandler. 

Nettleton,  J.  Slonne-square,  ironmonger. 

Nichols,  E.  John's  Mews,  Bedford-row,  cow-keep- 

Noad,  J.  Clifford  Mill,  Somersetshire,  fuller. 

Owen,  W.  Islington,  stage-master. 

Phillips,  W.  Bristol,  linen-draper. 

Piercy,  J.  and  R.  Saunders,  Birmingham,  edge- 
tool  makers. 

Purdie,  J.  Size-lane,  merchant, 

Ramsden,  H.  Walworth,  coach-master. 

Reed,  T,  High  Holborn,  linen-draper. 

Read,  J.  and  J.  Jacob,  Love-lane,  cloth-workers. 

Reynolds,  T.  Westbury,  Wilts,  clothier. 

Righton,  J.  Bristol,  haberdasher. 

Roberts,  C.  Aldermaston,  Berkshire,  maltster. 

Robinson,  F.  New  Malton,  Yorkshire,  spirit-mer? 
chant. 

Rogers,  R.  Piddle  Hinton,  Dorsetshire,  farmer. 

Rothwell,  P.  Runcorn,  Cheshire,  corn-dealer. 

Saffery,  E.  Downham,  Norfolk,  farmer. 

Sciaccalaga,  J.  Old  Bailey,  merchant. 

Shorthose,  J.  Hanley,  Staffordshire,  earthenware- 
manufacturer. 

Simpson,  R.  Watling-street,  warehouseman. 

Smith,  J.  Bradninch,  Devonshire,  paper-maker. 

Smith,  W.  B.  Bristol,  innholder. 

Smith,  J.  Camomile-street,  tailor. 

Smith,  W.  T.  E.  Kenton-street,  Brunswick-square, 
carpenter. 

Squires,  T.  St  Albans,  saddler. 

Stephens,  R.  Goswell-street,  saddler. 

Stevens,  J.  Harrington  Toxteth-park,  near  Liver- 
pool, joiner. 

Steward,  M.  H.  Long-lane,  Bermondsey,  pump- 
rnaker. 

Stilborn,  J.  sen.  Bishop  Wilton,  Yorkshire,  but- 
cher. 

Sykes,  T.  Bath  Easton,  Somersetshire,  clothier. 

Symes,  K.  Kingswood,  Wilts,  clothier. 

Tabberer,  B.  Monmouth,  currier. 

Thornton,  H.  Thayer-street,  oilman. 

Thorpe,  M.  Worksop,  Nottinghamshire,  maltster. 

Tribaudino,  C.  J.  Cleveland-street,  Mile  End, 
silk-dyer. 

Truelove,  W.  Dunchurch,  Warwickshire,  farmer. 

Warr,  J.  W.  Davies,  and  T.  Matthews,  Tipton, 
Staffordshire,  iron-masters. 

Watts,  E.  Yeo-vil,  Somersetshire,  butcher. 

Welcker,  M.  and  J.  F.  Leicester-square,  tailors. 

Welton,  N.  Bredfield,  Suffolk,  horse-dealer. 

Wibberley,  G.  Liverpool,  merchant. 

Widger,  A.  Buckfastleigh,  Devonshire,  woollen- 
draper. 

Williamson,  J.  Withington,  Lancashire. 

Wilson,  T.  Carlisle,  coach-master. 

Wood,  T.  Lane-«ud,  Staffordshire,  currier. 


368 


Monthly  Register. 


CSept. 


ALPHABETICAL  LIST  of  SCOTCH  BANKRUPTCIES,  announced  between  the  1st  July 
and  3 1st  August,  1823,  extracted  from  the  Edinburgh  Gazette. 


Aitken,  James,  merchant  and  warehouseman  in 
Glasgow. 

fiaillie,  Daniel,  tenant  in  Par khead  of  Dalzel,  and 
Hugh  Baillie,  residing  there,  grain-merchants. 

Colville,  Alexander,  printer  in  Dundee. 

Ewing,  Miller,  and  Co.  merchants,  Greenock. 

Galletly,  David,  brewer  and  innkeeper  in  Perth. 

Gardner,  Andrew,  merchant  in  Edinburgh. 

Geddes,  Wm.  vintner  in  Inverness. 

Johnstone,  Alexander,  merchant,  North  Bridge, 
Edinburgh. 

Kemp,  David,  merchant  in  Edinburgh. 

Kerr,  Robert,  grocer  and  spirit-dealer,  Stirling. 

Lindsay,  Walter,  grocer  in  Port-Glasgow. 

Macartnur,  Peter,  merchant  in  Inverary. 

Macintyre,  Peter,  shoemaker  and  leather-mer- 
chant in  Glasgow. 

Mackintosh  and  Bell,  merchants  in  Glasgow. 

Mackintosh,  Daniel,  merchant,  Glasgow. 

M'Neill,  James,  and  Co.  manufacturers  in  Glas- 
gow. 

Matheson,  John,  some  time  tanner  in  Inverness, 
now  tacksman  in  Drynie. 

Mawson,  Samuel  Moses,  haberdasher  in  Edin- 
burgh. 

Moffat,  Alexander,  merchant  in  Airdrie. 

Neilson,  George,  merchant  and  spirit-dealer  In 
Airdrie. 

Rae,  John,  candlemaker  in  Edinburgh. 

Russel,  Thomas,  plasterer  in  Glasgow. 

Singer,  Adam,  grocer  in  Aberdeen. 

61oan,  Anthony,  cloth-merchant  in  Wigton. 

Stevenson,  John,  and  Co.  dyers,  printers,  and 
merchants  in  Glasgow. 

Strachan,  James,  grocer,  Inverkeithing. 

Tod,  James  and  Andrew,  and  Co.  merchants, 
Borrowstounness. 

Walker,  Alexander,  merchant,  formerly  in  Ar- 
broath,  now  in  Pathhead. 

Young,  Alexander,  ship-owner  and  merchant  in 
Perth. 

DIVIDENDS. 

Bowzie,  John,  merchant  in  Crail ;  a  dividend  on 
8th  September. 

Cargwell,  Walter  and  George,  and  Carswell,  Ro- 
bert, and  Co.  manufacturers  in  Paisley ;  a  first 
dividend  after  15th  August. 


Clark,  John,  junior,  merchant  in  Inverness ;  a 
first  dividend  after  llth  August. 

Currie,  Hugh,  salt-merchant  and  dealer  in  salt, 
Saltcoats  ;  a  first  and  final  dividend  31st  July. 

Cushney,  Wm.  merchant,  Aberdeen  5  a  dividend 
of  7».  per  pound  on  15th  August. 

Douglas,  John,  draper,  Dumfries;  a  second  and 
final  dividend  after  8th  August. 

Duguid,  William,  jun.  merchant  hi  Aberdeen  ;  a 
dividend  after  14th  September. 

Gordon,  James,  in  Overlaw,  and  Gordon,  Mat- 
thew, in  Kirkland,  drovers  and  cattle-dealers  in 
the  Stewartry  of  Kirkcudbright ;  a  dividend  on 
18th  August. 

M' Arthur,  George,  grocer  in  Glasgow ;  a  dividend 
on  20th  September. 

M'Caul  and  Sons,  merchants  in  Glasgow ;  a  divi- 
dend after  7th  October. 

M 'Donald,  Wm.  and  Alex,  merchants,  Edin- 
burgh ;  a  dividend  after  14th  August. 

M'Leod,  John,  the  Reverend,  minister  of  the 
gospel  and  builder  in  Glasgow ;  a  first  dividend 
after  20th  September. 

Mutter,  William,  merchant  and  haberdasher, 
South  Bridge,  Edinburgh ;  a  final  .dividend  af- 
ter 7th  October. 

Newlands,  James  and  Luke  Fraser,  jewellers  and 
watchmakers,  Glasgow;  a  first  dividend  29th 
July. 

Pearson,  John,  late  woollen-draper  and  haber- 
dasher in  Perth ;  a  first  and  final  dividend  after 
2d  September. 

Pringle,  James,  tanner  in  Haddington ;  a  second 
and  final  dividend  after  3d  September. 

llowley,  Josiah,  china-ware  merchant,  Glasgow ; 
a  first  dividend  28th  July. 

Sorley,  John,  junior,  ironmonger  in  Glasgow;  a 
2d  dividend  on  17th  September. 

Tenant  and  Co.  merchants  in  Edinburgh ;  a  final 
dividend  on  2d  September. 

Thomson,  Andrew,  ship-owner,  West  Wemyss ;  a 
division  of  the  funds  on  1st  October. 

Turner,  James,  hosier  and  draper,  Dumfries ;  a 
dividend  after  18th  September. 

Watt,  junior,  late  merchant  in  Edinburgh  ;  a  di. 
vidend  after  9th  August. 


APPOINTMENTS,  PROMOTIONS,  &c. 


Brevet          Major  Macneil,  2  Life  Gds.  Lt -Col. 
in  the  Army  25  Jan.  1822. 

Oakes,  1  Life  Gds.   Lt.-Col.  in 

the  Army  25  Jan.  1823. 

Major  H.  Earl  of  Uxbridge,  1 

Life  Gds.  Lt.-Col.  in  the  Army 

5  Aug. 

H.  Mahon,  late  Serj.  Major,  67  F.  to 
have  rank  as  Ens.        2  Dec.  1818. 
Major  Aubrey,  h.  p.   Indep.   Lieut- 
Col,  in  the  Army  1  Jan.  17U8. 
Capt.  Cane,  65  F.'Maj.  in  the  Army 
12  Aug.  1819. 

Grant,  R.  Art.  do.  12  July  1821. 

Coffin,  R.  Art.  do.  do. 

Wilford,  H.  Art.  do.        do. 

1  Life  Gds.   Capt.  H.  Earl  of  I  Abridge,  Maj.  by 

purch.  vice  Oakes,  prom.  17  June 
Lt  Newburgh,  Capt.  by  purch.  do. 
Cor.  and  Sub.  Lt.  Sydney,  Lieut,  by 

purch.  do. 

H.  Kvery,  Cor.  and  Sub.  Lieut,  by 

purch.  do. 

2  Lt.  and  Adj.  .Smith,  Capt.  by  purch. 

vice  Vise.  Barnaul,  prom.  2  Ceylon 
Regt.  M  July 

Ens.  Dallas,  from  71  F.  Cor.  and  Sub. 
Lieut,  by  purch.  vice  Lord  Mun- 
caster,  ret.  24  June 


R.  H.  Gds.  Bt.  Lt.-Col.  C.  Hill,  Lt.-Col.  by  purch. 

vice  Sir  R.  Hill.  ret.  24  July,  1823. 

Capt.  Richardson,  Maj.  and  Lt.-Col. 

by  pureh.  do. 

Lt.  Heathcote,  Capt.  by  purch.     do. 

Cor.  Pigott,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

Ens.   Lord  A.  Conyngham,  from  57 

F.  Cor.  by  purch.  do. 

Corporal  R.  Cust,  Qua-  Mast,  vice 

Perry,  h.  p.  7  Aug. 

2  Dr.  Gds.    W.  D.  Davies,  Cor.  by  purch.  vice 

Baird,  48  F.  3  July 

5  P.  Dundas,  Cor.  by  purch.  vice  ToJd, 

8  Dr.  24  July. 

4  Lt.  M  akepeace,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice 

Dougan,  ret.  do- 

Cor.  Armit,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

F.  Barne,  Cor.  by  purch.  do. 

Serj.  Maj.  Lawless,  Oua.  Mast,  vice 

Jolly,  dead  31  do. 

5  Capt.  Walker,  Major  by  purch  vice 

Irving,  ret.  24  do. 

Lt.  Hunter,  Capt.  by  purch.          do. 

Cor.  Ramsay,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

J.  Brymer,  C'or.  by  purch.  do. 

7  Ens.  Lawrence,  fm  h.  p.  55  F.  Paym. 

vice  1'crry.  h.  p.  2.1  Dr.       19  June 


3  Dr. 


Capt.  Sitwcll,   Maj.  vice  Hutchins, 
dead  10  July 
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3  Dr  Lieut.  Manful,  Capt  10  July 

Mich.  Jas.  Rob.  Dillon  (claiming  the 

title  of  Earl  of  Roscommon)  do. 
7  Cor.  Phillipps,' Lieut,  by  purch.  vice 

Lord  Belfast,   prom.   Cape  Corps 

17  do. 
Cor.  Wathen,  Lieut,  by  purch.  vice 

Robison,  prom.  1  W.  I.  R.  24  June 

W.  Lyon,  Cor.  by  purch,        17  July 

S  Lt.  Hayman,  Capt  by  purch.  vice 

Harrington,  ret.  do. 

Cor.  Todd,  from  3  Dr.  Gds.  Lt.  by 

purch.  do. 

Cor.  Hodges,  Lieut,  by  purch.  vice 

Whartoh,  ret  14  Aug. 

C.  Ponsonby,  Cor.  by  purch.         do. 

9  Cor.  Hon.  G.  Vaughan,  Lt  by  purch. 

vice  Knight,  prom.  do. 

Ens.  Knox,  from  65  F.  Cor.  by  purch. 

do. 

15  Lt.  Studd,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice  Car- 

penter, ret.  7  do. 

Lt.  Hume,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

G.  Musgrave,  C'or.  by  purch.         do. 
17  Cor.  Moore,  from  16  Dr.  Lt.  by  pur. 

vice  Lord  F.  Conyngham  prom.  do. 
1  Ft.  G ds.      Lt.  Stanhope,  Lt.  and  Capt.  by  purch. ' 
v?  Bathurst,  prom.  Cape  Corps,    do. 
G.  E.  Nugent,  Ens.  and  Lt  by  purch. 
do. 

3  Ens.  Clayton,  late  of  36  F.  Ens.  and 

Lt  by  purch.  vice  Montagu,  prom. 

19  June 

U  F.  Capt.  Williams,  Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Gordon,  ret  31  July 

Lt  Hunt,  Capt  by  purch.  do. 

Ens.  Dal  way,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

H.  F.  Kennedy,  Ens.  by  purch.     do. 

'  6  Lt.  Eden,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice  Clarke, 

ret  do. 

Ens.  Holyoake,  Lt.  by  purch.        do. 

R.  Curteis,  Ens.  by  purch.  do. 

7  Bt.  Lt-Col.  Wylley,  Maj.  by  purch. 

vice  Beatty,  ret.  26  do. 

Lt.  Heally,  Capt.  by  purch.  do. 

Hon.  G.  Liddell,  Lt.  by  purch.     do. 

10  Ens.  Birch.  Lieut  by  purch.   vice 

Molyneux,  prom.  2  Ceylon  R.  do. 
H.  A.  Hankey,  Ens.  by  purch.  do. 
Capt.  Rudsdell,  Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Payler,  prom.  do. 

11  Lt-Gen.  Sir  H.  T.  Montresor,  K.C.B. 

and  G.C.H.,  Col.  vice  Gen.  Sir  C. 

Asgill,  Bt.  dead  24  do. 

Ens.  Doyle,  Adj.  vice  Haggup,  resign. 

Adj.  only  17  July 

12  Lieut.  Cruise,  Capt  by  purch.  vice 

Bertridge,  ret.  19  June 

Ens.  Borthwick,  Lt.  by  purch.       do. 

E.  Bayly,  Ens.  by  pi*rch.  do. 

Lt.  Lawson,  Capt  vice  Jenkins,  dead 

31  do. 

Ens.  Williams,  Lt  do. 

H.  W.  Adams,  Ens.  do. 

14  Lt.  Mackenzie,  Capt.  vice  Rawlins, 

dead  27  Jan. 

Ens.  Ormsby,  Lt.  do. 

B.  V.  Layard,  Ens.  24  July 

17  Lieut  Yoike,  Capt  by  purch.  vice 

Gladwin,  ret.  10  July 

2d  Lt  Clinton,  from  Rifle  Br.  Lt.  by 

purch.  vice  Yorke,  prom.      31  do. 

Serj.  Maj.  Sarsons,  Qua.  Mast,  vice 

Kitsell,  h.  p.  14  Aug. 

-0  Ens.  Eyre,  Lt.  vice  Gilbert,  dead 

18  Jan. 

S.  W.  Wybrants,  Ens.  24  July 

R.  S.  Streatfield,  Ens.  by  purch.  vice 

Martin,  85  F.  17  do. 

Capt.  Fleming,  Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Hewett,  prom.  26  June 

Lt.  Stewart,  Capt.  by  purch.          do. 

Ens.  Butler,  L.t.  by  purch.  do. 

R.  F.  Martin,  En^.  by  purch.         do. 

-'4  Lt.  Child,  Adj.  vice  Smith,  res.  Adj. 

only  7  Aug. 

Lt.  Dalgleish,  Capt  by  purch.  vice 

Arbuthnot,  prom.  3  July 

Ens.  Messiter,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 
W.  J.  J.  Irving,  Ens.  by  purch.  do. 
Capt.  Tench,  from  h.  p.  10  F.  Capt. 

vice  Hewett,  Hiflc  Br.  14  do. 

VOL.  XIV. 


369 

38  Ens.  Traiit,  Lt.  vice  Button,  dead 

9  Feb. 

Gent.  Cadet,  H.  B.  Stokes,  from  R. 

Mil.  Coll.  Ens.  24  July 

42  A.  L.  Macleod,  Ens.  vice  N.  L.  Mac- 

leod,  cane.  12  Dec.  1822 

45  Lt  Minter,  from  h.  p.  Lt.  vice  Marsh, 

dead  do. 

Serj.  Maj.  Wallis,  Quart.  Mast,  vice 

Walsh,  dead  1  Feb.  1823 

47  Capt  Ramsay,  Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Stanhope,  prom.  3  July 

Lt.  Keays,  Capt.  by  purch.  do. 

Ens.  Mair,  from  68  F.  Lt.  by  purch. 

do. 

48  Lt.  Weston,  Adj.  vice  Wild,  resign. 

Adj.  only  25  Sept  1822 

Cor.  Baird,  from  2  Dr.  Gds.  Lieut  by 
purch.  vice  Bloomfield,  ret. 

2  July   1823 

Ens.  Bouverie,  from  86  F.  Lieut,  by 

purch.  vice  Close,  ret.  3  do. 

57  Gent  Cadet  T.  S.  Beckwith,  from  R. 

Mi).  Coll.  Ens.  by  purch.  vice  Lord 

A.  Convngham,  Ho.  Gds.  do. 

Gent.  Cadet  H.  Hill,  from  R.  Mil. 

Coll.  Ens.  vice  Beckwith,  Rifle  Br. 

31  do. 

61  •  Lieut.  Gaynor,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice 

Annesley,  prom.  12  June 

Ens.  Parke,  Lt  by  purch.  do. 

St  J.  Dent,  Ens.  by  purch.  do. 

63  Q.  Mast.  Serj.  Edgar,  Q.  Mast,  vice 

Robertson,  h.  p.  26  do. 

65  Hon.  S.   Hawke,  Ens.  vice   Knox, 

9  Dr.  17  July 

67  Capt.   Algeo,    Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Wyndham,  prom.  26  June 

Lt  Harrison,  Capt.  by  purch.  3  July 
Ens.  Tinling,  fiom  76  F.  Lieut  by 

purch.  do. 

68  H.  Smyth,  Ens.  by  purch.  vice  Mair, 

47  F.  10  do. 

69  Ens.  Stewart,  Lt  vice  Windsor,  dead 

do. 
J.  J.  Hamilton,  Ens.  do. 

70  Capt  Johnstone,  from  h.  p.  6  W.  I. 

R.  Paym.  vice  Scott,  dead  17  do. 
Bt.  Lt-Col.  MacGrigor,  Lt-Col.  by 

purch.  vice  Col.  Ottley,  ret 

14  Aug. 

Bt.  Maj.  Greone,  Maj.  by  purch.  do. 
Lt.  Hunter,  Capt.  by  purch.  do. 

71  Lord  Arth.  Lennox,  Ens.  vice  Dallas, 

2  Life  Gds.  24  June 

72  Capt.  Drummond,  Major  by  purch. 

vice  Rolt,  prom.  24  July 

Lt  Maclean,  Capt.  by  purch.  do. 
Ens.  Blair,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

J.  Garthshore,  Ens.  by  purch.       do. 

77  R.   Shepperd,   Ens.  by  purch.  vice 

Tinling,  67  F.  10  July 

78  Bt.  Maj.  Falconer,  Maj.  by  purch. 

vice  Bethune,  ret.  26  June 

Lt.  Lindsay,  Capt.  by  purch.          do. 

Ens.  Price,  Lt.  by  ptirch.  do. 

J.  J.  Hamilton,  Ens.  by  purch.     do. 

H.  Holyoake,  Ens.  by  purch.  vice 

Hamilton,  cancelled  10  July 

85  A.  Watson,  Ens.  vice  Geddes,  dead 

17  do. 

84  Lieut  Ingilby,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice 

Bernard,  senior,  ret.  do. 

Ens.  Clarke,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

C.  Franklyn,  Ens.'by  purch.  do. 
Lt.  Gen.  Sir  F.  G.  Maclean,  Bt.  Col. 

vice  M.  Gen.  Sir  D.  Pack,  dead 

28  do. 

85  Capt.  Fairfax,  Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Brown,  prom.  17  do. 
Lt.  Charlton,  Capt.  by  purch.  do. 
Ens.  Wynyard,  Lt  by  purch.  do. 
Martin,  from  22d  F.  Ensign  by 

purch.  do. 

86  E.  Jekyll,  Ens.  by  purch.  vice  Bou- 

verie, 48  F.  10  do. 

93  J.  Crowe,  Ens.  by  purch.  vice  Hume, 

ret.  do. 

Rifle  Brig.  2d  Lt.  Woodford,  1st  Lt.  vice  Coch- 

rane,  dead  17  do. 

Ens.  Beckwith,  from  57  F.  2d  Lt.  vice 

Woodford,  prom.  51  do. 

3  A 
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Capt.  Hewett,  from  33  F.  Capt.  vice 

Eaton,  h.  p.  10  F.  14  Aug. 

Ens.  Hamilton,  from  69  F.  2d  Lt.  by 

purch.  vice  Clinton,  17  F.          do. 

R.  Afr.  CoL  Corps  Ens.  Mahon.  Qua.  Mast.    7  do. 

1  W.  I.  R.    Lt.  Robison,  from  8  Dr.  Capt.  by 

purch.  vice  Broke,  prom.  Cape  C. 
19  June 

2  Ens.  Spence,  Lt  vice  Maclean,  dead 

10  July 

J.  Hanna,  Ens.  do. 

Ceyl.  R.        1st  Lt.  Crofton,  Capt.  vice  Blanken- 

berg,  dead  15  Dec.  1822 

2d  Lt.  Reyne,  1st  Lt.  do. 

E.  A.  Tumour,  2d  Lt  17  July,  1823 

Lt.  Hon.  H.  R.  Molyneaux,  from  10  F. 

Capt  by  purch.  vice  Hunter,  ret. 

9  May 

Capt  H.  Vise,  Barnard,  from  2d  Life 
Gds.  Maj.  by  purch.  viceSpawforth, 
ret  5  July 

Cape  C.  Inf.  Bt  Lt-Col.  O'Malley,  from  h.  p.  60 
F.  Maj.  vice  Broke,  Perm.  Assist 
Qua.  Mast.  Gen.  do. 

Capt.  Hon.  T.  S.  Bathurst,  from  1 
F.  Gds.  Maj.  by  purch.  vice  O'Mal- 
ley, prom.  17  do. 
Gent  Cadet  J.  W.  Dalgety,  from  R.  Mil.  Col. 
Ens.  vice  Watt,  dead          26  June 

3  R.  Vet  Bn.  Capt  Martin,  from  h.  p.  82  F.  Capt 

vice  Young,  ret.  list  3  July 

Capt.  Carey,  from  h.  p.  60  F.  Capt 

vice  Courtenay,  ret  fist     31  July 

Unattached. 

Bt  Lt-Col.  Stanhope,  from  47  F.  Lt- 
Col.  of  Inf.  by  purch.  vice  Col. 
Waller,  R.  Art.  ret.  26  June 

Major  Hewett,  from  22  F.  Lt-Co).  of 
Inf.  by  purch.  vice  Lt-Cpl.  Scott, 
R.  Art  ret.  do. 

Major  Wyndham,  from  67  F.  Lt-Col. 
of  Inf.  by  purch.  vice  Lt-Col.  Owen, 
R.  Art.  ret  do. 

Bt  Lt-Col.  O'Malley,  from  Cape  C. 
Lt-Col.  of  Inf.  by  purch.  vice  Lt- 
Col.  Leake,  R.  Art  ret.  17  July 

Capt  Arbuthnot,  from  28  F.  Maj.  of 
Inf.  by  purch.  vice  Lieut-Col.  F. 
Power,  R.  Art  ret  5  do. 

Lt.  Lord  Fra.  Conyngham,  from  17 
Dr.  Capt.  by  purch.  vice  Bt  Major 
Hon.  H.  Gardner,  R.  Art  ret  do. 

Lt.  Knight,  from  9  Dr.  Capt  by  pur. 
vice  Bt.  Maj.  Light,  R.  Art.  ret 

17  July 

Bt.  Lt-Col.  Brown,  from  85  F.  Lt. 
Col.  of  Inf.  by  purch.  vice  Lt-Col- 
Boger,  R.  Art.  ret.  17  do. 

Roll,  from  72  F.  Lt-Col. 

of  Inf.  by  purch.  vice  Lt-Col.  Vi- 
vien, R.  Art.  ret.  2-1  do. 

Maj.  Payler,  from  10  F.  Lt-Col.  of 
Inf.  by  purch.  vice  M,  Gen.  M.  C. 
D.  Griffith,  ret  51  do. 

Staff. 

Col.  Marlay,  Perm.  Ass.  Qua.  Mast. 
Gen.  Dep.  Qua.  Mast  Gen.  East 
Indies,  vice  Stanhope,  res.  5  do. 

Bt  Lt-Col.  Riddell,  Perm.  Ass.  Qua. 
Mast.  Gen.  and  Lieut-Col,  vice 
Marley  do. 

Bt.  Lt-Col.  Warre,  from  h.  p.  23  Dr. 
Perm.  Ass.  Qua.  Mas.  Gen.  &  Maj. 
vice  Riddell  do. 

Maj.  Broke,  from  Cape  C.  Perm.  Ass. 
Qua.  Mas.  Gen.  and  Maj.  vice  Lt 
Col.  Vere,  h.  p.  60  F.  4  do. 

Commissary  Department. 

Comm.  Clerk  C.  Borret,  Dep.  Assist. 
Com.  Gen.  25  Nov.  1822 

Hospital  Staff. 

Staff  Surg.  Clarke,  Physician  vice 
O'Loary,  dead  3  July 

Ass.  .Surg.  Teevan,  from  31  F.  Assist. 

Surg.  vice  Twining,  Ea*t  Indies 

25  June 


Wyer,  from  h.  p.  81  F.  Ass. 

Surg.  25  June 
Finlayson,  from  8  Dr.  Sup. 

Ass.  Surg.  in  East  Indies,  vice  J. 

Campbell,  30  F.  \  13  do. 

Staff  Surgeon  Schetky,  Dep.  Insp.  of 

Hosp.  in  Africa  only,  vice  Dr  Nicoll, 

dead  7  Aug.  1823 

J.  Young,  Hosp.  Ass.  vice  Donaldson, 

dead  do. 

Ordnance  Department. 
Royal  Art.    Maj.  and  Bt  Lt-Col.  Cary,  Lt-Col. 

vice  Waller,  ret         26  June,  1823 

Maj.  Payne,  Lt-CoL  vice  Scott,  ret 

do. 

Forster,    do.      vice  Owen,  ret. 

do. 
Capt  and  Bt.  Maj.  Younghusband, 

Maj.  vice  Cary  do. 
Crawford,  Maj. 

vice  Payne  do. 

Capt  and  Bt.  Lt-Col.  Sir  A.  Dickson, 

K.C.B.  <$•  K.C.H.  Maj.  vice  Burster, 

do. 

Bull,  Maj.  vice 

F.  Power,  ret  3  July 

Capt.  and  Bt.  Maj.  Coffin,  from  h.  p. 

Capt.  vice  Younghusband  2fi  June 
Wilford,  from  h.p. 

Capt  vice  Crawford  do. 

Capt  Greatley,  from  h.  p.  Capt.  vice 

Dickson  '  do. 
Bastard,  from  h.  p.  Capt  vice 

Bull  3  July 

1st  Lt  Raynes,  2d  Capt        26  June 

Torriano,  do.  do. 

Mainwarring,  do.  do. 

Dalzell,  from  h.  p.  1st  Lieut. 

vice  Sharpin,  h.  p.  1  July 

Qua.   Mast  Gates,  from  h.  p.  Qua. 

Mast,  vice  Elliot,  ret.          25  June 
Royal  Eng.  1st  Lt.  Boldero,  from  h.  p.  1st  Lieut 

vice  Elton,  dead  25  May,  1823 
2d  Lt.  Forbes,  1st  Lt  do. 

Maj.  Farryigton,  Lt-Col.  vice  Bogcr, 

ret  17  do. 

Capt.  and  Bt  Maj.  Egan,  Maj.  do. 
Capt.  Bridge,  from  h.  p.  Capt  do. 
1st  Lt.  Hanwell,  2d  Capt.  do. 

Maj.  Brome,  Lt-Col.  vice  Vivion,  ret. 
24  dc. 
Capt.  and  Bt  Maj.  Hickman,  Maj. 

do. 

2d  Capt  and  Bt.  Maj.  Baynes,  Capt 
do. 

Chaplains. 

Rev.  T.  Ireland,  from  h.  p.  Chaplain 
to  the  Forces  9  July,  1825 

Ejccliaiigcs. 
Col.  Marlay,  from  Staff  Corps,  with  Col.  Lord 

Greenock,  Perm.  Ass.  Quar.  Mas.  Gen. 
Lieut-Col.  Brereton,  from  49  F.  with  Lieut-Col. 

Daniell,  Insp.  Field  Officer,  Recr.  Dist 
Bt.  Maj.  Smith,  from  45  F.  with  Capt.  Hamilton, 

Ceylon  Regt. 
Macdonald,  from  1  F.  with  Bt.    Maj. 

Mitchell,  h.  p.  49  F. 
Capt.  Warrington,  from  8  Dr.  rec.  difT.  between  .1 

full  pay  Troop  and  Com.  with  Capt.  Cartwright, 

h.  p.  7H  F. 
Johnson,  from  8  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with  Capt. 

Campbell,  h.  p.  C3  F. 
Chancellor,  from  61  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Capt 

Wolfe,  h.  p. 
L'Estrange,  from  66  F.  with  Capt.  Hamill, 

2  W.  I.  Regt 
Cooper,  from  Ceyl.  Reg.  with  Capt.  Taree, 

h.  p.  3  Ceylon  Regt. 
Lieut.  Willey,  from  3  Dr.  Gds.  rec.  diff.  with  Lt. 

Lt  Mecham,  h.  p.  19  Dr. 
Robbins,  from    1  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 

Robinson,  h.  p.  8  Dr. 
Rowe,   from  75  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut 

Marshall,  h.  p.  7  F. 
Burleigh,  from  83  F.  with  Lt.  Somerfield, 

h.  p.  2  Ceylon  Regt. 

Nunn,  from  7  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Cornet  Al- 
lan, h.  p.  18  Dr. 
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Lt  &  Adj.  M'Kenzie,  from  66  F.  with  Lt.  &  Adj. 

Nowlan,  h.  p.  Nov.  Scotia  Fenc. 
Ens.  &  Lt.  Berkley,  from  Coldst  Gds.  with  Ens. 

Dent,  61  F. 
Corn.  Macmurdo,  from  8  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with  Corn. 

Mallet,  h.  p.  21  Dr. 
Sir  T.  W.  White,  Bart,  from  5  Dr.  rec.  diff. 

with  Corn.  Phillipps,  h.  p.  10  Dr. 
Ensign  Ramsden,  from  77  F.  with  2d  Lt.  Kellett, 

Rifle  Brig. 

England,  fm.5  F.  with  Ens.  Derinzy,  11  F. 


Paym.  Darby,  from  8  Dr.  with  Paym.  Whitaker 

h.  p.  21  Dr. 

Bourke,  fm.  17  F.  with  Paym.  Alsop,  44  F. 

Lt-Col.  Jordan,  from  2  F.  with  Lt.-Col.  Rolt, 

h.  p. 
Bt.  Lt-Col.  Thorn,  from  3  F.  with  Capt.  Foley, 

h.  p.  Portugu.  Serv. 
Bt.  Maj.  Byne,  from  17  Dr.  with  Captain  Scott, 

4  Dr. 
Capt.  Stewart,  from  91  F.  with  Bt.  Maj.  Creigh- 

ton,  h.  p.  55  F. 

Booth,  from  8  F.  with  Capt.  Hailes,  41  F. 

Hall,  from  51  F.  with  Capt.  Shaw,  h.  p. 

25  Dr. 
Maclean,  from  40  F.  with  Capt.  Montagu, 

81  F. 

Butler,  from  54  F.  with  Capt.  Walsh,  80.  F. 

Gunn,  from  95  F.  with  Capt.  Fraser,  h.  p. 

71  F. 
Nosworthy,  from  2  W.  I,  R.  with  Capt 

Wilson,  h.  p.  91  F. 
Lieut.  Macbean,  from  6  F.  with  Lieut  Hohne, 

64  F. 
Evans,  from  17  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 

Nagel,  h.  p. 
Congreve  from  20  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut 

Macalester,  h.  p.  55  F. 
Rhodes,  from  39  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut 

Bouverie,  h.  p.  49  F. 
Campbell,  from  52  F.  with  Lieut.  Hill, 

h.  p.  49  F. 
Keating,  from  57  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut 

Gray,  W.  I.  Ran. 

Rose  from  93  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut.  Wil- 
son, h.  p. 
Ensign  Nicolls,  from  72  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Ensign 

Stewart,  h.  p.  59.  F. 
Magee,  from  I.  W.  R.  rec.  diff.  with  Ensign 

Boyd,  h.  p.  5  F. 

Resignations  and  Retirements. 
Major  Gen.  Griffith,  late  of  Gren.  Gds. 
Colonel  Waller,  R.  Art. 

Sir  Robert  Hill,  Royal  Ho.  Gds. 

„  ottley,  70  F. 

Lieut-Col.  Beatty,  7  F. 

S».  *>    R.  Art 

0>  ft,  do. 

F.  Power,  do. 

Boger,  do. 

•  Leake,  do. 

Roger,  R.  Art 

Vivion,  do. 

Major  Spawforth,  2d  Ceylon  Regt. 

Bethune,  78  F. 

Hon.  H.  Gardner,  Royal  Art 

Light,  do. 

Dougan,  4  Dr.  Gds. 

Irwin,  5  Dr.  Gds. 

Gordon,  2  F. 

Captain  Bertridge,  12  F. 

Gladwin,  17  F. 

A.  Bernard,  sen.  84  F. 

Hunter,  2d  Ceylon  Regt. 

Harrington,  8  Dr. 

Carpenter,  15  Dr. 

Clarke,  6  F. 

Lieut  Close,  48  F. 

Bloomfield,  do. 

Wharton,  8  Dr. 

Ensign  Hume,  95  F. 

Hume,  95  F. 

Hos.  Assist.  Young. 

Corn.  &  Sub-Lieut  Lord  Muncaster,  2  Life  Gds. 

2d  Lieut.  Ranken,  Royal  Engin. 

Quart.  Mast.  Nourse,  Wilts  Mil. 


Removed. 

Major  Bristow,  h.  p.  38  F. 
Deaths. 

Gen.  Sir  C.  Asgill,  Bt.   G.C.H.  11  F.  London, 

25  July,  1823 
Lieut-Gen.  W.  Doyle,  late  of  62  F. 

Thos.  Bridges,  E.  Ind.  Comp.  Serv. 

A.  L.  Layard,  of  late  2  R.  Vet.  Bn. 

Major- General  Sir  Dennis  Pack,    K.C.B.  84  F. 

Lt-Gov.  Plymouth,  London,  24  July,  1823 
Hon.  A.  Sentleger,  E.  Ind.  Comp. 

Ser.  Morgan,  at  Crofton  Hall,  Kent,  24  July,1823 
John  Hall,  nearMansfield, 

26  July,  1823 

Griffith,  late  of  1  F.  G.       7  Aug. 

Colonel  Loftus,  Coldst.  Gds.  July,  1823 
O'Toole,  h.  p.  2  Irish  Brig.  Newton  Lodge, 

Wexford 

Decken,  h.  p.  Foreign  Vet  Bn.  Osnabruck, 

9  Feb.  1825 

Lieut-Col.  Hutchins,  3  Dr.  2  July,  1823 
Lambton,  h.  p.  33  F.  Huigin,  Ghant, 

near  Nagpore,  2t»  Jan.  181'3 

Beatty,  late  of  7  F.  Windsor,     2  July 

Lawrence,  late  of  13  Dr.,  Brompton, 

Middlesex,  11  Aug. 

Mauriage,  h.  p.  60  F.  Mabeuge,     13  June 

Major    Blanckenberg,    Ceylon    Regt.    Alipoote, 

Kandy,  14  Dec.  1822 
Scot,  h.  p.  Sicilian  Regt,  Cow-hill,  near 

Dumfries,  31  Oct  1822 

Stewart,  h.  p.  96  F.  21  June,  1823 

Captain  Jenkins,  12  F.  Sheerness,  23  July 

Rawlins,  14  F.  Meerut,  Bengal,    16  Jan. 

Chapman,  h.  p.  68  F.  Liverpool,  10  June 

Rathbone,  h.  p.  Lieut  20  Dr.  Adjt  to 

Brecon  Mil.  Brecon,  28  May 

Tottenham,  h.  p.  Inv.  Ireland,    10  Mar. 

Janssen,  h.  p.  2  Hussars,  Germ.  Legion, 

Bergedorff,  near  Hamburgh,  21  May 

Boyd,  9  F. 

Williamson,  h.  p.  129  F.  Edinburgh, 

7  March,  1823 

Crichton,  h.  p.  Indep.  Edinburgh, 

14  May 
G.  Meyer,  h.  p.  2  Lt.  Inf.  Germ.  Leg. 

Hanover.  16  March 

Lieut  Mainwarring,  1  F.  Trichinopoly,  Madras, 

10  Feb. 

Gourlay,  h.  p.  7  F.  Edinburgh,      29  April 

Keowen,  17  F.  Fort  William,  8  Dec.  1822 

Lascelles,  34  F.  on  passage  from  India,  1 823 

Huston,  58  F.  Berhampore,  Bengal,  8  Feb. 

Marsh,  45  F.  Penang,  Colombo,14Oct.l822 

Windsor,  69  F. 

Brooke,  75  F.  Clifton,  13  July,  1823 

T.  Cochrane,  Rifle  Brig. 

Elton,  Royal  Engineers 

M'Millan,  ret  list,  4  Vet.  Bn    Prescott, 

Canada,  30  Jan. 

Hobson,  do.  at  William  Henry,  Quebec, 

13  Dec.  1822 

O'Sullivan,  ret  list.  1  .Vet.  Bn.  Budd, 

Holland,  22  April,  1825 

Pabner,  h.  p.  71  F.  Sierra  Leone,     7  May 

Byrne,  h.  p.  53  F.  on  pass,  from  Madras, 

23  April 
Witte,  h.  p.  2  Hussars,  German  Legion, 


Hanover,  21  June 

Sinclair,  Ross,  &c.  MiL  22  Aug. 

Creagh,  8  Dr.  Ipswich,  3  Aug. 

Yates,  ret.  list.  9  Vet.  Bn.  Irel.  6  July 

Cathcart,  h.  p.  64  F.  Glasgow,  12  do. 

Scott,  h.  p.  94  F.  17  May 

James,  h.  p.  Cape  Regt.  21  July 
Gregg,  2d  Surrey  MiK 


Appointments  Cancelled. 
Ensign  N.  L.  Macleod,  42  F. 
Hamilton,  78  F. 


Lawson,  R.  Art.  at  Woolwich,       10  Aug. 

Drysdale,  h.  p.  I  Line  Bn.  Ger.  Leg.  Lon- 
don, 13  April 

Ensign  Geddes,  83  F.  Ratuapore,  Ceylon,  3  Jan. 

Martyn,  h.  p.  124  F.  Newhaven,  Sussex, 

5  April 

Earles,  ret.  Invalids,  Cork,  24  Apr. 

Daly,  h.  p.  5  F.  Edgeworth  Town,  Irel. 

23  March 

M'Laughlin,  h.  p.  3  W.  Ind.  Reg.  Tortola, 

22  Nov.  1822 

Paym.  Fox,  2  W.  I.  R.  Sierra  Leone,       15  April 
Rose,  h.  p.  59  F.  Dublin,  19  Mar. 


Appoinimenift,  Promotions., 


L>pt. 


Paym.  O'Meara,  h.  p.  Afr.  Corps,  Sierra  Leone, 

11  May 

-  Harrison.  Galway  Mil.  22  June 

Archbokl,  Meath  Mil. 

Adjt.  Brown,  h.  p.  !)fi  F. 

Quar.  Mas.  Walsh,  45  F.  Colombo,  51  Jan. 

Anderson,  h.  p.  22  Dr.  Killerandia, 

9  June 

Logan,  h.  p.  1  Dr.  Gds.  Dublin,  24  do. 

Jolly,  4  Dr.  G.  Newbridge  Bar.  Dub- 
lin, 5  July,  1825 

-. Sands,  h.  p.  Tarleton's  Dr.  Delaware, 

New  YorK,  11  June,  1821 

Holt,  h.  p.  Anc.  Brit.  Fen.  Cav. 

Wrexham,  1  July,  1825 

Assist.  Cominis.  Gen.  W.  Lane,  Newfoundland, 

2  May 


Afi'tllcttl  Depfwfment. 
Dr  Nieol,  Dep.  Insp.  Sierra  Leone,  April 

—  O'Leary,  Physician,  Isle  of  Wight,       27  June 

—  Scott,  h.  p.  Surgeon,  M  F.  Armagh,      £6  do. 
Surg.  Carey,  21  F.  Demarary,          22  June,  1825 
Bennot,  h.  p.  U.  Art. 

—  Duigan,  Surg.  2  VV    Ind.  Reg.  Sierra  Leone, 

5  do. 

J.  D.  Eraser,  h.  p.  R.  Art. 

Assist.  Surg.  Norman,  h.  p.  York  Hang.  Langport, 
10  Mar. 

Hosp.  Assist.  Kinnis,  Sierra  Leone,  27  May 

Staff  As.  Surg.  Finlayson,  late  of  8  Dr.  on  passage 
from  Calcutta. 

Hosp.  As.  Alexander,  Ithaca,  Medi- 
terranean, 25  May 

Mackay,  Africa,  8  June 


BIRTHS,  MARRIAGES,  AND  DEATHS. 


BIRTHS. 

July  1.  In  Northumberland  Street,  Mrs  Cook, 
of  a  daughter. 

•2.  At  Craigflower,  Mrs  Blackburn,  of  Killearn, 
of  a  son. 

5.  In  Charlotte  Street,  Leith,  Mrs  J.  Dudgeon, 
of  a  daughter. 

4.  At  Ballygiblin,  county  of  Cork,  the  Lady  of 
William  Wrixon  Beeher,  Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

5.  At  Hopetoun  House,  the  Countess  of  Hope- 
to  un,  of  a  daughter. 

6.  At  (  raigleith  House,  Mis  Fleming,  of  a  son. 

—  In  George  Street,  Mrs  William  Burn,  of  a 
son. 

—  At  Queensferry,  the  wife  of  the  Rev.  Thomas 
Dimma,  of  a  son. 

8.  At  Geneva,  the  Lady  of  Major-General  Sir 
William  Inglis,  K.C.B.  of  a  son. 

9.  At  Portobello,  the  Lady  of  Donald  Charles 
Cameron,  Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  the  Lady  of  Sir  James  Mont- 
gomery. Bart.,  M.P.  of  a  son. 

13.  At  Beaver  Hall,  near  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Ma- 
jor Bogle,  of  a  daughter. 

14.  Mrs  Baillie  of  Culterallers,  of  a  still-born 
son. 

—  At  Woodslee,  the  Lady  of  George  Scott  El- 
liott, Esq.  of  Larrieston,  of  a  daughter. 

15.  At  21,  Salisbury  Street,  Mrs  Michael  An- 
derson, of  a  son. 

Hi.  At  22,  Castle  Street,  Mrs  Macfarlan,  of  a 
son. 

19.  At  Cockenzie,  Mrs  H.  F.  Cadell,  of  a  son. 

—  At  Otterston,  Fifeshire,  the  Lady  of  Rear- 
Admiral  Moubrav,  C.  B.  of  a  daughter. 

20.  At  Edinburgh,  the  Lady  of  John  Archibald 
Campbell,  Esq.  of  a  son. 

22.  At  Casilecraig,  the  Hon.  Lady  Gibson  Car- 
miehael,  of  a  son. 
25.  At  Abercrombie  Manse,  Mrs  Swan,  of  a  son. 

—  At  Denmark  Hill,  Middlesex,  the  Lady  of 


10.  The  Hon.  Mrs  Sinclair,  wife  of  George 
Sinclair,   Esq.   (late  M.  P.  for  Caithness,)  of  a 
daughter. 

11.  At  Relugas,  the  lady  of  Sir  Thomas  Lauder 
Dick,  of  Fountainhall,  Bart,  of  a  daughter. 

—  In  Bedford  Square,  London,  the  lady  of  An- 
drew Spottiswoode,  Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Acton  Villa,  the  lady  of  John  Gordon,  of 
a  son  and  heir. 

16.  At  Edinburgh,  Lady  Isabella  Wemyss,  of  a 
son. 

17.  At  Grange  Hill,  the  lady  of  Charles  Hope 
Reid,  Esq.  R.  N.  of  a  daughter. 

18.  In  York  Place,  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Wishart, 
of  a  son. 

19.  At  Netherlay,  Mrs  Silver,  of  a  son. 

20.  At  Leith  Liriks,  the  lady  of  R.  D.  Menzies, 
Esq.  of  a  son. 

20.  hi  Forth  Street,  Mrs  A.  Brodie,  of  a  son. 

21.  At  Pitrithie  House,  Mrs  Mackenzie,  of  a 
daughter. 

—  At  Springhill,  the  lady  of  Geo.  Forbes,  Esq. 
of  a  son. 

—  At  Brinkburn  Abbey,  Northumberland,  the 
lady  of  Major  Grey,   Royal   Scots   Greys,   of  a 
daughter. 

25.  At  Camberwell,  Surrey,  Mrs  Dudgeon,  of  a 
daughter. 

—  At  Dysart,  Fifeshire,  the  Lady  of  John  R. 
Black,  Esq.  R.  N.  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Glasgow,  Mrs  Dr  Meikleham,  of  a  son. 

—  The  lady  of  Thomas  Gilford,  Esq.  of  Fairy 
Bank,  Shetland,  of  a  son  and  heir. 

—  In  Drummond  Place,  Mrs  Douglas,   of  a 
daughter. 

27.  At  VVhitehouse,  Burntsfield,  the  Right  Hon. 
Lady  Eleanor  Balfour,  of  a  son. 

Lately,  At  Gosspaul,  Leicestcrsnire,  the  Coun- 
toss  Howe,  of  a  son 

—  In  Hill  Street,   Edinburgh,    the  Lady  of 
Charles  Stuart  Allan  Hay,  C.  B.  C.  K.  M.  E.  of  a 


C.  D.  Gordon,  Esq.  of  a  daughter.  daughter. 

24.  At  No.  3,  Roxburgh  Place,  Mrs  J.  R.  Skin-         —  At  Great  Russel  Street,  London,  the  Lady  of 


ner,  of  a  son. 
2;>.  At  Kirkaldy,  Mrs  Stark,  of  a  son. 

26.  At  Aberdeen,  the  Lady  of  Major  Hender- 
son, Royal  Engineers,  of  a  daughter. 

27.  At  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Thornton,  wife  of  Ma- 
jor Thornton,  15th  Light  Dragoons,  of  a  daugh- 
ter. 

29.  At  Holdernesse  House,  the  Marchioness  of 
Londonderry,  of  a  daughter. 

51.  At  Silver  Mills,  Mrs  Colonel  Macbean,  of 
a  son. 

Auff.  1.  At  Melrose,  Mrs  Curie,  of  a  son. 

3.  At  Nottingham  Place,  Mrs  R.  H.  Barber,  of 
"  daughter. 

—  At  the  Royal  Circus,  Mrs  Walter  Dickson,  of 
a  son. 

—  At  South  Street,  Grosvenor  Square,  London, 
the  lady  of  Henry  Lindesay  Bethune,  Esq.  of  a 
daughter. 

4.  Viscountess  Torrington,  of  two  sons. 

5.  At  Gogar   House,  the  lady  of  A.  Maitland 
Gibson,  Esq.  younger  of  Clifton  Hall,  of  a  daugh- 

—  At  Crosshall,  Mrs  Marjoribanks,  of  a  son. 

8.  In  Castle  Street,  Mrs  Cheyne,  of  a  daughter. 

9.  At  Leith,  Mrs  Edward  D.  Alison,  of  a  daugh- 

—  At  Howard  Pla-e,  the  lady  of  Captain  T. 
Hamilton,  ot  a  daughter. 


James  Loch,  Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

MARRIAGES. 

Nov.  28,  1822.  At  Boolunshur,  East  Indies, 
Hugh  Smyth  Mercer,  of  the  Hon.  East  India  Com- 
pany's Medical  Service,  Bengal  Establishment, 
youngest  son  of  the  deceased  Hugh  Smyth  Mercer, 
Esq.  writer  to  the  signet,  to  Frances,  fourth  daugh- 
ter of  the  late  Lieut.-General  Hugh  Stafford,  of 
the  Bengal  army 

Dec.  22.  At  Padang,  William  Purves,  Esq.  Com- 
mander of  the  Baron  Vender  Capellen,  in  the 
Dutch  East  India  service,  to  Cornelia  Louisa, 
daughter  of  -  Intrxld,  Esq. 

July  1,  1825.  At  Edinburgh,  the  Rev.  Thomas 
Henry  Yorke,  M.  A.  vicar  of  Bishop  Middleham, 
county  of  Durham,  and  rector  of  St  Cuthbert's, 
York,  to  Maria,  daughter  of  the  late  Major-Gene- 
ral the  Hon.  Mark  Napier. 

—  At  Fortrose,  the  Rev.  Robert  Milne,  Chap- 
lain of  Fort  George,  to  Jane  Gordon,  third  daugh- 
ter of  Colin  Matheson,  Esq.  of  Bennetsfield. 

—  Mr  John  Harrison,  merchant,  Edinburgh,  to 
Christiana,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late  John 
Baillie,  Esq. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Adam  Wylie,  Esq.  Smeaton, 
to  Mary,  daughter  of  the  late  Hew  Burn,  Esq. 
North  Berwick. 

2.  At  Largs,  D.  K.  Sandford,  Esq.  Professor  of 
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Greek  in  the  University  of  Glasgow,  to  Miss  Char- 
nock,  only  daughter  of  the  late  Robert  Charnoek, 
Esq. 

Z.  At  Kelso,  the  Rev.  James  Porteous,  Jed- 
burgh,  to  Margaret,  daughter  of  the  late  Mr  Ro- 
bison,  merchant,  Jedburgh. 

5.  At  Elgin,  Patrick  Cameron,  Esq.  writer,  to 
Ann,  daughter  of  George  Feiiton,  Esq.  sheriff-sub- 
stitute of  Elginshire. 

—  At  London,  the  Hon.  Mr  Henry  Lascelles, 
second  son  of  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Harewood,_ 
to  Lady  Louisa  Thynne,  second  eldest  daughter  of 
the  Ma'rquis  and  Marchioness  of  Bath. 

7.  At  Liverpool,  Ralph  Smith,  Esq.  of  Edin- 
burgh, to  Sarah  Phillips,  eldest  daughter  of  the 
late  Captain  Bridge,  of  the  Hon.  East  India  Com- 
pany's service. 

—  At  Gilmorc  Place,  the  Rev.  Alexander  Mae- 
pherson,  minister  of  the  parish  of  Golspie,  Suther- 
landshire,  to  Agnes,  second  daughter  of  the  late 
Robert  Young,  Esq.  writer  in  Edinburgh. 

8.  At  Edinburgh,  Robert  Davidson,  Esq.  bank- 
er, Alloa,  to  Joan,  daughter  of  John  Matthewson, 
Esq.  Clerk  Street. 

9.  The  Rev.  Alexander  Harvey,  Kilmarnock, 
to  Mary,  youngest  daughter  of  Mr  Walter  Snow- 
den,  Edinburgh. 

10.  At  London,  Alexander  W.  R.  Macdonald, 
Esq.  eldest  son  of  Major-General  the  Hon.  Godfrey 
Bosville,  and  nephew  of  Lord  Macdonald,  to  Miss 
Bayard,  daughter  of  the  late  Colonel  Bayard. 

1.'.  At  Bermuda,  Rear- Admiral  Fahie,  C.B. 
K.S.F.  Commander-in-Chief  on  the  North  Ame- 


373 


3.  At  Dalkeith,  by  the  Rev.  John  Thomson  of 
Newbattle,  Captain  J.  Little^  of  the  Hon.  East 
India  Company's  Service,   to  Lucy  Anne,  only 
daughter  of  the  late  Colonel  Willey,  of  his  Ma- 
jesty's 4th  Dragoon  Guards. 

4.  At  PortobeUo,  by  the  Rev.  Patrick  Macfar- 
lane  of  Polmont,  John  Thomson,  Esq.  of  Inner- 
avon,  to  Janet,  only  daughter  of  the  late  William 
Walker,  Esq.  of  Holeflat. 

5.  At  St  Mary's,  Lambeth,  George  Logan,  Esq. 
W.  S.  to  Marion,  second  daughter  of  Thomas 
Manson,  Esq.  of  Lambeth  Terrace. 

—  At  Blair,  Alex.  Scott,   Esq.  of  Trinity,  to 
Madeline,  second  daughter  of  William  Blair,  Esq. 
of  Blair. 

6.  At  Cossey  Hall,  Norfolk,  Thomas  A.  Fraser 
of  Lovat,   Esq.   to  Charlotte  Georgiana,   eldest 
daughter  of  Sir  George  Jerningham,  Bart.     The 
happy  pair  soon  thereafter  set  off  for  Scotland. 

7.  At  Bath,   John  Campbell,   Esq.  Adjutant, 
Royal  Marines,  to  Catherine,  youngest  daughter 
of  Colonel  Savary. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  W.  B.  Orr,  writer,  Salt- 
coats,  to  Jane,  eldest  daughter  of  John  Macfar- 
lane,  Esq.  St  Bernard's  Place,  Stockbridge. 

—  At  Totteridgf,  Herts,  the  Hon.  Captain  Gran- 
ville  George  Waldegrave.  R.  N.  eldest  son  of  Ad- 
miral Lord  Radstock,  G.C.B.  to  Esther  Caroline, 
youngest  daughter  of  the  late  John  Puget,  Esq. 
of  Totterid^e,  Herts. 

'     8.  Isaac  Bayley,   Esq.   Duke  Street,  to  Miss 
Baird,  daughter  of  Principal  Baird,  Edinburgh. 
11.  At  Manse  of  Towie,  the  Rev.  Adam  Smith, 
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rican  station,  to  Mary  Esther,  daughter  of  the      minister  of  that  parish,  to  Isabella,  daughter  of 


Hon  Augustus  William  Harvey,  M.D.  one  of  the 
Members  of  his  Majesty's  Council  of  that  Island. 

15.  Mr  Alexander  Williamson,  surgeon,  Edin- 
burgh, to  Jane,  only  daughter  of  the  late  Mr  James 
Sibbald,  shipmaster,  Leith. 

17.  At  London,  Colonel  Mackinnon,  to  Anne 
Jane,  eldest  daughter  of  John  Dent,  Esq.  M.  P. 

19.  At  Stockholm,  the  King  of  Sweden's  son, 
the  Crown  Prince  Oscar,  to  the  Princess  Leucht- 
enberg,  daughter  of  Prince  Eugene  Beauharnois, 
son  of  Josephine,  late  Empress  of  France. 

21.  At  Bishop's  Court,  near  Dublin,  (the  seat  of 
the  Right  Hoi!.  George  Ponsonby,)  Earl  Fitzwil- 
liarn,  to  Lady  Ponsonby.  His  Lordship  has  attain- 
ed his  73th  year,  her  Ladyship  her  70th. 

22.  At  Midlem  Manse,  Andrew  Buehan,  Esq. 
Midlem,  to  Helen,  youngest  daughter  of  Mr  Tho- 
mas M'Clellandof  Orchardton,  Wigtonshire. 

23.  In  George  Square,  Henry  Murray,  Esq.  to 
Miss  Charlotte  Burlin. 

—  At  Elgin,  Alexander  Bremner,  Esq.  (late  3d 
Foot),  surgeon  in  KeHh,  to  Eliza,  eldest  daughter 
of  Lieut. -Colonel  A.  Grant. 

—  At  Newhall,  William  Davidson,  Esq.  writer 
in  Glasgow,  to  Anne,  eldest  daughter  of  William 
Hussey,  Esq. 

24.  The  Rev.  James  Stuart  Murray  Anderson, 
M.A.  of  Baliol  College,  Oxford,  to  Barbara  Char- 
lotte, second  daughter  of  the  late  George  Wrough- 
ton,  Esq.  of  Newington  House,  Oxfordshire. 

28.  At  Wellington  Place,  Leith,  Mr  Robert  Do- 
naldson, of  the  Commercial  Bank,  to  Eliza,  young- 
est daughter  of  Mr  George  Anderson,  builder. 

29.  At  the  Manse  of  Wilton,  the  Rev.  Joseph 
Thomson,  minister  of  Ednam,  to  Margaret  Hun- 
ter, daughter  of  the  Rev.  Dr  Hardie,  minister  of 
Ashkirk. 

—  At  London,  Lord  Viscount  Sidmouth,  to  the 
Hon.  Mrs  Townsend,  daughter  of  Lord  Stowell, 
and  widow  of  Thomas  Townsend,  Esq.  of  Honing- 
ton  Hall,  county  of  Warwick. 

31.  At  Portobello,  Lieut.  J.  R.  Forrest,  R.  N. 
to  Mary  Munro,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late 
James  Cockburn,  Esq.  Haddington. 

—  At  Blunham,  Bedfordshire,  Richard  Hel- 
ley,  Esq.  of  Wilton,  to  Carolina  La>titia,  eldest 
daughter  of  John  Campbell,  Esq.  of  Dunoon. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Rich  Poole,  M.D.  to  Jane, 
eldest  daughter  of  the  late  Mr  John  Caird,  sur- 
veyor of  taxes. 

Aug.  2.  At  St  Pancras,  Alex.  Delisser,  Esq. 
surgeon,  to  Deborah,  eldest  daughter  of  the  late 
John  Crawford,  Esq.  Quebec ;  on  the  same  day, 
Samuel  James  Douglas,  Esq.  Polmunckshead,  to 
Agnes  Dickie,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late  John 
Crawford,  Esq. 

—  At  Cheltenham,  John  Orrock,  Esq.  of  Or- 
rock,  Aberdeenshire,  to  Mary,  youngest  daughter 
of  the  late  James  Cockburn,  Esq.  of  Lime  Street 
Square,  London. 


Mr  Alex.  Smith,  Tarland. 

—  At  Leith,  Robert  Ainslie,  Esq.  to  Mary, 
daughter  of  James  Ainslie,  Esq. 

12.  At  Badmington,  Glocestershire,  the  lion. 
Fred.  Calthorpe,  to  the  Right  Hon.  Lady  Char- 
lotte Somerset,  eldest  daughter  of  the  Duke  of 
Beaufort. 

—  At  St  George's  Church,   Hanover  Square, 
London,  F.  A.  Cunynghame,  Esq.  son  of  Sir  Wil- 
liam Augustus  Cunynghame,  Bart,  to  Ann,  young- 
est daughter  of  Edward  Earl,  Esq.  Chairman  of 
the  Board  of  Customs,  for  Scotland. 

—  At  Mauldslie  Castle,  John  Geo.  Hamilton, 
Esq.  Glasgow,  to  Christina,  youngest  daughter  of 
Henry  Monteith,  ^sq.  of  Carstairs,  M.  P. 

14.  At  the  Manse  of  Thurso,  John  Sutherland, 
Esq.  late  Captain  3d  Foot  or  Buffs,  to  Catherine, 
eldest  daughter  of  the  Rev.  William  Mackintosh, 
minister  of  that  place. 

15.  At  Kirktonflekl,  William  Morris,  Esq.  Perth, 
Upper  Canada,  to  Elizabeth,  eldest  daughter  of 
John  Cochrane,  Esq.  Kirktonfield. 

—  At  EdinbuYgh,  Mr  Thomas  Gibson,  Laid- 
lawsteel,  to  Margaret,  youngest  daughter  of  the 
late  Mr  Robert  Horsburgh,  Vair. 

19.  At  London,  Capt.  Franklin,  R.  N.  to  Elea- 
nor Anne,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late  William 
Pot-den,  Esq. 

21.  AtPitliver  House,  Fifeshire,  Charles  Charle- 
ton,  Esq.  M.D.  to  Elizabeth,  third  daughter  of 
the  late  William  Reed,  Esq.  North  Shields. 

26.  At  Mollance,  Richard  Carson,  Esq.  of  Li- 
verpool, merchant,  to  Elizabeth,  youngest  daugh- 
ter of  John  Napier,  Esq.  of  Mollance. 

26.  At  Buccleuch  Place,  the  Rev.  J.  Stevenson, 
to  Laura  Turton,  daughter  of  John  Gordon,  Esq. 

29.  At  Edinburgh,  on  the  29th  ult.  Geo.  Bro- 
die,  Esq.  advocate,  to  Rachel,  youngest  daughter 
of  the  late  Major  David  Robertson,  Assistant- 
Barrackmaster-General,  N.  B. 

DEATHS. 

Sept.  1822.  At  Hobocken,  near  New  York,  Mrs 
Thomas  Allen,  formerly  of  Tweedside,  Peebles. 

Nov.  3.  In  Bengal,  in  the  59th  year  of  his  age, 
40  of  which  he  had  served  in  India,  Lieut.-Colo- 
nel  James  Maxwell,  youngest  son  of  the  late  John 
Maxwell,  Esq.  of  Broomholm. 

Jan.  1825.  At  Maticapoora,  Island  of  Ceylon, 
Ensign  Robert  Graham e  Geddes,  of  the  83d  Re- 
giment, eldest  son  of  the  late  Lieut.-Colonel  Wil- 
liam Geddes,  of  the  same  Regiment. 

Jan.  20.  Lieut-Colonel  William  Lambton,  Su- 
perintendent of  the  Grand  Trigonometrical  Sur- 
vey in  India,  while  proceeding,  in  the  execution 
of  his  duty,  from  Hydrabad  towards  Nagpoor,  at 
Hingiu  Ghaunt,  50  miles  south  of  the  latter  place, 
aged  67. 

29.  At  the  Presidency,  Madras,  Lieutenant  and 
Adjutant  William  Graham,  of  the  1st  battalion 
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1 4th  Regiment  Native  Infantry,  and  only  survi- 
ving  son  of  Mrs  Graham  of  Longtown. 

MOT.  7-  At  Serampore,  of  cholera  morbus,  hav- 
ing been  ill  only  one  day,  the  Rev.  William  Ward, 
Baptist  Missionary  at  that  place. 

15.  In  camp,  at  Doolia,  Brevet  Captain  William 
Graham  Thomson,  of  the  7th  Regiment  of  Bom- 
bay Native  Infantry,  and  Brigade-Major  to  the 
Forces  at  Mulligaum.  The  death  of  this  brave  arid 
excellent  officer  will  be  regretted  by  the  whole  ar- 
my. The  service  has  lost  a  most  distinguished 
member,  and  his  numerous  friends  a  most  rtonour- 
able  and  pleasant  companion.— Bombay  Govern- 
ment Paper, 

20.  On  the  passage  from  India,  on  board  his 
Majesty's  ship  Termagant,  Mr  Charles  Stodart, 
son  of  Robert  Stodart,  Esq.  Queen  Street,  Edin- 
burgh. 

April  8.  At  St  George's,  Island  of  Grenada, 
James,  son  of  the  Rev.  Mr  Urquhart  of  Rosskeen, 
Ross-shire. 

30.  At  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  Captain  Pear- 
son, late  Commander  of  the  Hon.  Company's  ship 
General  Hewitt 

May  7.  In  the  Island  of  St  Vincent,  James  M'- 
Caul.'Esq.  of  Belvidere. 

June  10.  At  Demerara,  Peter  Grant,  Esq.  many 
years  resident  in  that  colony. 

—  At  Quebec,  Laughlan  Smith,  Esq.  Seignior 
of  St  Dennis  and  La  Poeatiere.     Mr  Smith  was  a 
native  of  Inverness,  and  is  supposed  to  have  been 
upwards  of  100  years  of  age.     He  served  as  a  pri- 
vate in  General  Wolfe's  Army  at  the  taking  of 
Quebec. 

30.  At  Siena  Leone,  of  the  malignant  fever 
which  has  for  some  time  raged  in  that  colony,  Ed- 
ward Fitzgerald,  Esq.  Chief  Justice  of  that  settle- 
ment. 

Jvly\.  At  Shrewsbury,  Admiral  George  Bowen. 

—  At  the  Manse  of  Newhills,  the  Rev.  George 
Allan. 

2.  In  London,  Major  Stewart,  son  of  Alexander 
Stewart,  Esq.  of  Huntfield,  Lanarkshire. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Major  Walter  Macgibbon, 
late  of  the  57th  regiment,  eldest  son,  and,  in  Ca- 
diz, in  December  last,  Mr  Archibald  Macgibbon, 
surgeon  in  that  city,  fifth  son  of  the  late  Neil  Mac- 
gibbon,  Esq.  Inverary. 

—  At  St  Ann's  Brae,  Mr  Thomas  Shade,  seed 
and  nurseryman. 

3.  At  Greenock,  John  Gardner,  at  the  advanced 
age  of  103.     He  was  a  native  of  Crawfordsdyke, 
and  was  born  in  ]  720. 

4.  At  No  20,  George  Street,  Mrs  Sarah  Jones, 
wife  of  Mr  Jones,  of  the  Theatre  Royal,  Edin- 
burgh. 

—  Margaret  Jane  Boswell,  youngest  daughter 
of  the  Rev.  Thomas  Gray,  Kirkaldy. 

—  At  Corstorphine,  Mr  George  Home,  senior, 
writer  in  Edinburgh. 

—  At  the  Manse  of  Kilrenny,  Ann,  wife  of  the 
Rev.  James  Brown,  minister  of  that  parish. 

5.  At  Edinburgh,  the  Rev.  Joseph  M'Intyre, 
D.D.  minister  of  the  parish  of  Glenorchy,  in  the 
89th  year  of  his  age,  and  65th  of  his  ministry. 

6.  At  Penrith,  William  Kerr,  Esq.  youngest  son 
of  the  deceased  Charles  Kerr,  Esq.  late  of  Abbot- 
rule. 

—  At  Murrayfield,  Mrs  Edmondstoune  of  New- 
ton. 

—  At  Aberdeen,  Mrs  Ann  Morrison,  widow  of 
the  Rev.  A.  M  earns,  Minister  of  Cluny. 

7.  At  Penrith,  Henry  Thomson,  eldest  son  of 
the  Rev.  Dr  Thomson,  minister  of  the  Presbyte- 
rian Congregation  in  that  place. 

—  At  North  Berwick,  Robert  Oliver,  Esq.  sur- 
geon there. 

—  At  Perth,  Henry  Lawrie,  Esq.  of  Lacestown. 

8.  At  Ardovie,  Mrs  Speid,  of  Ardovie. 

—  At  Wansworth,  Surrey,  Archibald  Leslie, 
Esq. 

—  At  Ceres,  Jean  Isabella,  eldest  daughter  of 
Robert  Campbell,  Esq.  of  Dalserf. 

9.  At  his  house,  Greenend,  near  Edinburgh, 
Richard  Barnard,  Esq. 

—  Grace,  infant  daughter  of  Mr  Colin  Camp- 
bell, Lochdochart. 

—  At  Duddingstone,  Elizabeth  Frances,  only 
daughter  of  Mr  William  Milne,  merchant  in  Edin- 
burgh. 

10.  At  Pitcaithley,  Isaac  Watt,  merchant,  Dun- 
dee. 

—  At  Port  Seaton,  Agnes  Clerk  Hay,  wife  of 
John  Irving,  Esq.  writer  to  the  signet. 


CSept. 


11.  At  Bath,  Mrs  Ann  Mackenzie,  relict  of  Alex- 
ander Mackenzie,  Esq.  writer  to  the  signet. 

It'.  At  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Helen  Cockburn,  wife 
of  Mr  James  Meikle,  solicitor-at-law. 

—  At  Glasgow,  Captain  A.  Cathcart,  late  of  the 
91st  regiment. 

—  At  Kelso,  Mrs  Wilson,  relict  of  Dr  Wilson, 
Coldstream. 

—  At  Harrogate,  John  Dalzell,  Esq.  advocate, 
Forth  Street,  Edinburgh. 

13.  At  Banff,  Mr  James  Farquhar,  Comptrol- 
ler of  the  Customs  at  that  port. 

14.  At  Edinburgh,  Mary  Anne  Surchen,  daugh- 
ter of  the  late  Mr  F.  Surchen,  R.  N. 

—  At  Leslie,  Mr  James  Walker,  aged  86. 

15.  At  his  house,  Broughton  Street,  Alexander 
George,  Esq.  writer. 

—  At  her  house,  in  Union  Street,  Edinburgh, 
Mrs  Grandison  Barr. 

—  At  Sullivan's  Island,  near  Charleston,  South 
Carolina,  Mr  John  Macadam,  son  of  Peter  Mac- 
adam, Esq.  of  Easterhouse. 

16.  At  his  house,  Cassils  Place,  Leith  Walk, 
Captain  Charles  Elder,  R.  N. 


Gen 


—  In  Upper  Wimpole  Street,  London,  Lieut.- 
=neral  Thomas  Bridges,  of  the  Hon.  East  India 


Company's  service,  in  his  80th  year.  He  com- 
manded the  right  wing  of  the  army  under  Lord 
Harris,  at  the  capture  of  Seringapatam. 

—  At  Higham,  near  Rochester,  Lady  Stirling, 
relict  of  Sir  James  Stirling  of  Mansfield",  Bart. 

20.  At  Abercorn,  Mr  Robert  Murray,  writer  in 
Edinburgh. 

—  At  Middleby  Street,  Newington,  in  the  5th 
year  of  his  age,  Richard,  son  of  Mr  David  Mur- 
ray, Deputy  Comptroller  of  Excise. 

21.  At  Queensferry,  John,  youngest  son  of  Alex- 
ander M'Gibbon,  Esq.  of  Crawhill. 

.22.  At  Savannah,  Georgia,  Mr  Robert  Dreg- 
horn,  merchant,  Augusta,  second  son  of  Mr  Allan 
Dreghorn,  Govan. 

—  At  Aberdeen,  Alex.  Shirreffs,  Esq.  advocate. 

23.  At  Edinburgh,  Andrew,  third  son  of  Mr 
Robert  Kinnear,  bookseller,  Frederick  Street. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  Alexander  Anderson,  No. 
11,  South  Bridge. 

—  At  Linlithgow,  James  Watson,  Esq.  of  Bridge- 
castle. 

—  At  Paisley,  the  Rev.  Dr  Boog,  first  minister 
of  the  Abbey  Parish,  in  the  78th  year  of  his  age, 
and  50th  of  his  ministry. 

—  At  Annfield  Cottage,  Lasswade,  Edward  Ro- 
bertson, Esq.  Secretary  to  the  Commercial  Bank- 
ing Company  of  Scotland,  in  the  i9th  year  of  his 
age. 

24.  At  Bankshead,  near  Queensferry,  Mr  David 
Stodard,  farmer. 

—  At  London,  John  James  Earl  of  Farnham, 
one  of  the  Representative  Peers  of  Ireland. 

—  At  the  house  of  Lord  Bcresford,  Wimpole 
Street,  London,  Major-General  Sir  Denis  Pack, 
K.C.B.C.T.S.,  and  other  orders.  Colonel  of  the 
84th  Foot,  and  Lieut-Governor  of  Plymouth. 

—  Suddenly,  Mrs  Janet  Miller,  aged  69,  spouse 
of  Mr  David  Arthur,   sen.  tool-maker,   Paul's 
Work. 

24.  At  Links  of  Kirkaldy,  Mr  David  Pearson, 
brewer. 

25.  At  Edinburgh,  John  Gordon  Lorimer,  son 
of  the  late  Mr  Robert  Lorimer,  wine-merchant, 
Hanover  Street. 

—  At  Leith,  Ann  Maria,  daughter  of  Mr  Ro- 
bert Ogilvie,  merchant  there. 

26.  At  Taunton,  Somersetshire,  Judith  Ross 
Duncan,  widow  of  Wm.  Duncan,  Esq.  late  of  Bath. 

—  At  Pitfour,  Perthshire,  James  Richardson, 
Esq.  of  Pitfour. 

30.  At  Richmond  Park,  the  Hon.  Henry  Ad- 
dington,  eldest  son  of  Lord  Viscount  Sidmouth. 

31.  At  Balmaduthy  House,  Ross-shire,   Helen 
Jane,  infant  daughter  of  Colin  Mackenzie,  Esq.  of 
Kilcoy. 

—  At  Portobello,  John  Anderson,  Esq.  of  Win- 
terficld. 

—  At  Dunblane,  aged  64,  John  Coldstream,  Esq. 
Sheriff-Substitute  of  the  western  district  of  Perth- 
shire. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Frances  Hay,  wife  of  Mr 
Campbell  Gardner,  writer,  Edinburgh. 

—  At  Whitehill,  near  Musselburgh,  Mr  John 
Brown,  brewer,  Edinburgh. 

Aug.  1.  At  Dunblane,  Elizabeth,  eldest  daugk- 
ter  of  Mr  John  Anderson,  Burntsfield  Place. 

—  In  Duncan  Street,  Drummond  Place,  Mrs 
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Ann  Cleghorn,  widow  of  the  Rev.  Robert  Little, 
minister  of  Applegarth. 

2.  At  Old  Aberdeen,  Dr  James  Brown,  physi- 
cian in  Aberdeen. 

—  At  his  house,  51,  York  Place,  Andrew  Pear- 
son, Esq.  of  the  Excise. 

—  At  Winchester,  Charl&J  Frederic  Powlett, 
Lord  Bayning. 

3.  At  Foxhall,  Anna  Sarah  Rachel,  youngest 
daughter  of  the  late  R.  Waugh,  Esq.  of  Foxhall. 

5.  At  Perth,  Mr  John  Stewart,  aged  95. 

—  At  Castlemains,  East  Lothian,  Mrs  Hume, 
wife  of  Mr  David  Hume,  farmer,  there. 

—  At  the  Manse  of  Culter,  Elizabeth  Howison, 
wife  of  the  Rev.  Win  Strachan. 

6.  At  Silver  Mills,  Mr  James  Cargil  Muir,  mer- 
chant, Edinburgh. 

7.  At  Crieff,  Mr  Thomas  Maccomish,  distiller 
there. 

—  At  London,  Major-General  Darby  Griffith. 

—  At  Chiswick,  the  Rev.  Cornelius  Neate,  M.  A. 
aged  34,  formerly  fellow  of  St  John's  College, 
Cambridge. 

9.  At  his  house,  in  Old  Burlington  Street,  Lon- 
don, the  Marquis  Cornwallis,  in  the  -19th  year  of 
his  age.  His  Lordship  had  been  in  a  declining  state 
of  health  for  several  months.     He  succeeded  to 
the  title  on  the  death  of  his  gallant  and  excellent 
father  at  Benares  in  India,  in  the  year  1805. 

—  At  his  Lordship's  residence,  near  London, 
Richard,  Viscount  Powerscourt. 

—  At  Lochwinnoch,  Thomas  Reid,  labourer. 
He  was  born  on  the  21st  October  174.5,  in  the  cla- 
chan  of  Kyle,  Ayrshire.  The  importance  attached 
to  this  circumstance  arises  from  his  being  the  cele- 
brated equestrian  hero  of  Burn's  poem,  "  Tarn  o'- 
Shanter."     He    has    at   length  surmounted  the 
"  mosses,  waters,  slaps,  and  styles"  of  life.   For  a 
considerable  time  by-past,  he  has  been  in  the  ser- 
vice of  Major  Harvey  of  C'astlesemple,  nine  months 
of  which  he  has  been  incapable  of  labour.     He, 
however,  still  retained  the  desire  of  being  "  fou 
for  weeks  thegither." 

10.  At  Duloch,  Miss  Fisher,  eldest  daughter  of 
the  late  Richard  Fisher,  Esq.  Loretto. 

—  At  Woolwich,  suddenly,  Douglas  Lawson, 
Esq.  of  the  Royal  Artillery. 

11.  At  Gargunnock  House,  Stirlingshire,  Mrs 
Ann  Weller,  Lady  of  the  late  Colonel  Edingtoun 
of  Gargunnock. 

—  At  Brompton,  Brooks  Lawrence,  Esq.  late 
Lieut-Colonel  of  the  15th  Light  Dragoons. 

12.  At  her  house,  in  Regent  Street,  London, 
Lady  Wilson,  wife  of  Sir  Robert  Wilson,  M.P. 

—  At  Portobello,  Mr  Willi  im  Drysdale,  late 
watchmaker,  Lothian  Street,  Edinburgh. 

—  At  Jedburgh,  the  Rev.  James  Scott,  mini- 
ster of  the  relief  congregation. 

13.  At  Dromono,  county  of  Antrim,  Mrs  Wil- 
liam Cunningham,  aged  22. 

—  At  Houghton  le  Spring,  in  consequence  of  a 
fall  from  his  horse,  William  Ironside,  Esq.  for- 
merly Captain  in  the  68th  Regiment.  He  was  the 
representative  of  one  of  the  oldest  families  in  the 
county  of  Durham. 

14.  In  Teviot  Row,  Edinburgh,  Mr  James  Lid- 
die,  late  carver  and  gilder. 

15.  At  White  Hill  Cottage,  near  Bristol,  George 
Walker,  Esq.  of  the  King's  Remembrancer's  Of- 
fice, Exchequer,  London. 

SIR  HEXRY 

July  8.  At  his  house,  St  Bernards,  deeply  regret- 
ted, Sir  Henry  Raeburn,  Knight,  Royal  Academi- 
cian, and  Portrait  Painter  to  his  Majesty ;  a  gentle- 
man whose  talents  have  done  so  much  honour  to 
Scotland,  and  entitle  him  to  be  ranked  as  a  portrait 
painter  in  the  same  class  with  Reynolds  and  Law- 
rence. His  full-length  pictures  of  the  Earl  of 
Hopetoun,  Lord  Frederick  Campbell,  Sir  David 
Baird,  Adam  Roland,  Esq.,  Glengarry,  and  many 
more,  might  be  mentioned  as  proofs  that  he  was 
equally  remarkable  for  correctness  of  drawing, 
freedom  of  pencilling,  brilliancy  of  colouring,  and 
a  personification  of  character  not  less  vigorous  than 
graceful.  He  possessed  the  rare  faculty  of  pro- 
ducing in  every  instance  the  most  striking  and 
agreeable  likeness,  and  of  indicating  intellectual 
expression  and  dignity  of  demeanour,  wherever 
they  appeared  in  the  original ;  often  approaching 
m  his  portraits  to  the  elevation  of  historical  paint- 
ing. His  modesty  was  equal  to  his  merit ;  and  in 
his  intercourse  with  the  young  candidates  for  pub- 
lic favour,  he  was  uniformly.kimt,  communicative, 
and  liberal ;  and  on  all  occasions  had  the  candour 


16.  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  J.imes  Why  te,  merchant, 
Leith. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Rachel  Playfair,  widow 
of  James  Playfair,  Esq.  architect,  London. 

—  At  Tipperlinn,  Mrs  Margaret  Carmichael. 
widow  of  the  late  Mr  James  Carmichael,  comp- 
troller of  the  customs  at  Port  Patrick. 

17.  At  New  Saughton,  George,  second  son  of 
James  Watson,  Esq.  of  Saughton. 

18.  At  Murrie,  Miss  Yeaman  of  Murrie.1 

19.  At  Macroom,  Ireland,  George  Inglis,  Esq. 
assistant-surgeon,  57th  Regiment. 

—  At  Shefford,  Bedfordshire,  in  his  57th  year, 
Robert  Bloomfield,  Esq.  author  of  the  "Farmer's 
Boy,"  &c.  &c. 

20.  AtRome.GregoryBarnabi  Chiaramonti.Pope 
Pius  VII.    The  deceased  Pontiff  was  bom  at  Ce- 
sena,  in  the  Romagna,  on  the  14th  of  August, 
1742,  and  elected  Pope  at  Venice,  on  the  14th  of 
March,  1800.     He  was,  therefore,  at  the  time  of 
his  decease,  in  the  82d  year  of  his  age,  and  in  the 
24th  of  his  Pontificate.    Pius  VII.  was  mild  and 
amiable;  and,  though  so  long  subjected  to  the 
most  unjust  persecutions,  never  evinced  the  least 
symptom  of  a  vindictive  spirit  towards  his  ene- 
mies ;  whilst  to  his  friends  and  benefactors,  and 
particularly  to  the  English  nation  and  govern- 
ment, he  always  testified  the  warmest  gratitude. 

21.  At  his  seat  at  Broomham,  Essex,  Sir  Wil- 
liam Ashburnham,  Bart,  aged  85. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Eliza  Francis,  daughter  of  the 
late  George  Longmore,  Esq.  medical  staff,  Quebec. 

22.  At  Buccleugh  Place,  James,  eldest  son  of 
Mr  Peter  Brown,  merchant,  Edinburgh. 

23.  At  Weston  Green,  Thames  Ditton,  Surrey, 
John  Kaye,  Esq.  late  Accountant-General  to  the 
Hon.  East  India  Company  at  Bombay. 

—  At  Fountainbridge,  Mrs  Sprott,  relict  of  Ro- 
bert Sprott,  Esq.  Edinburgh. 

21.  At  Leith,  Mr  Robert  Brown,  late  of  Alloa 
glassworks. 

ii7.  At  Ayr,  Helen  M'Cormick,  youngest  daugh- 
ter of  William  Eaton,  Esq.  Sheriff-Substitute  of 
Ayrshire. 

Lately.  Lost,  on  his  passage  to  the  East  Indies, 
John  Hely  Hutchinson,  youngest  son  of  the  late 
Hon.  and  Rev.  Lorenzo  Hely  Hutchinson,  and 
nephew  to  the  Earl  of  Donoughmore  and  Lord 
Hutchinson 

—  In  Paris,  Mr  Nicholas  Clary,  formerly  mer- 
chant in  Marseilles,  and  who  had  acquired  a  large 
fortune  by  mercantile  transactions.   Mr  Clary  was 
brother  to  the  present  Queen  of  Sweden  and  to 
Madame  Joseph  Buonaparte. 

—  In  Dublin,  the  Right  Rev.  Charles  O'Don- 
nell,  D.D.  Roman  Catholic  Bishop  of  the  Diocese 
of  Derry,  at  the  advanced  age  of  76. 

—  At  Dublin,  J.  Jameson,  Esq.  one  of  the  Ba- 
rons of  the  Irish  Exchequer. 

—  At  his  seat  in  Staffordshire,  William  Shepherd 
Kinnersly,  Esq.  M.  P.  for  Newcastle-under-Lync. 

—  At  Magdeburg,  where  he  had  taken  refuge 
since  1815,  the  celebrated  Carnot,  at  the  age  of 
70,  after  a  painful  illness. 

—  At  Wallacehall,  parish  of  Glencairn,  James 
Wallace,  Esq. 

—  In  Dublin,  at  the  advanced  age  "of  84,  the 
Rev.  Dr  Ledwich,  author  of  the  "  Antiquities  of 
Ireland,"  and  other  literr.ry  works,  and  member 
of  many  of  the  learned  societies  in  Europe. 

RAEBURST. 

to  bestow  just  praise  on  rival  excellence.—  The 
Royal  Academy  in  London,  in  testimony  of  their 
high  estimation  of  his  talents,  elected  him  first  an 
associate,  and  afterwards  an  academician,  without 
solicitation.  And  when  his  Majesty,  on  his  visit  to 
Edinburgh,  conferred  the  honour  of  knighthood 
upon  the  distinguished  artist,  we  do  not  recollect 
any  occasion  on  which  a  more  universal  feeling  of 
satisfaction  was  expressed.—  In  society,  few  men 
we're  more  acceptable  than  Sir  Henry  ;  for  he  pos- 
sessed a  cheerful  disposition,  much  good  sense, 
and  an  inexhaustible  store  of  anecdote.  In  his  do- 
mestic relations,  no  man  could  dispense  or  receive 
;  and  those  who  had 


greater  degree  of  happiness  ; 
pportunities  of  seeing  him  in 


opportunities  of  seeing  him  in  the  midst  of  his  fa- 
mily, will  ever  cherish  the  recollection  of  his  ami- 
able and  endearing  qualities.  Sir  Henry  was  a 
member  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Edinburgh,  a 
member  of  the  late  Imperial  Academy  of  Florence, 
a  member  of  the  Academy  of  New  York,  and  a 
few  days  before  his  death  received  a  commission 
appointing  him  portrait  painter  in  Scotland  to  the 
King. 
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DUKE   OF  ROXBURGH. 


July  19.  At  Fleurs,  his'  Grace  James  Duke  of 
Roxburghe,  in  the  88th  year  of  his  age.  His  Grace 
succeeded  William  (Be'llenden),  who  succeeded 
John  Kcrr,  the  Duke  of  Roxburghe,  so  eminently 
known  to  the  literary  world  as  the  nobleman 
whose  taste  for  old  books  laid  the  foundation  of 
the  club  which  boars  his  name.  John  was  the  last 
of  the  direct  male  branches  of  the  ancient  border 
family  of  Kers.  His  successor  William  was  of  a 


female  branch  from  Earl  Robert,  and  we  believe 
the  Duke  now  deceased,  of  another  female  branch 
from  the  same  Earl.  The  descent  and  property 
have  been  the  source  of  much  litigation,  but  the 
heirdom  is  at  present  clear  in  the  person  of  the 
young  Marquis  of  Beaumont,  the  only  child  of  the 
deceased  Duke.  The  Marquis  (now  Duke)  is  about 
live  years  of  age. 


EARL   OF    CAITHNESS. 

July  26.  AtBarogill  Castle,  the  Right  lion.  James  hold  whatever  befitted  the  ancient  title  he  inherit- 

Earl  of  Caithness,  Lord-Lieutenant  of  the  county,  ed.     The  Earl  of  Caithness,  in  every  situation  of 

and  Postmaster-General  for  Scotland.    The  noble  life,  whether  of  a  private  or  of  a  -public  nature,  dis- 

Lord,  originally  Sir  James  Sinclair  of  Mey,  sue-  charged  the  several  duties  incumbent  upon  him 

ceeded  to  the  earldom  of  Caithness  as  heir-male  of  with  a  firmness,  and  at  the  same  time  a  suavity  of 

the  former  line,  without  the  fortune  that  had  been  manners,  which  alike  became  the  nobleman  and 

accustomed  to  support  the  dignity.  His  compeers,  gentleman,  which  endeared  him  to  all  ranks  of  so- 

however,  found  his  Lordship  an  honourable  ac-  ciety,  and  secured  their  esteem  and  admiration, 
quisition  to  their  ranks,  and  well  qualified  to  up- 


LORD  NAPIER. 


Auff.l.  At  Dacre  Lodge,  the  Right  Hon.  Fran- 
cis Lord  Napier..  His  Lordship  was  son  of  William 
Lord  Napier,  by  Mary  Anne,  daughter  of  Charles 
Lord  Cathcart ;  was  born  in  1758,  and  succeeded 
his  father  in  1775.  In  1784,  he  married  Maria 
Margaret,  eldest  daughter  of  Sir  John  Clavering ; 
by  whom  he  has  left  William  John,  now  Lord 
Napier,  (who  married  Miss  Cochrane  Johnstone, 
and  has  two  sons  and  three  daughters,)  Charles 
and  Henry  Alfred,  and  four  daughters.  In  early 
life  his  Lordship  served  in  the  army,  which  he  left 
about  the  close  of  the  American  war ;  but,  in  the 
late  French  war,  he  served  as  Lieutenant-Colonel 
of  the  Hopetoun  Fencibles,  till  that  regiment  was 
reduced.  In  1796,  his  Lordship  was  elected  one 
of  the  sixteen  representative  peers  of  Scotland,  and 
in  which  he  continued  since,  except  in  the  Parlia- 
ment summoned  in  1806,  which  only  sat  one  ses- 
sion. In  1802,  he  succeeded  David  Earl  of  Leven, 


as  Lord  High  Commissioner  to  the  General  Assem  - 
bly  of  the  Church  of  Scotland,  which  office  he  re- 
signed in  1817,  and  was  succeeded  by  William  Earl 
of  Errol. — Upon  his  resignation,  the  unanimous 
thanks  of  the  Assembly  was  voted  to  his  Lordship, 
for  the  manner  in  which  he  conducted  himself  in 
that  high  office ;  at -the  same  time  they  expressed 
their  sincere  regret  at  his  resignation,  after  his  long 
and  faithful  services.  Lord  Napier  was  highly  re- 
spected, not  only  by  his  brother  peers,  but  by  all 
ranks  of  the  community.  With  great  urbanity  of 
manners  he  supported  the  dignity  of  his  rank,  and 
was  kind  and  affable  to  every  person.  As  a  hus- 
band, father,  and  friend,  his  conduct  was  highly 
Sraiseworthv  and  exemplary.  In  short,  he  displayed 
uring  his  "life  every  Christian  virtue  in  an  emi- 
nent degree,  which  makes  his  death  sincerely  la- 
mented. 


EARL  OF  HOPETOUN. 


Aug.  27.  At  Paris,  the  Right  Hon.  John  Hope, 
Earl  of  Hopetoun.  His  Lordship  was  Viscount 
Airthrie,  Lord  Hope,  (Lord  Hopetoun  180.0,  and 
Lord  Niddry  1817,  British  titles,)  Lord  Lieutenant 
of  Linlithgowshire,  Knight  Grand  Cross  of  the 
Order  of  the  Bath,  a  General  in  the  army,  Colonel 
of  the 43d  foot,  (Royal  Highlanders,)  Governor  of 
the  Royal  Bank  of  Scotland,  Captain-General  of 
the  Royal  Company  of  Archers,  &c.  &c. 

His  Lordship  succeeded  James,  the  last  Earl,  his 
half-brother,  in  1816,  and  was  the  only  son  of 
John  Earl  of  Hopetoun,  by  his  second  marriage 
with  Jane,  daughter  of  Robert  Oliphantof  Rossie, 
Esq.,  and  was  born  on  the  17th  of  August,  17'.)5. 
He  married— first,  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  the  Hon. 
Charles  Hope  Weir  of  Craigiehall,  in  1793,  who 
died  in  1801,  without  issue.  He  married,  second, 
Louisa  Dorothea,  third  daughter  of  Sir  John  \Yed- 
derburn  of  Ballcndean,  Bart.,  by  whom  he  has  left 
John,  now  Earl  of  Hopetoun,  born  November  15, 
1803,  eight  other  sons,  and  two  daughters. 

His  Lordship  entered  when  young  into  the  army, 
in  which  he  served  with  great  bravery  and  distinc- 
tion. He  was  appointed  Adjutant-General  to  the 
forces  serving  under  the  late  gallant  .Sir  Ralph 
Abcrcromby  in  the  Leeward  Islands,  in  1791 ;  had 
the  rank  of  Brigadier-General  in  the  West  Indies, 
where  he  was  actively  employed  in  the  campaigns 
of  1794,  .5,  (),  and  7,  being  particularly  notiivd  in 
general  orders,  and  in  the  public  dispatches  of  the 
Commander-m-Chief,  particularly,  as  having  "on 
all  occasions  most  willingly  come  forward  and  ex- 
erted himself  in  times  of  danger,  to  which  he  was 
not  willed,  from  his  situation  of  Adjutant-General." 
He  accompanied  the  British  troops  into  Holland 
in  August  17.';<>,  as  Deputy  Adjutant-General,  but 
was  so  severely  Wounded  at  the  landing  at  the 
HHdcr,  on  the  l_'7th  of  that  month,  that  lie  was 
compelled  to  come  home.  On  his  recovery,  he  was 


appointed  Adjutant-General  to  the  army  serving 
under  his  Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  York,  Oc- 
tober 19, 1799.  In  1800,  he  accompanied  Sir  Ralph 
Abercromby  as  Adjutant-General  on  the  memora- 
ble expedition  to  Egypt  ;and  at  the  battle  of  Alex- 
andria, March  21,  1801,  he  was  wounded  in  the 
hand,  and  the  army  was  thus  for  a  time  "  deprived 
of  the  service  of  a  most  active,  zealous,  and  judi- 
cious officer."  He  afterwards  accompanied  the 
British  army  to  Spain  and  Portugal  in  1808.  At 
the  battle  of  Coruuna,  January  16,  1809,  iu  con- 
sequence of  the  wounds  of  Sir  John  Moore  and 
Sir  David  Baird,  the  command  devolved  on  his 
Lordship,  (then  Lieutenant-General  Hon.  John 
Hope)"  to  whose  abilities  and  exertions,  (said  the 
dispatches,)  in  the  direction  of  the  ardent  zeal 
and  unconquerable  valour  of  his  Majesty's  troops, 
is  to  be  attributed,  under  Providence,  the  suc- 
cess cf  the  day,  which  terminated  in  the  com- 
plete and  entire  repulse  and  defeat  of  the  enemy  at 
every  point  of  attack."  On  the  26th  of  April  1809, 
he  was  invested  with  the  Order  of  the  Bath,  and 
was  afterwards  appointed  Ccmmander-in-('hief  in 
Ireland,  where  he  remained  a  considerable  time. 
When  he  left  Ireland,  he  again  joined  the  Duke  of 
Wellington  in  the  Peninsula  ;  and,  on  the  14th  of 
April  1814,  in  a  sortie  made  by  the  garrison  of  Bay- 
onne,  he  was  very  severely  wounded,  and  was  ta- 
ken prisoner  by  his  horse  falling  with  him,  which 
made  him  cripple  for  a  long  time.  This  was  his 
last  service,  as  the  war  terminated  next  year. 

As  a  soldier,  he  was  cool,  determined,  and 
brave;  and  his  conduct  as  a  nobleman,  landlord, 
and  friend,  was  such  as  became  his  high  station. 
To  his  numerous  family  and  relatives  his  loss  is 
much  to  be  lamented,  and  few  of  his  rank  have 
died  who  have  been  more  sincerely  regretted  by 
all  classes  of  the  public. 


Printed  by  James  BaUtUityne  and  CV.  Edinburgh. 
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Walknstein,  translated  by  Coleridge. 


IF  there  be  a  twenty-year  old  book 
in  the  world  that  is  "  as  good  as  MS." 
— that  is  to  say,  that  nobody  has  seen, 
although  many  have  talked  of  it,  it  is 
the  translation  of  Schiller's  Wallen- 
stein, by  Mr  Coleridge.  The  fact  is, 
that  the  existence  of  such  a  work  had 
been  almost  entirely  lost  sight  of,  un- 
til it  was  recalled  to  a  sort  of  "  Life- 
in-death,"  by  being  made  to  furnish 
some  quotations  for  the  beginnings  of 
chapters  in  "  The  Scotch  Novels." 
The  author  of  those  Novels  mentioned 
Wallen stein,  on  one  of  these  occa- 
sions, as  "  more  magnificent  in  the 
English  of  Coleridge  than  in  the  Ger- 
man of  Schiller  ;"  and  in  the  recent 
republication  of  The  Friend,  Mr  Cole- 
ridge acknowledges  this  extravagant 
compliment  in  a  strain  of  still  more 
extravagant  gratefulness.  The  author 
of  Waverley  understands  English  bet- 
ter than  German — therefore  he  enjoys 
the  translated  Wallenstein  more  fully 
than  the  original ;  but  it  was  not  fair 
to  disparage  Schiller  in  this  style.  Had 
Schiller  translated  the  Ancient  Mari- 
ner into  German,  he  could  have  pro- 
duced nothing  so  good  as  Coleridge's 
original ;  and  Coleridge's  Wallenstein 
is  an  admirable  translation — but  it  is 
nothing  more — it  is  not  an  original — 
it  is  not  so  magnificent  as  the  Wallen- 
stein of  Schiller. 
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It  is,  however,  by  far  the  best  trans- 
lation of  a  foreign  tragic  dram?  which 
our  English  literature  possesses  ;  and 
as  such,  it  is  well  worthy  of  being 
more  effectually  recalled  to  the  recol- 
lection of  the  present  reading  public. 
Strange  certainly,  but  as  certainly  true 
it  is,  that  we  have  nothing  like  any 
adequate  version  6^  any  one  of  the 
masterpieces  of  Greek — of  Spanish — 
even  of  French  tragedy.  And  it  is 
not  less  true,  that,  besides  this  one, 
we  have  no  excellent  complete  trans- 
lation of  any  German  tragedy  what- 
ever— except,  perhaps,  Mr  Gillies's 
version  of  Milliner's  GUILT,  and  Milli- 
ner is  not  yet  a  master.  But  Schiller 
is  not  only  one  of  the  true  masters  of 
German  tragedy,  but  he  is,  we  have 
no  hesitation  in  saying,  by  far  the 
greatest  master  of  tragedy  that  has 
appeared  in  Europe  since  the  death  of 
Calderon.  In  many  particulars  he  is 
the  inferior  of  Goethe — but  in  the 
drama,  the  real  living  drama  of  tragic 
action,  he  is,  we  cannot  doubt,  his 
illustrious  countryman's  superior.  The 
FAUST  is  a  thing  by  itself— it  is  a 
thing  of  a  kind  by  itself — it  is  a  new 
creation — it  places  its  author  in  the 
very  first  rank  of  human  genius  ;  but 
it  is  not  a  tragic  drama  in  the  same 
sense  with  Egmont,  or  any  of  Goethe's 
pieces  meant  for  the  stage.  To  all  of 
3B 
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these,  Schiller's  Wallenstein,  Carlos, 
and  Bride  of  Messina,  are  decidedly 
superior.  They  have  more  of  the  real 
vis  dramatica — they  have  much  more 
of  the  fire  and  the  life — they  come 
nearer  Shakespeare  in  those  particular 
qualities,  wherein,  considered  merely 
as  a  writer  for  the  stage,  he  is  as  un- 
rivalled, as,  in  some  other  and  yet 
higher  things,  he  is,  and,  in  all  pro- 
bability, will  ever  be,  unapproached. 
An  admirable  version,  therefore,  of  one 
of  this  great  author's  most  admirable 
works,  is  a  possession  of  which  we 
ought  to  be  exceedingly  proud ;  and 
we  very  gladly  embrace  this  opportu- 
nity of  noticing  it  at  some  length,  for 
three  several  reasons. 

1st,  By  doing  so,  we  shall,  at  very 
little  cost  of  labour,  furnish  our  read- 
ers with  a  first-rate  piece  of  entertain- 
ment and  delight. 

2dly,  We  shall  probably  incite  the 
bookseller  (whoever  he  is)  that  has 
the  copy-right,  to  publish  a  new  edi- 
tion of  the  whole  work  ;  and  we  shall 
thereby  do  a  service  both  to  Mr  Cole- 
ridge and  to  the  public,  as  well  as  to 
the  said  bookseller.  And, 

3dly,  We  shall,  we  would  fain  hope, 
incite — if  not  Mr  Coleridge  himself — 
men  of  talent  not  quite  so  unjust  to 
themselves  as  he  is  and  has  been  to 
himself,  to  make  further  experiments 
on  the  fruitful  field  of  genuine  Ger- 
man tragedy. — Mr.R.  P.  Gillies  and 
Lord  Francis  Gower,  in  particular, 
have  already  shewn  themselves  to  be 
in  possession  of  every  accomplishment 
this  labour  requires ;  and  we  would 
earnestly  hope  neither  of  them  will 
turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  public  voice 
which  bids  them  proceed.  There  is 
"  ample  room  and  scope  enough"  for 
both ;  and,  unless  we  be  greatly  mis- 
taken, anything  as  good  as  the  Eng- 
lish Wallenstein  produced  now,  would 
be  sure  to  meet  with  a  very  different 
reception  from  that  which  was  vouch- 
safed to  Coleridge  by  the  reading  pub- 
lic of  1800. 

That  was  a  strange  period  in  many 
points  of  view — and,  in  a  literary 
point  of  view,  at  least  as  much  so  as 
in  any  other.  There  had  been,  we 
may  say,  a  pause — a  total  pause  in 
our  poetry  for  a  full  score  of  years — 
for  although  Burns,  one  of  the  most 
genuine  of  poets,  had  been  astonish- 
ing Scotland,  Scotland  was  then  mere 
Scotland,  and  his  genius  had  not  up 
to  that  time  exerted  any  commanding 


influence  upon  the  great  mind  of  Eng- 
land. It  was  the  Minstrelsy  of  the 
Scottish  Border  that  first  turned  at- 
tention largely  and  deeply  to  the  lan- 
guage and  the  poetry  of  Scotland  ; 
and  the  works  of  Burns  gradually 
profited  by  the  same  circumstances, 
which  opened  the  full  career  of  a  still 
more  splendid  popularity  to  the  great- 
est of  all  his  poetical  successors.  Had 
Burns  lived,  what  he  might  have  done 
no  one  can  tell — but  he  was  cut  oft' 
early  in  life ;  and  when  we  reflect  how 
late  it  was  ere  his  intellectual  youth 
(considering  all  the  disadvantages  un- 
der which  he  laboured)  could  be  said 
to  terminate,  HE  died  much  younger 
than  any  other  poet  of  his  years.  Even 
laying  this  aside,  had  he  lived  till 
now,  he  would  not  have  been  an  old 
man. — But  what  avail  such  specula- 
tions ? 

At  the  time  when  Coleridge  pub- 
lished his  Wallenstein,  then,  it  may 
be  said,  that  the  English  public  had 
got  out  of  the  habit  of  looking  for 
good  new  poetry.  The  toleration  of 
such  a  barren  coxcomb  as  Hayley,  is 
a  sufficient  proof  of  the  low  state  to 
which  these  matters  had  been  re- 
duced. The  fact,  that  such  idiots  as 
Miss  Seward  and  her  Litchfield  cro- 
nies were  suffered  to  have  any  sort  of 
intellectual  existence  at  all,  is,  if  pos- 
sible, still  more  conclusive.  Such  was 
the  profound  languor  into  which  we 
had  fallen,  that  nothing  but  a  stimu- 
lant of  the  very  first-rate  power  had 
the  least  chance  of  rousing  us.  It  was 
not  the  display  of  juvenile  ingenuity 
— it  was  not  the  elegance  of  imitation 
— it  was  not  even  the  bloom  of  true 
promise,  that  could  disturb  such  a  le- 
thargy. Nay  more — it  was  not  even 
genius,  highest  genius  itself,  exerted 
in  any  other  form  than  one  of  equal 
excellence  and  novelty,  that  could  be 
sufficient  to  work  such  a  wonder.  The 
early  poems  of  Coleridge  and  Southey 
were  totally  ineffectual  appeals  to  the 
ear  of  the  slumbering  giant.  Even 
Wordsworth  appealed  in  vain,  for  his 
music  was  not  the  trumpet-note  to 
wake  the  dead.  But  at  last  a  trum- 
pet-note was  heard,  and  from  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  Lay  of  the  Last  Min- 
strel, there  has  been  neither  slumber- 
ing nor  folding  of  the  hands  to  sleep. 
Mr  Coleridge's  translation  from 
Schiller  appeared  just  when  the  apa- 
thy had  attained  that  depth,  which 
was,  although  no  one  dreamed  of  it, 
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the  sure  prelude  to  a  burst  of  revivi- 
fication. Had  it  been  an  English  ori- 
ginal, it  might  have  done  wonders ; 
but  we  were  at  our  darkest  too  proud 
to  be  kindled  by  a  foreign  torch  ;  and 
the  WALLENSTEIN  had,  like  the  first 
publication  of  Wordsworth's  Lyrical 
Ballads,  the  fate  to  delight  the  few, 
and  to  be  totally  neglected  by  the 
many. 

Had  he  published  Christabel  when 
it  was  written,  and  gone  on  in  that 
strain,  Coleridge  might  have  broken 
the  charm — but  there  is  no  use  in 
conjecturing  and  reflecting. 

The  translation  of  Wallenstein  was 
published  in  England  very  shortly  af- 
ter the  original  play  was  first  acted  in 
Germany,  and  indeed  before  the  ori- 
ginal had  been  printed  at  all — at  least 
we  suppose  so,  for  Mr  C.  tells  us  in 
his  preface,  that  he  worked  upon  a 
MS.  copy.  In  point  of  fact,  the  Wal- 
lenstein, as  it  now  appears  in  Schil- 
ler's works,  is,  in  many  minor  mat- 
ters, very  different  from  what  it  seems 
to  have  been,  when  it  engaged  Mr 
Coleridge's  attention.  Schiller  was 
never  weary  of  retouching  his  wri- 
tings, and  he  fastened  many  alterations 
and  many  additions  on  this  great  per- 
formance, subsequent  to  its  first  ap- 
pearance on  the  stage.  But,  after  all, 
these  are,  comparatively  speaking,  mere 
trifles  ;  although,  if  Mr  Coleridge  were 
to  republish  his  translation  in  toto,  it 
would  certainly  be  his  duty  to  give  it 
a  careful  revision.  In  some  instances, 
indeed,  vre  suspect  the  MS.  he  had 
before  his  eyes  must  have  been  inac- 
curate or  illegible — for  there  are  ble- 
mishes which  otherwise  we  should  be 
at  a  loss  to  account  for.* 

The  translation,  be  all  this  as  it 
may,  was  executed  in  Germany  du- 
ring the  first  triumphant  popularity 
of  the  original  as  an  acting  play. 
When  we  think  of  this — when  we 
compare  the  prodigious  effect  which 
the  German  Wallenstein  produced  in 
Germany,  and  the  apathy  with  which 
this  admirable  version  was  received  at 
the  very  same  moment  in  England, 
we  know  nothing  that  might  furnish 
a  more  striking  proof  of  the  very  dif- 
ferent circumstances  under  which  the 
poetical  literatures  of  these  two  kindred 
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regions  were  placed  at  that  period.  The 
Wallenstein  produced  about  as  great  a 
sensation  in  its  native  country,  as  any 
first-rate  work  of  genius  ever  produced 
anywhere ;  and  yet  it  appeared  when 
Wieland  and  Goethe  were  both  of 
them  in  the  height  of  their  glory — it 
appeared  at  a  time  when  every  winter 
was  producing  a  host  of  masterpieces 
in  every  department  of  letters  in  Ger- 
many— it  appeared  at  a  time  when 
the  public  of  that  country  might  have 
been  supposed  to  be  saturated  with  the 
excess  of  poetical  luxuries.  The  trans- 
lation, on  the  other  hand,  appeared 
here  when  we  were  starving,  absolute- 
ly starving — and  it  appeared  only  to 
be  neglected. 

Not  such  would  have  been  the 
fate  of  such  a  translation  appearing 
in  the  midst  of  any  of  the  truly 
productive  periods  of  English  litera- 
ture. At  such  periods  a  craving  is 
created,  which  no  supply  of  genuine 
food  can  ever  be  in  the  least  danger  of 
satisfying  to  the  brink  of  surfeit.  It 
was  in  the  midst  of  the  most  illus- 
triously productive  period  our  litera- 
ture has  ever  known,  that  Don  Quixote 
was  first  translated  into  English,  and 
that  work  immediately  took  its  place  by 
the  side  of  the  most  favoured  creations 
of  vernacular  genius.  Gil  Bias,  in  like 
manner,  appeared  among  us  at  the  very 
time  when  we  had  our  own  Swifts, 
Popes,  Gays,  and  Arbuthnots — Voltaire 
competed  boldly  and  directly  with  our 
Fieldings,  Smollets,  and  Goldsmiths. 
These  works  had  only  to  appear  in  order 
to  succeed,  because  we  were  in  the  full 
enjoyment  of  that  high  excitement, 
that  flow  of  intellectual  health,  which 
no  stimulus  but  that  of  present,  living, 
native  genius  can  originally  supply. 
But  the  greatest  tragedian  that  the 
world  had  seen  for  two  centuries,  ap- 
pealed, and  appealed  in  vain,  to  the 
English  ear,  because  that  ear  had  be- 
come dull  and  dead  amidst  the  "  Syl- 
vas  nil  resonantes"  of  an  age  of  inert- 
ness, pomposity,  and  barren  preten- 
sion. Had  he  struck  into  a  concert  of 
competing  masters,  he  would  have 
been  received  with  rapture  by  them, 
and  therefore  by  all  the  rest — but  the 
distant  note  of  genuine  power  could 
not  be  heard  amidst  the  drowsy  tinkle 


*  Even  as  it  is,  how  are  we  to  understand  such  a  blunder  as  that  of  making  the 
Countess  Tertsky  not  the  sister  of  Wallenstein,  (on  which  circumstance  her  character 
depends,)  but  the  sister  of  his  wife  ? 
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of  Jews'  harps,  with  which,  at  that 
era  of  intellectual  indolence,  we  had 
condescended  to  be  entertained. 

Schiller,  as  our  readers  are  probably 
aware,  commenced  his  poetical  career 
ere  he  had  well  passed  the  threshold 
of  manhood.  The  severe  discipline  of 
the  military  academy  at  which  he  was 
educated  disgusted  him ;  and  his  juve- 
nile revenge  was  that  singular  per- 
formance, which,  by  its  too  vivid  paint- 
ing of  the  joys  of  a  life  free  from  all  the 
restraints  of  human  rule,  set  the  young 
"  hot  bloods"  of  Germany  into  one  fer- 
ment of  madness.  fl  The  Robbers" 
produced,  among  other  things,  an  inter- 
dict upon  the  pen  of  its  young  author, 
from  tnose  most  grave  and  potent  Sig- 
niors,  the  Inspectors  of  the  Press  for 
the  Dutchy  of  Wirtemberg.  This, 
however,  was  the  very  best  thing  that 
could  have  happened  for  Schiller,  for 
the  excellent  Goethe  immediately  made 
the  cause  his  own,  and  ere  many  months 
had  elapsed,  the  Juvenile  Poet  was  en- 
abled to  prosecute  his  studies  under 
very  different  auspices,  within  the  do- 
minionsof  Goethe's  illustrious  FRIEND, 
that  universally  honoured  patron  of 
genius,  the  Duke  of  Saxe  Weimar. 
The  youthful  Schiller  describes,  in  one 
of  his  letters,  the  first  meeting  he  had 
with  the  remarkable  person,  whose  ge- 
nerosity had  thus  befriended  him.  He 
saw  Goethe  with  that  mixture  of  cu- 
riosity and  awe,  without  which  such  a 
youth  could  scarcely  have  been  expect- 
ed to  find  himself  for  the  first  time  in 
the  presence  of  such  a  man.  Goethe  re- 
lieved his  embarrassment  by  talking  in 
the  most  free  and  friendly  manner  to 
him  throughout  the  greater  part  of  the 
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a  genius  as  Goethe's.  I  may  love  and 
admire — but,  I  feel  it,  I  cannot  be  the 
friend." 

This  modesty  augured  well,  and  in 
after  years,  it  need  not  be  said,  Schiller 
and  Goethe  did  live  together  as  equals 
and  as  friends.  The  near  contempla- 
tion of  Goethe's  matured  and  triumph- 
ant genius  appears,  however,  to  have 
checked  for  a  season  Schiller's  poetical 
ambition.  This,  perhaps,  was  not  the 
worst  thing  that  could  have  happened 
for  his  upshot  of  fame.  Schiller  turn- 
ed himself  to  the  study  of  history, 
above  all  of  German  history,  with  all 
the  vigour  of  his  intellect.  By  Goe- 
the's interest  he  was  appointed  ere 
long  to  a  historical  professorship  at 
Jena,  and  there  he  remained  for  several 
years,  cultivating  his  mind  with  the 
most  persevering  diligence,  and  living 
in  society  admirably  calculated  to  im- 
prove and  refine  both  his  genius  and 
his  manners.  The  distance  between 
Jena  and  Weimar  is  so  inconsiderable, 
that  he  could  easily  spend  the  morning 
in  his  university,  and  the  evening 
amidst  the  quiet  elegancies  of  that 
charming  little  capital ;  and,  besides, 
there  was  a  favourite  garden  and  small 
inn,  situated  about  half-way  between 
the  two  towns,  where  he,  Goethe, 
Wieland,  and  other  literary  friends, 
used  to  meet  occasionally.  Indeed,  that 
circle  of  worthies  was  at  all  times  a 
jovial  one ;  and  the  club,  which,  at  a 
subsequent  period,  united  .them  all 
thrice-a-week  at  Weimar,  was  the  pa- 
rent of  half  the  chansons-a-boire  that 
are  now  popular  over  Germany. 

It  was  after  a  pause  of  more  than 
ten  years  that  Schiller  re-appeared  as 
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evening.  "  I  love  him,"  says  Schiller,     a  tragedian.    He  had  published  in  the, 
in  the  letter  which  he  wrote  the  same     interim  a  few  minor  poems  and  va- 
I  love 


evening  ere  he  went  to  bed — •' 
him — I  love  this  great  and  good  man 
— but  we  shall  never  be  friends.  I  am 
too  much  his  junior.  He  has  outlived 
what  I  am.  He  has  felt  all  that  I  feel, 
but  he  has  passed  onwards — the  things 
that  I  am  interested  with,  nay,  that  I 
ought  to  be  interested  with,  are  to  him 
the  dreams  of  a  youth  that  has  vanish- 
ed. He  may  look  back  and  sympathise 
with  me  by  his  imagination,  but  I  can- 
not leap  over  the  experience  of  years. 
I  cannot  communicate  on  equal  terms 
with  this  man,  who  has  lived  in  the 
world  more  than  twice  as  long  as  I 
have  done — who  has  contemplated  the 
events  and  the  spirits  of  that  long 
course  of  time,  with  the  eyes  of  such 


rious  Historical  Essays — most  of  these 
in  a  Magazine,  which  at  that  time 
flourished  at  Weimar  under  Wieland's 
auspices — and  more  lately  he  had  pro- 
duced the  best  of  all  his  prose  wri- 
tings, "  The  History  of  the  Thirty 
Years'  War."  The  poetical  spark,  how- 
ever, had  not  been  extinguished — and 
when  he  once  more  made  his  appear- 
ance as  a  dramatist,  the  choice  of  his 
subjects  sufficiently  shewed,  that  while 
he  had  been  collecting  the  materials 
for  historical  composition,  he  had  half- 
unconsciously  been  concentratingMip- 
on  these  very  materials  all  the  fire  and 
splendour  of  a  genius,  whose  true  des- 
tination fiouklfnot  long  be  gainsaid. 
His  labours  on  "  The  Revolt  of  the 
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Netherlands,"  produced  his  Don  Car- 
los ;  and  his  great  historical  work, 
"  The  Thirty  Years'  War,"  was  follow- 
ed by  that  magnificent  drama,  or  rather 
cycle  of  dramas,  in  which  he  turns  his 
history  into  poetry,  or  rather  draws 
out,  and  embodies  in  one  exquisite 
whole,  the  hidden  poetry  inherent  in 
a  period  of  great  historical  interest — 
in  which,  he  paints  the  age  which  be- 
fore lie  had  chronicled,  and  luxuriates 
in  the  privilege  of  following  to  the  in- 
most recesses  of  their  bosoms,  those 
high-fated  specimens  of  the  daring  and 
the  crafty,  the  generous  and  the  sordid, 
the  prominent  exterior  of  whose  deeds 
and  fortunes  had  already  been  recorded 
by  him  in  a  shape,  which,  (to  translate 
the  fine  expression  of,  if  we  be  not  mis- 
taken, one  of  his  own  minor  poems,) 

"  Smother'd  indignant  Inspiration's  flame, 
And  bound  the  Fever  which  it  could  not 
tame." 

This  preface  is  extending  itself  to  a 
length  of  which  we  had  no  anticipa- 
tions ;  but,  since  we  have  been  seduced 
into  talking  of  Schiller's  life,  we  must 
say  one  word  about  his  death,  or  ra- 
ther its  proximate  cause.  We  had  a 
little  book  *  lately  laid  on  our  table, 
in  which  the  affair  is  gone  into  at  great 
length — And  will  our  readers  believe 
it  ? — this  worthy  German  biographer 
gravely  ascribes  the  death  of  Schiller 
at  the  age  of  forty — to  what  ? — why  to 
the  habits  of  writing  after  supper,  and 
lying  in  bed  until  nine  o'clock  in  the 
morning ! 

If  these  were  mortal  circumstances, 
a  pretty  bill  of  deaths  we  should  have. 
The  occurrence  of  such  a  passage,  in  a 
book  published  so  near  us  only  last 
year,  is,  of  itself,  enough  to  shew  how 
far  the  ideas  and  manners  of  the  good 
people  of  Weimar,  are  in  Schiller's  mo- 
dest phrase,  "  our  juniors." — In  fair- 
ness, however,  we  must  admit  that 
Schiller  really  seems  to  have  had  a  very 
inadequate  measure  of  respect  for  a 
constitution,  which  could  never  have 
been  a  very  robust  one.  During  the 
latter  years  of  his  life,  (i.  e.  from  thirty 
to  forty,)  while  he  was  engaged  in 
writing  his  chief  dramatic  works,  his 
mode  of  life  was  as  follows : — He  rose, 
as  we  have  seen,  at  the  unchristian 
hour  of  nine,  and  ate  a-tolerable  break- 
fast— smoked  and  read,  (but  never 
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wrote,)  till  one  o'clock,  when  he  dined 
— Walked  out  for  an  hour  or  two  by 
himself,  in  the  Duke  of  Weimar's 
pleasure-grounds,  (by  the  way  he  al- 
ways plunged  into  the  nearest  thicket 
if  he  saw  anybody  coming) — went  to 
the  play  between  four  and  five  every 
afternoon — supped  in  company  after- 
wards— and  then  shut  himself  in  his 
room  to  write.  He  continued  at  his 
writing-table  for  several  hours.  And 
we  are  in  possession,  (thanks  to  Mein- 
herr  Doermg,  above  mentioned,)  of  a 
graphic  enough  account  of  his  method 
of  demeaning  himself,  while  thus  oc- 
cupied. "  The  neighbours  who  lived 
opposite,"  says  this  writer,  "  have  oft- 
en described  to  me  the  midnight  of 
Schiller.  He  had  close  to  him  on  his 
table  a  bottle  of  old  Rhine- wine,  which 
sometimes  had  need  to  be  replenished 
ere  his  labours  were  completed.  When 
he  had  finished  a  small  portion  of 
writing,  he  invariably  rose  and  de- 
claimed to  himself,  in  a  loud  and  so- 
norous voice,  striding  vehemently  up 
and  down  his  chamber  ;  but  if  it  was 
a  fine  night,  he  would  throw  up  the 
window,  and  pour  out  his  verses  to  the 
open  air.  Occasionally  he  wrote  with 
his  pipe  in  his  mouth.  It  was  often 
two  or  even  half-past  two  ere  he  retired 
to  his  bed-chamber." 

We  hope  this  passage  may  be  of 
use  to  some  friends  of  ours  who  shall 
be  nameless ;  but,  in  the  meantime, 
let  us  return  to  the  Wallenstein,  from 
which  we  have  most  improperly  been 
wandering — and  that  the  more  inex- 
cusably, because,  after  turning  over 
the  leaves  of  the  volume,  as  we  have 
just  done,  it  is  sufficiently  evident  that 
no  one  article  of  ours  can  be  sufficient 
to  give  to  our  readers  anything  like 
an  adequate  notion  of  this  perform- 
ance. One  thing  we  shall  cut  short. 
Madame  de  Stael's  "  Germany"  is  in 
every  hand  ;  and  Professor  Schlegel's 
Lectures  on  Dramatic  Literature  are 
at  least  in  many.  From  either  of  these 
works  a  tolerable  enough  idea  of  the 
general  structure  of  WALLENSTEIN - 
may  be  derived;  and  anxious  as  we 
are  to  keep  all  the  room  we  can  for 
extracts  from  Mr  Coleridge's  version, 
we  shall  trust  almost  entirely  to  this 
aid  ;  and,  indeed,  speak  henceforth  in 
some  sort  upon  the  supposition,  that 
those  who  listen  are  not  altogether  iu 
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the  dark  as  to  the  subject  of  our  dis-      same  Wallenstein  that  had  coped  even- 
course,  handed  with  Gustavus.    His  purposes 

Of  the  three  plays,  then,  in  which  are  not  fixed  and  determinate  in  pro- 
the  whole  story  of  Wallenstein's  fall 
is  unfolded,  Mr  Coleridge  has  left 
the  first  quite  untouched.  '*  Wallen- 
stein's Camp,"  for  so  it  is  entitled, 
may  rather,  indeed,  he  considered  as  a 
musical  prelude  to  the  tragedy  of  the 
two  following  plays,  than  in  any  other 
light.  Its  purpose  is  distinctly  and 
solely  to  prepare  us  for  the  coming.  It 
represents  the  wild  life  of  the  camp  of 
camps — the  camp  of  a  soldiery  that 
has  been  twenty  years  together,  and 
of  a  commander  who  has  grown  grey 
in  power  and  glory — of  an  army  that 
thinks  of  nothing  but  the  general,  the 
enemy,  and  the  booty — and  of  a  general 
who  feels  himself  more  .powerful,  than 
it  is  good  for  any  subject  to  be  tempted 
by  feeling.  A  certain  rough,  wild, 
stormy  gaiety  presides.  The  clank  of 
wine-cups  is  heard  between  the  rolling 
of  drums,  and  the  shrill  notes  of  the 
trumpet.  In  the  fore-ground,  parties 
of  dragoons  stroll  idly  about — pretty 
market-women  and  young  peasants  ex- 
hibit their  baskets,  and  share  the  jest 
of  licence. — Comely  and  well-fed  priests 
move  here  and  there  across  the  bust- 
ling scene : — "  Captains  and  colonels, 
and  knights  in  arms,"  lay  their  heads 
together  in  the  middle-ground,  some- 
times in  the  glee  of  revelry,  sometimes 
in  the  debate  of  subaltern  rivalry  and  only  man  in  all  the  camp  that  is  a  gain- 
minor  ambition  ; and  behind  and  er  by  his  downfall,  half  curses  himself 

above  all,  the  back-ground  exhibits, 
or  we  should  rather  say,  is  filled  up 
by  the  all-presiding,  all-swaying,  gi- 
gantic shadow  of  WALLENSTEIN. 

Jealousies  have  sprung  up,  as  why 
should  they  not,  between  the  Impe- 
rial Court  and  this  overgrown  Lieu- 
tenant. Whether  the  Emperor  shall 
strike  the  blow  by  deposing  him  from 
his  command,  or  he  by  leaguing  him- 
self with  the  Swede,  and  setting  the 
General  against  the  Prince — this,  we 
at  once  perceive,  is  a  matter  which 
accident,  more  than  anything  else,  is 
to  determine.  Wallenstein  is  ambi- 
tious, but  his  ambition  does  not  volun- 
tarily point  the  way  to  treason.  Great 
he  is— -great  he  must  continue  to  be — 
but  it  is  no  part  of  his  character  to  de- 
sire that  his  greatness  should  be  sus- 
tained by  disloyalty,  after  having  been 
founded  and  built  upon  the  most  me- 
ritorious of  services.  He  is  one  of  those 


portion  to  the  sense  he  entertains,  and 
that  justly,  of  his  own  genius,  deserts, 
and  capacities.  He  is  tied  up,  and  that 
not  unconsciously  either,  by  the  lurk- 
ing superstitions  of  custom.  He  is 
brave  enough  to  do  anything,  but  he 
has  not  the  audacity  to  plan  deliberate 
treason.  But  circumstances  conspire  to 
hurry  him  on — the  chief  officers  of  his 
army  see  their  own  ruin  wrapped  up 
in  his — they  goad  him  to  the  point — 
they  tempt  him,  and  he  falls.  They 
then  waver  when  it  is  too  late  for  him 
to  turn  ;  they  leave  him,  and  nothing 
remains  for  Wallenstein  but  to  die. 
The  shadow  of  his  greatness,  however, 
still  hovers  over  him.  The  noblest  of 
his  captains  deserts  him  indeed,  but 
rushes  to  death  that  he  may  not  sur- 
vive the  degradation  of  his  accustomed 
leader.  Pure  hearts  are  broken — inno- 
cent spotless  hearts  snap  beneath  the 
same  stroke  that  severs  his ;  the  dig- 
nity of  a  pre-eminent  nature  asserts  it- 
self in  the  greatest  and  in  the  least  of 
the  circumstances  ;  and,  as  if  on  pur- 
pose to  elevate,  even  in  the  moment  of 
consummated  ruin,  Wallenstein  is  not 
executed  like  a  traitor,  but  assassinated 
like  a  king.  The  hands  that  plunge 
daggers  into  him  tremble  with  the  con- 
sciousness of  a  moral  rebellion,  and  the 


men  whose  true  greatness  lies  only  in 
action.   Out  of  the  field,  he  is  not  the 


when  he  finds  that  WALLENSTEIN  has 
ceased  to  be.  The  whole  action  carries 
with  it  the  tumult  of  ambition,  the  dark- 
ness of  conspiracy,  the  cloud  of  blood ; 
and  yet  never  shall  the  world  witness  a 
drama  of  the  dark  tempestuous  pas- 
sions of  world-worn  men,  more  beau- 
tifully, more  touchingly,  more  pathe- 
tically interwoven  with  the  sweet  play 
of  young  affections,  and  the  generous 
march  of  free  innocence,  than  is  here. 
The  greatness  is  Wallenstein's,  and  the 
fall  is  his ;  but  the  true  hero  of  our 
hearts  is  the  noble  Piccolomini,  and 
the  grave  of  our  tears  is  that  where  the 
daughter  of  Wallenstein  flings  her  vir- 
gin beauty  upon  the  devoted  dust  of 
her  betrothed. 

The  greatest  art  of  the  poet  is 
throughout  apparent  in  every  thing  that 
relates  to  this  favourite  character — that 
of  Max  Piccolomini.  The  sudden  and 
deep  love  conceived  by  him  for  the 
Princess  Thekla,  and  by  her  for  him, 
and  the  openness  of  devotion  with 
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which  they  conduct  themselves  towards 
each  other,  form  a  picture  than  which 
nothing  can  be  conceived  more  admi- 
rable. The  strong  affection  which  Wal- 
lenstein himself  feels  for  one  that  has 
always  been  to  him  (to  use  a  fine  ex- 
pression of  Schiller's,  which,  had  Cole- 
ridge been  a  Scotchman,  he  would  not 
have  shrunk  from  translating)  "  the 
child  of  the  house,"  tends  perhaps  more 
than  any  other  trait  in  the  great  Gene- 
ral's character  to  make  us  feel  for  him 
and  his  misfortunes.  The  deep  pater- 
nal affection  of  old  Octavio  Piccolomini 
softens,  in  like  manner,  our  aversion 
for  his  craftiness  of  character,  and  the 
unworthy  manner  of  his  defalcation 
from  Wallenstein ;  and,  above  all,  Max 
is  exalted  by  the  homage  which  is  paid 
to  him  by  the  whole  knot  of  conspiring 
captains,  when  they  devise  their  double 
bond,  only  because  they  know  that 
nothing  will  persuade  him  even  to  the 
semblance  of  dishonour.  His  rushing 
to  death  on  the  right  side  the  moment 
he  knows  that  Wallenstein  has  irre- 
deemably bound  himself  to  the  wrong 
— his  rushing  thus,  too,  in  obedience 
to  the  hard-wrung  prayer  of  her  who 
feels  that  her  own  death  depends  upon, 
and  is  inseparable  from  his, — all  this 
is  in  the  very  highest  rank  of  tragic 
excellence ;  and  the  whole  of  this  beau- 
tiful story,  which  is  meant  to  be,  but 
which  will  not  let  itself  be,  an  episode, 
is  told  with  such  simplicity,  developed 
with  such  native  grace  of  grandeur, 
and  adorned  with  such  a  luxury  of 
poetry,  that  it  is  indeed  necessary  to 
thinkof  SHAKESPEARE  when  we  would 
seek  for  anything  superior  either  to  the 
conception  or  the  execution  of  it.  But 
we  must  leave  very  much  to  the  ima- 
gination of  the  reader,  and  proceed 
to  our  extracts. 

Max  Piccolomini  has  been  absent 
from  the  camp,  escorting  thither,  from 
a  distant  nunnery,  the  daughter  of 
Wallenstein.  He  arrives  at  the  mo- 
ment when  his  father  Octavio,  and 
Questenberg,  the  envoy  of  the  Em- 
peror, are  conversing  concerning  the 
means  of  displacing  (for  as  yet  there  is 
no  intention  of  killing)  the  too  power- 
ful General.  Max  hates  Questenberg, 
as  a  soldier  hates  a  courtier,  and  lis- 
tens with  coldness  to  the  hints  which 
the  two  seniors  throw  out — for  hints 
are  all  they  venture  on  to  him.  Hear 
how  nobly  he  defends  his  old  Captain. 

"  Max.  Heaven  never  meant  him  for 
that  passive  thing, 
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That  can  be  struck  and  hammer'd  out  to 

suit 

Another's  taste  and  fancy.  He'll  not  dance 
To  every  tune  of  every  minister. 
It  goes  against  his  nature — he  can't  do  it. 
He  is  possess'd  by  a  commanding  spirit, 
And  his  too  is  the  station  of  command. 
And  well  for  us  it  is  so  !  There  exist 
Few  fit  to  rule  themselves,  but  few  that  use 
Their  intellects  intelligently — -Then 
Well  for  the  whole,  if  there  be  found  a  man, 
Who  makes  himself  what  nature  destin'd 

him, 
The  pause,  the  central  point  of  thousand 

thousands 

Stands  fix'd  and  stately,  like  a  firm  -built 

column, 

Where  all  may  press  with  joy  and  confi- 
dence. 

Now  such  a  man  is  Wallenstein  ;  and  if 
Another  better  suits  the  court — no  other 
But  such  a  one  as  he  can  serve  the  army. 
Quest.  The  army  ?  Doubtless  ! 
Octa.  (To  Quest.)  Hush!  Suppress  it, 

friend ! 

Unless  some  end  were  answer'd  by  the  ut- 
terance— 
Of  him  there  you'll  make  nothing. 

Max.  (continuing.)  In  their  distress 
They  call  a  spirit  up,  and  when  Tie  comes, 
Straight  their  flesh  creeps  and  quivers,  and 

they  dread  him 
More  than  the  ills  for  -which  they  calVd 

him  up. 
Th'  uncommon,  the  sublime,  must  seem 

and  be 

Like  things  of  every  day. — But  in  the  field, 
Ay,  there  the  Present  Being  makes  itself 

felt. 

The  personal  must  command,  the  actual  eye 
Examine.     If  to  be  the  chieftain  asks 
All  that  is  great  in  nature,  let  it  be 
Likewise  his  privilege  to  move  and  act 
In  all  the  correspondencies  of  greatness. 
The  oracle  within  him,  that  which  lives, 
He  must  invoke  and  question — not  dead 

books, 

Not  ordinances,  not  mould-rotted  papers. 
Octa.  My  son  !  of  those  old  narrow  or- 
dinances 
Let  us  not  hold  too  lightly.     They  are 

weights 

Of  priceless  value,  which  oppress'd  man- 
kind 

Tied  to  the  volatile  will  of  their  oppressors. 
For  always  formidable  was  the  league 
And  partnership  of  free  power  with  free  will. 
The  way  of  ancient  ordinance,  though  it 

winds, 
Is  yet  no  devious  way.     Straight  forwards 

goes 

The  lightning's  path,  and  straight  the  fear- 
ful path 

Of  the  cannon-ball.    Direct  it  flies  and  ra- 
pid, 

Shatt'ring  that  it  may  reach,  and  shatt'ring 
what  it  reaches. 
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My  son !  the  road,  the  human  being  travels, 
That,  on  which  BLESSING  comes  and  goes, 

doth  follow 
The  river's  course,    the  valley's   playful 

windings, 
Curves  round  the  corn-field  and  the  hill  of 

vines, 

Honouring  the  holy  bounds  of  property  ! 
And  thus  secure,  though  late,  leads  to  its 

end. 
Quest.  O  hear  your  father,  noble  youth  ! 

hear  him, 

Who  is  at  once  the  hero  and  the  man. 
Octa.  My  son,  the  nursling  of  the  camp 

spoke  in  thee  ! 
A  war  of  fifteen  years 
Hath  been  thy  education  and  thy  school. 
Peace  hast  thou  never  witness'd  !   There 

exists 

An  higher  than  the  warrior's  excellence. 
In  war  itself  war  is  no  ultimate  purpose. 
The  vast  and  sudden  deeds  of  violence, 
Adventures  wild,  and  wonders  of  the  mo- 
ment, 

These  are  not  they,  my  son,  that  generate 
The  Calm,  the  Blissful,  and  th'  enduiir.g 

Mighty  ! 

Lo  there  !  the  soldier,  rapid  architect ! 
Builds  his  light  town  of  canvass,  and  at 

once 

The  whole  scene  moves  and  bustles  mo- 
mently, 
With  arms,  and  neighing  steeds,  and  mirth 

and  quarrel ! 
The  motley  market  fills ;  the  roads,  the 

streams, 
Are  crowded  with  new  freights,  trade  stirs 

and  hurries ! 

But  on  some  morrow  morn,  all  suddenly, 
The  tents  drop  down,  the  horde  renews  its 

march. 

Dreary,  and  solitary  as  a  church-yard, 
The  meadow  and  down-trodden  seed-plot 

lie, 

And  the  year's  harvest  is  gone  utterly; 
Mar.  O  let  the  Emperor  make  peace, 

my  father  ! 
Most  gladly  would  I  give  the  blood-stain'd 

laurel 

For  the  first  violet  of  the  leafless  spring, 
Pluck'd  in  those  quiet  fields  where  I  have 

journey'd. 
Octa.  What  ails  thee  ?  What  so  moves 

thee  all  at  once  ? 
Max.  Peace  have  I  ne'er  beheld?   I 

have  beheld  it. 
From  thence  am  I  come  hither :   O  !  that 

sight, 

It  glimmers  still  before  me,  like  some  land- 
scape 

Left  in  the  distance, — some  delicious  land- 
scape ! 
My  road  conducted  me  through  countries 

where 
The  war  has  not  yet  reach'd.     Life,  life, 

my  father 

My  venerable  father,  life  has  charms 
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Which  -wf,  have  ne'er   experienced.     We 

have  been 

But  voyaging  along  its  barren  coasts, 
Like  some  poor  ever-roaming  horde  of  pi- 
rates, 

That,  crowded  in  the  rank  and  narrow  ship, 
House  on  the  wild  sea  with  wild  usages, 
Nor  know  aught  of  the  main  land,  but  the 

bays 
Where  safeliest  they  may  venture  a  thieves' 

landing. 
Whate'er  in  th'  inland  dales  the  land  con- 

ceals 

Of  fair  and  exquisite,  O  !  nothing,  nothing, 
Do  we  behold  of  that  in  our  rude  voyage. 
Octa.  (Attentive^  with  an  appearance  of 

uneasiness.) 
And  so  your  journey  has  reveal'd  this 

to  you  ? 
Max.  'Twas  the  first  leisure  of  my  life. 

O  tell  me, 

What  is  the  meed  and  purpose  of  the  toil, 
The  painful  toil,  which  robb'd  me  of  my 

youth, 

Left  me  an  heart  unsoul'd  and  solitary, 
A  spirit  uninform'd,  unornamented, 
For  the  camp's  stir  and  crowd  and  cease- 
less larum, 
The  neighing  war-horse,  the  air-shatt'ring 

trumpet, 

The  unvaried,  still-returning  hour  of  duty, 
Word  of  command,  and  exercise  of  arms — 
There's  nothing  here,  there's  nothing  in  all 

this 

To  satisfy  the  heart,  the  gasping  heart ! 
Mere  bustling  nothingness,  where  the  soul 

is  not — 

This  cannot  be  the  sole  felicity, 
These  cannot  be  man's  best  and  only  plea- 
sures ! 
Octa.  Much  hast  thou  learnt,  my  son,  in 

this  short  journey. 
Max.  O  !  day  thrice  lovely  !  when  at 

length  the  soldier 

Returns  home  into  life  ;  when  he  becomes 
A  fellow-man  among  his  fellow-men. 
The  colours  are  unfurl'd,  the  cavalcade 
Marshals,  and  now  the  buz  is  hush'd,  and 

hark ! 
Now  the  soft  peace-march  beats,  home, 

brothers,  home  ! 

The  caps  and  helmets  are  all  garlanded 
With  green  boughs,  the  last  plund'ring  of 

the  fields. 

The  city  gates  fly  open  of  themselves, 
They  need  no  longer  the  petard  to  tear  them. 
The  ramparts  are  all  fill'd  with  men  and 

women, 
With  peaceful  men  and  women,  that  send 

onwards 

Kisses  and  welcomings  upon  the  air, 
Which  they  make  breezy  with  affectionate 

gestures. 
From  all  the  towers  rings  out  the  merry 

peal, 

The  joyous  vespers  of  a  bloody  day. 
(>  happy  man,  0  fortunate !  for  whom 
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The  well-known  door,  the  faithful  arras  are 

open, 

The  faithful  tender  arms  with  mute  embra- 
cing. 
Quest.  (Apparently  much  ajftcted.)  O  ! 

that  you  should  speak 
Of  such  a  distant,  distant  time,  and  not 
Of  the  to-morrow,  not  of  this  to-day. 
Max.  (  Turning  round  to  him  quick  and 

vehement.) 

Where  lies  the  fault  hut  on  you  in  Vienna  ? 
I  will  deal  openly  with  you,  Questenberg. 
Just  now,  as  first  I  saw  you  standing  here, 
(I'll  own  it  to  you  freely,)  indignation 
Crowded  and  prest  my  inmost  soul  together. 
'Tis  ye  that  hinder  peace,  ye  ! — and  the 

warrior, 

It  is  the  warrior  that  must  force  it  from  you. 
Ye  fret  the  General's  life  out,  blacken  him, 
Hold  him  up  as  a  rebel,  and  Heaven  knows 
What  else  still  worse,  because  he  spares 

the  Saxons, 

And  tries  to  awaken  confidence  in  th'  ene- 
my; 

Which  yet's  the  only  way  to  peace  ;  for  if 
War  intermit  not  during  war,  how  then 
And  whence  can  peace  come  ? — Your  own 

plagues  fall  on  you  ! 

Even  as  I  love  what's  virtuous,  hate  I  you. 
And  here  make  I  this  vow,  here  pledge  my- 
self; 

My  blood  shall  spurt  out  for  this  Wallen- 
stein, 

And  my  heart  drain  off,  drop  by  drop,  ere  ye 
Shall  revel  and  dance  jubilee  o'er  his  ruin." 

We  have  said  that  Max  had  escort- 
ed Thekla,  and  that  their  love  began 
upon  that  journey.  The  aunt  of  Thek- 
la, and  Wallenstein's  sister,  the  Coun- 
tess of  Tertsky,  is  already  in  so  far 
acquainted  with  the  affair,  and  indeed 
knows  more  than  she  pretends ;  but 
Max  is  asked  by  her  in  her  chamber 
if  he  has  revealed  his  passion  to  her 
niece — and  how  beautifully  the  youth 
answers ! — 

"  Max.  This  morning  did  I  hazard  the 

first  word. 
Count.  This  morning  the  first  time  in 

twenty  days  ? 

Max.  'Twas  at  that  hunting-castle,  be- 
twixt here 
And  Nepomuck,  where  you  had  join'd  us, 

and — 

That  was  the  last  relay  of  the  whole  jour- 
ney ! 

In  a  balcony  we  were  standing  mute, 
And  gazing  out  upon  the  dreary  field  : 
Before  us  the  dragoons  were  riding  onward, 
The  safe-guard  which  the  Duke  had  sent 

us — heavy 

The  inquietude  of  parting  lay  upon  me, 
And  trembling  ventur'd  I  at  length  these 

words : 

This  all  reminds  me,  noble  maiden,  that 
VOL.  XIV. 
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To-day  I  must  take  leave  of  my  good  for- 
tune. 

A  few  hours  more,  and  you  will  find  a  fa- 
ther, 
Will    see    yourself   surrounded  by  new 

friends, 

And  I  henceforth  shall  be  but  as  a  stranger, 
Lost  in  the  many — '  Speak  with  my  aunt 

Tertsky  !' 

With  hurrying  voice  she  interrupted  me. 
She  falter'd.     I  beheld  a  glowing  red 
Possess  her  beautiful  cheeks,  and  from  the 

ground 
Rais'd  slowly  up  her  eye  met  mine — no 

longer 
Did  I  control  myself. 

(The  Princess  Thekla  appears  at  the 
door,  and  remains  standing,  obser- 
ved by  the  Countess,  but  not  by  Pic- 
colomini.) 

With  instant  boldness 
I  caught  her  in  my  arms,  my  mouth  touch'd 

hers ; 

There  was  a  rustling  in  the  room  close  by  ; 
It  parted  us — 'Twas  you.  What  since  has 

happened, 
You  know. 

Count.    (After  a  pause,   -with  a  stolen 

glance  at  Thekla.) 
And  is  it  your  excess  of  modesty  ; 
Or  are  you  so  incurious,  that  you  do  not 
Ask  me  too  of  my  secret  ? 
Max.  Of  your  secret  ? 
Count.  Why,  yes  !  When  in  the  instant 

after  you 
I  stepp'd  into  the  room,  and  found  my 

niece  there, 
What  she  in  this  first  moment  of  the  heart 

Ta'en  with  surprise 

Max.  (  With  eagerness.)  Well  ? 
The':.  (To  the  Countess.)  Spare  yourself 

the  trouble. 
That  hears  he  better  from  myself. 

Max.  (Stepping  backward.)  My  Prin- 
cess ! 
What  have  you  let  her  hear  me  say,  aunt 

Tertsky  ! 
Thek.  (To  the  Countess.)  Has  he  been 

frere  long  ? 

Count.  Yes  ;  and  soon  must  go. 
Where  have  you  stay'd  so  long  ? 

Thck.  Alas  !  my  mother 

Wept  so  again  !  and  I — I  see  her  suffer, 
Yet  cannot  keep  myself  from  being  happy. 
Max.  Now  once  again  I  have  courage 

to  look  on  you. 
To-day  at  noon  I  could  not. 
The  dazzle  of  the  jewels  that  play'd  round 

you 
Hid  the  beloved  from  me. 

Thck.  Then  you  saw  me 

With  your  eye  only — and  not  with  your 

heart  ? 
Max.  This  morning,  when  I  found  you 

in  the  circle 

Of  all  your  kindred,  in  your  father's  arms, 
Beheld  myself  an  alien  in  this  circle, 

sc 
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O  !  what  an  impulse  felt  I  in  that  moment 

To  fall  upon  his  neck,  to  call  himfat/ter  ! 

But  his  stern  eye  o'erpower'd  the  swelling 
passion—. 

It  dar'd  not  but  be  silent.  And  those  bril- 
liants, 

That  like  a  crown  of  stars  enwreath'd  your 
brows, 

They  scar'd  me  too  !  O,  wherefore,  where- 
fore  should  he 

At  the  first  meeting  spread  as  'twere  the 
bann 

Qf  excommunication  round  you,  wherefore 

Dress  up  the  angel  as  for  sacrifice, 

And  cast  upon  the  light  and  joyous  heart 

The-  mournful  burthen  of  his  station  ?  Fitly 

May  love  dare  woo  for  love ;  but  such  a 
splendour 

Might  none  but  monarchs  venture  to  ap- 
proach. 

Thek.  Hush  !  not  a  word  more  of  this 
mummery. 

You  see  how  soon  the  burthen  is  thrown  off. 

{To  the  Countess.)    He  is  not  in  spirits. 
Wherefore  is  he  not  ? 

'Tis  you,  aunt,  that  have  made  him  all  so 
gloomy  ! 

He  had  quite  another  nature  on  the  jour- 
ney— 

So  calm,  so  bright,  so  joyous  eloquent. 
(To  Max.)    It  was  my  wish  to  see  you 
always  so, 

And  never  otherwise  ! 

Max.  You  find  yourself 

In  your  great  father's  arms,  beloved  lady  ! 

All  in  a  new  world,  which  does  homage  to 
you, 

And  which,  were't  only  by  its  novelty, 

Delights  your  eye. 

Thek.  Yes  ;  I  confess  to  you 

That  many  things  delight  me  here:  this 
camp, 

This  motley  stage  of  warriors,  which  re- 
news 

So  manifold  the  image  of  my  fancy, 

And  binds  to  life,  binds  to  reality, 

What  hitherto  had  but  been  present  to  me 

As  a  sweet  dream  ! 

Max.  Alas  !  not  so  to  me. 

It  makes  a  dream  of  my  reality. 

Upon  some  island  in  the  etherial  heights 

I've  lived  for  these  last  days.     This  mass 
of  men 

Forces  me  down  to  earth.    It  is  a  bridge, 

That,  reconductiiig  to  my  former  life, 

Divides  me  and  my  heaven. 

Thek.  'r    The  game  of  life 

Looks  cheerful,  when  one  carries  in  one's 
heart 

The  unalienable  treasure.     'Tis  a  game, 

Which  having  once  review'd,  I  turn  more 
joyous 

Back  to  my  deeper  and  appropriate  bliss. 
(Breaking  off,  and  in  a  sportive  tone.) 

In  this  short  time  that  I've  been  present 
here, 

What  new  unheard-of  things  have  I  not 
seen  ? 


And  yet  they  all  must  give  place  to  the 

wonder 
Which  this  mysterious  castle  guards. 

Count.  (Recollecting.)  And  what 

Can  this  be  then  ?  Methought  I  was  ac 

J (tainted 
the  dusky  corners  of  this  house, 
Thek.  (Smiling.)  Ay,  but  the  road  there- 
to is  watch'd  by  spirits  ; 

Two  griffins  still  stand  sentry  at  the  door. 
Count.  (Laughs.)  The  astrological  tower  ! 
—How  happens  it 

That  this  same  sanctuary,  whose  access 

Is  to  all  others  so  impracticable, 

Opens  before  you  e'en  at  your  approach  ? 
Thek.  A  dwarfish  old  man,  with  a  friend- 
ly face 

And  snow-white  hairs,  whose  gracious  ser- 
vices 

Were  mine  at  first  sight,  open'd  me  the 

doors. 
Max.  That  is  the  Duke's  astrologer,  old 

Seni. 

Thek.     He    question'd    me  on  many 
points ;  for  instance, 

When  I  was  born,  what  month,  and  on 
what  day, 

Whether  by  day  or  in  the  night. 

Count.  He  wish'd 

To  erect  a  figure  for  your  horoscope. 
Thek.  My  hand  too  he  examined,  shook 
his  head 

With  much  sad  meaning,  and  the  lines, 
methought, 

Did  not  square  over  truly  with  his  wishes. 
Count.  Well,  Princess,  and  what  found 
you  in  this  tower  ? 

My  highest  privilege  has  been  to  snatch 

A  side-glance,  and  away  ! 

Thek.  It  was  a  strange 

Sensation  that  came  o'er  me,  when  at  first 

From  the  broad  sunshine  I  stepp'd  in  ;  and 
now 

The  narrowing  line  of  day-light,  that  ran 
after 

The  closing  door,  was  gone  ;  and  all  about 
me 

'Twas  pale  and  dusky  night,  with  many 
shadows 

Fantastically  cast.     Here  six  or  seven 

Colossal  statues,  and  all  kings,  stood  round 
me 

In  a  half-circle.     Each  one  in  his  hand 

A  sceptre  bore,  and  on  his  head  a  star  ; 

And  in  the  tower  no  other  light  was  there 

But  from  these  stars  ;  all  seem'd  to  come 
from  them. 

1  These  are  the  planets,'  said  that  low  old 
man; 

*  They  govern  worldly  fates,  and  for  that 
cause 

Are  imaged  here  as  kings.     He  farthest 
from  you, 

Spiteful  and  cold,  an  old  man  melancholy, 

With  bent  and  yellow  forehead,  he  is  SA- 
TURN. 

He  opposite,  the  king  with  the  red  light, 

An  arm'd  man  for  the  battk,  that  is  MARS  : 
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And  both  these  bring  but  little  luck  to 

man.' 

But  at  his  side  a  lovely  lady  stood, 
The  star  upon  her  head  was  soft  and  bright, 
And  that  was  VEXUS,  the  bright  star  of 

joy- 
On  the  left  hand,  lo !  MERCURY,  with 

wings. 

Quite  in  the  middle  glitter' d  silver-bright 
A  cheerful  man,  and  with  a  monarch's 

mien ; 

And  this  was  JUPITER,  my  father's  star  : 

And  at  his  side  I  saw  the  Su N  and  MOON. 

Max.  O  never  rudely  will  I  blame  his 

faith 
In  the  might  of  stars  and  angels !  'Tis  not 

merely 
The  human  being's  PRIDE  that  peoples 

space 

With  life  and  mystical  predominance  ; 
Since  likewise  for  the  stricken   heart  of 

LOVE 

This  visiblenature,  and  this  common  world, 
Is  all  too  narrow  ;  yea,  a  deeper  import 
Lurks  in  the  legend  told  my  infant  years, 
Than  lies  upon  that  truth,  we  live  to  learn. 
For  fable  is  Love's  world,  his  home,  his 

birth-place : 
Delightedly  dwells  he  'mong  fays  and  ta-  ' 

lismans, 

And  spirits  ;  and  delightedly  "believes 
Divinities,  being  himself  divine. 
The  intelligible  forms  of  ancient  poets, 
The  fair  humanities  of  old  religion, 
The  Power,  the  Scanty,  and  the  Majesty, 
That  had  their  haunts  in  dale,  or  piny 

mountain, 

Or  forest  by  slow  stream,  or  pebbly  spring, 
Or  chasms  and  wafry  depths;  all  these 

have  vanished. 

They  live  no  longer  in  the  faith  of  reason  I 
But  still  the  heart  doth  need  a  language,  still 
Doth  the  old  instinct  bring  lack  the  old 

names. 

And  to  yon  starry  world  they  now  are  gone, 
Spirits  or  gods,  that  used  to  share  this  earth 
With  man  as  with  their  friend  ;  and  to  the 

lover 

Yonder  they  move,  from  yonder  visible  sky 
Shoot  influence  down :  and  even  at  this  day 
'  Tis  Jupiter  who  brings  whatever  is  great, 
And  Venus  who  brings  everything  that's 

fair  ! 
Thek.  And  if  this  be  the  science  of  the 

stars, 

I  too,  with  glad  and  zealous  industry, 
Will  learn  acquaintance  with  this  cheerful 

faith. 

It  is  a  gentle  and  affectionate  thought, 
That  in  immeasurable  heights  above  us, 
At  our  first  birth,  the  wreath  of  love  was 

woven, 
With  sparkling  stars  for  flowers. 

Count.  Not  only  rose's, 

But  thorhs  too  hath  the  heaven  ;  and  well 

for  you, 
Leave  they  your  wreath  of  love  inviolate. 
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What  Venus  twined,  the  bearer  of  glad 

fortune, 

The  sullen  orb  of  Mars  soon  tears  to  pieces. 
Max.  Soon  will  his  gloomy  empire  reach 

its  close. 

Blest  be  the  General's  zeal :  into  the  laurel 
Will  he  inweave  the   olive-branch,   pre- 
senting 
Peace  to  the  shouting  nations.     Then  no 

wish 
Will  have  remained  for  his  great  heart ! 

Enough 

Has  he  perform'd  for  glory,  and  can  now 
Live  for  himself  and  his.  To  his  domains 
Will  he  retire  ;  he  has  a  stately  seat 
Of  fairest  view  at  Gitschin  ;  Reichenberg, 
And  Friedland  Castle,  both  lie  pleasantly- 
Even  to  the  foot  of  the  huge  mountains  here 
Stretches  the  chase  and  covers  of  his  fo- 
rests : 

His  ruling  passion,  to  create  the  splendid, 
He  can  indulge  without  restraint ;  can  give 
A  princely  patronage  to  every  art, 
And  to  all  worth  a  Sovereign's  protection. 
Can  build,  can  plant,  can  watch  the  starry 

courses — 
Count.  Yet  I  would  have  you  look,  and 

look  again, 
Before  you  lay  aside  your  arms,  young 

friend ! 

A  gentle  bride,  as  she  is,  is  well  worth  it 
That  you  should  woo  and  win  her  with  the 

sword. 

Max.  O,  that  the  sword  could  win  her  ! 
Count.  What  was  that  ? 

Did  you  hear  nothing  ?  Seem'd,  as  if  I 

heard 
Tumult  and  larum  in  the  banquet-room." 

The  politic  Countess  has  in  truth  en- 
couraged Max  to  fall  in  love  with  Thek- 
la, in  the  view  of  binding  him  to  the 
fortunes  of  her  brother ;  but  she  is  far 
from  wishing  poor  Thekla  to  listen  se- 
riously to  the  suit  of  young  Piccolo- 
mini  ;  and  a  long  scene  follows,  in 
which  she  endeavours  to  rouse  thoughts 
of  higher  ambition  within  that  inno- 
cent breast.  In  the  course  of  this,  some 
words  drop  from  the  old  lady,  which 
convey  to  Thekla  the  first  obscure 
feeling  that  some  danger  is  near  her 
princely  father,  and  from  hencefor- 
ward Thekla,  young  and  radiant,  has 
died  to  joy.  She  had  lived  far  away 
upon  the  feeling  that  she  was 

"  His  daughter — his — the  mighty  !" 

and  from  the  moment  that  she  forbodes 
his  glory  is  about  to  be  no  more,  even 
the  love  that  had  just  begun  to  give 
her  life  a  new  charm,  and  an  undream- 
ed-of delight,  ceases  to  be  anything  else 
than  a  deepener  of  her  sorrows.  But 
we  have  already  said  that  we  cannot 
analyze  Wallenstein. 
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Octavio  Piccolomini  takes  an  early 
opportunity  of  conversing  with  his  son 
alone.  After  a  great  deal  of  preface,  he 
at  last  lays  before  him  clear  proofs  that 
Wallenstein  really  has  been  tampering 
with  the  Swede,  and  then  he  completes 
the  affair  by  drawing  from  his  bosom 
the  Emperor  s  edict,  containing  the  sen- 
tence and  condemnation  of  the  Duke. 
On  this  parchment  Max  casts  a  single 
hurried  glance — listens  in  silence,  but 
with  a  visible  struggle  of  feelings,  to 
a  few  more  long  harangues  of  his  fa- 
ther, and  then  starts  up  suddenly,  "  as 
one  resolved,"  saying — 

"  I  will  procure  me  light  a  shorter  way. 
Farewell. 

Octa.  Where  now  ? — Remain  here. 
Max.  To  the  Duke. 

Octa.  (Alarmed.)  What 

Max.  (Returning.)  If  thou  hast  believed 

that  I  shall  act 

A  part  in  this  thy  play 

Thou  hast  miscalculated  on  me  grievously. 
My  way  must  be  straight  on.     True  with 

the  tongue, 

False  with  the  heart — I  may  not,  cannot  be : 
Nor  can  I  suffer  that  a  man  should  trust 

me— 
As  his  friend  trust  me— and  then  lull  my 

conscience 
With  such  low  pleas  as  these : — '  I  ask'd 

him  not — 

He  did  it  all  at  his  own  hazard — and 
My  mouth  has  never  lied  to  him.' — No,  no ! 
What  a  friend  takes  me  for,  that  I  must  be. 
— I'll  to  the  Duke ;  ere  yet  this  day  is 

ended 

Will  I  demand  of  him  that  he  do  save 
His  good  name  from  the  world,  and  with 

one  stride 
Break  through  and  rend  this  fine-spun  web 

of  yours. 

He  can,  he  will !— 7  still  am  his  believer. 
Yet  I'll  not  pledge  myself,  but  that  those 

letters 
May  furnish  you,  perchance,  with  proofs 

against  him. 

How  far  may  not  this  Tertsky  have  pro- 
ceeded— 

What  may  not  he  himself  too  have  per- 
mitted 

Himself  to  do,  to  snare  the  enemy, 
The  laws  of  war  excusing  ?  Nothing  save 
His  own  mouth,  shall  convicithm — nothing 

less! 

And  face  to  face  will  I  go  question  him. 
Octa.  Thou  wilt  ? 

Max.  I  will,  as  sure  as  this  heart  beats. 
Octa.  I  have,  indeed,  miscalculated  on 

thee. 

I  calculated  on  a  prudent  son, 
Who  would  have  blest  tl.e  hard  beneficent 
That  pluck'd  him  back  from  the  abyss — 

and  lo ! 
A  fascinated  being  I  discover, 


Whom  his  two  eyes  befool,  whom  passion 

wilderb, 
Whom  not  the  broadest  light  of  noon  can 

heal. 
Go,  question  him  ! — Be  mad  enough,  I 

pray  thee. 

The  purpose  of  thy  father,  of  thy  Emperor, 
Go,  give  it  up  free  booty  ! — Force  me, 

drive  me 
To  an  open  breach  before  the  time.     And 

now, 

Now  that  a  miracle  of  heaven  had  guarded 
My  secret  purpose  even  to  this  hour, 
And  laid  to  sleep  Suspicion's  piercing  eyes, 
Let  me  have  lived  to  see  that  mine  own  son, 
With  frantic  enterprize,  annihilates 
My  toilseme  labours  and  state-policy. 
Max.  Ay — this  state-policy  !  O  how  I 

curse  it ! 

You  will  some  time,  with  your  state-policy, 
Compel  him  to  the  measure :  it  may  happen, 
Because  ye  are  determined  that  he  is  guilty, 
Guilty  ye'll  make  him.  All  retreat  cut  off, 
You  close  up  every  outlet,  hem  him  in 
Narrower  and  narrower,  till  at  length  ye 

force  him — 
Yes,  ye, — ye  force  him,  in  his  desperation, 

To  set  fire  to  his  prison Father  !  father  ! 

That  never  can  end  well — it  cannot — will 

not! 

And  let  it  be  decided  as  it  may, 
/  see  with  boding  heart  the  near  approach 
Of  an  ill-starred,  unblest  catastrophe. 
For  this  great  Monarch- spirit,  if  he  fall, 
Will  drag  a  world  into  the  ruin  with  him. 
And  as  a  ship  that  midway  on  tlte  ocean 
Takes  fire,  at  once,  and  with  a  thunder- 
burst, 

Explodes,  and  with  itself  shoots  out  its  crew 
In  smoke  and  ruin  betwixt  sea  and  heaven  ; 
So  will  he,  falling,  draw  down  in  his  fall 
All  us,  wlid're  Jix'd  and  morticed  to  hit 

fortune. 

Deem  of  it  what  thou  wilt ;  but  pardon  me, 
That  1  must  bear  me  on  in  my  own  way. 
All  must  remain  pure  betwixt  him  and  me  ; 
And,  ere  the  day-light  dawns,  it  must  be 

known 
Which  I  must  lose — my  father,  or  my 

friend." 

Wallenstein,  meantime,  in  all  the 
irresolution  that  precedes  "  the  acting 
of  a  dreadful  thing,"  is  spending  the 
midnight  alone  in  his  chamber.  This 
remarkable  man  was,  as  our  readers 
are  aware,  a  slave  to  that  superstition 
which  influenced  so  many  even  of  the 
most  powerful  intellects  of  that  time. 
He  was  a  believer  in  astrology — a  con- 
stant student  of  the  stars.  This  trait 
of  his  character  throws  much  in  Schil- 
ler's power,  and  not  in  vain. 

Surrounded  by  the  emblems  and 
instruments  of  his  dark  lore,  in  that 
mysterious  chamber  where  seven  co- 
lossal kings  of  brass  represent  the  seven 
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planets,  and  where  there  is  no  light 
except  what  flames  from  the  starry 
crowns  upon  the  heads  of  these  impe- 
rial images,  this  lordly  votary  medi- 
tates upon  what  he  has  dared  to  be- 
gin, and  fears  to  finish.  He  expects 
the  visit  of  a  Swedish  officer — that  vi- 
sit cannot  be  received  without  for  ever 
compromising  his  loyalty.  The  fol- 
lowing is  part  of  the  fine  soliloquy  : 

"  A  punishable  man  I  seem — the  guilt, 
Try  what  I  will,  I  cannot  roll  off  from  me ; 
The  equivocal  demeanour  of  my  life 
Bears  witness  on  my  prosecutor's  party, 
And  even  my  purest  acts  from  purest  mo- 
tives 

Suspicion  poisons  with  malicious  gloss. 
Were  I  that  thing,  for  wliich  I  pass,  that 

traitor, 

A  goodly  outside  I  had  sure  reserved, 
Had  drawn  the  coverings  thick  and  double 

round  me, 

Been  calm  and  chary  of  my  utterance. 
But  being  conscious  of  the  innocence 
Of  my  intent,  my  uncorrupted  will, 
I  gave  way  to  my  humours,  to  my  passion : 
Bold  were  my  words,  because  my  deeds 

were  not. 

Now  every  planless  measure,  chance  event, 
The  threat  of  rage,  the  vaunt  of  joy  and 

triumph, 
And  all  the  May-games  of  a  heart  o'er- 

flowing, 

Will  they  connect,  and  weave  them  all  to- 
gether 

Into  one  web  of  treason  ;  all  will  be  plan, 
My  eye  ne'er  absent  from  the  far-off  mark, 
Step  tracing  step,  each  step  a  politic  pro- 
gress ; 

And  out  of  all  they'll  fabricate  a  charge 
So  specious,  that  I  must  myself  stand  dumb. 
I  am  caught  in  my  own  net,  and  only  force, 
Naught  butasudden  rent,  can  liberate  me. 
(Pauses  again.) 
How  else  !  since  that  the  heart's  unbiass'd 

instinct 

Impell'd  me  to  the  daring  deed,  which  now 
Necessity,  self-preservation,  orders. 
Stern  is  the  On-look  of  necessity, 
Not  without  shudder  may  a  human  hand 
Grasp  the  mysterious  urn  of  destiny. 
My  deed  was  mine,  remaining  in  my  bosom, 
Once  suffer'd  to  escape  from  its  safe  corner 
Within  the  heart,  its  nursery  and  birth- 
place, 

Sent  forth  into  the  Foreign,  it  belongs 
For  ever  to  those  sly  malicious  powers 
Whom  never  art  of  man  conciliated. 

(Paces  in  agitation  through  the  Cham- 
ber,   then  pauses,  and,    after   the 
pause,  breaks  out  again  into  audible 
soliloquy.) 
What  is  thy  enterprize  ?    thy  aim  ?    thy 

object  ? 

Hast  honestly  confess'd  it  to  thyself  ? 
Power  seated  on  a  quiet  throne  thou'dst 
shake, 
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Power  on  an  ancient  consecrated  throne, 
Strongin  possession,  founded  in  old  custom; 
Power  by  a  thousand  tough  and  stringy 

roots 

Fix'd  to  the  people's  pious  nursery-faith. 
This,  this  will  be  no  strife  of  strength  with 

strength. 

That  fear'd  I  not.  I  brave  each  combatant, 
Whom  I  can  look  on,  fixing  eye  to  eye, 
Who,  full  himself  of  courage,  kindles  cou- 
rage 

In  me  too.     'Tis  a  foe  invisible, 
The  which  I  fear — a  fearful  enemy, 
Which  in  the  human  heart  opposes  me, 
By  its  coward  fear  alone  made  fearful  to  me. 
Not  that,  which,  full  of  life,  instinct  with 

power, 

Makes  known  its  present  being  ;  that  is  not 
The  true,  the  perilously  formidable. 
O  no !  it  is  the  common,  the  quite  common, 
The  thing  of  an  eternal  yesterday, 
What  ever  was,  and  evermore  returns, 
Sterling  to-morrow,  for  to-day  'twas  ster- 
ling ! 

For  of  the  wholly  common  is  man  made, 
And  custom  is  his  nurse !   Woe  then  to 

them, 

Who  lay  irreverent  hands  upon  his  old 
House  furniture,  the  dear  inheritance 
From  his  forefathers !  For  time  consecrates ; 
And  what  is  grey  with  age  becomes  religion. 
Be  in  possession,  and  thou  hast  the  right, 
And  sacred  will  the  many  guard  it  for  thee  ! 
( To  the  Page,  who  here  enters.) 
The  Swedish  officer  ?— Well,  let  him  enter. 
(.The  Page  exit,  Wallenstein  fixes 
his  eye  in  deep  thought  on  the 
door.) 

Yet  is  it  pure — as  yet ! — the  crime  has  come 
Not  o'er  this  threshold  yet — so  slender  is 
The  boundary   that    divideth    life's   two 
paths." 

The  Swede  enters — and  all  is  over 
with  Wallenstein  as  the  Emperor's  ge- 
neral. He  must  now  think  and  do  for 
himself.  It  is  at  this  moment  that 
"  the  child  of  the  house,"  his  old  play- 
thing, his  favourite  hero,  his  daugh- 
ter's lover,  comes  into  his  chamber. 
Max  Piccolomini's  influence  with  the 
soldiery  renders  it  a  matter  of  first-rate 
consequence  to  fix  him.  But  this,  to 
do  Wallenstein  justice,  is  not  his  chief 
thought  here :  he  loves  Max.  It  is 
thus  that,  after  some  preliminary  hints, 
he  bursts  out  to  the  young  soldier,  who 
had  been  reared  almost  from  the  cra- 
dle within  his  camp  : — 

"  Wall.  Soft  cradled  thee  thy  Fortune 

till  to-day  ; 

Thy  duties  thou  could'st  exercise  in  sport, 
Indulge  all  lovely  instincts,  act  for  ever 
With  undivided  heart.     It  can  remain 
No  longer  thus.     Like  enemies,  the  roads 
Start  from  each  other.     Duties  strive  with 
duties. 
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Thou  must  needs  choose  thy  party  in  the 

war 
Which  isnowkindling'twixt  THY  FRIEND 

and  him 
Who  is  thy  Emperor. 

Max.  War  !  is  that  the  name  ? 
War  is  as  frightful  as  Heaven's  pestilence, 
Yet  it  is  good,  is  it  Heaven's  will,  as  that  is. 
Is  that  a  good  war,  which  against  the  Em- 
peror 
Thou   wagest  with   the   Emperor's   own 

army? 

O  God  of  heaven  !  what  a  change  is  this  ! 
Beseems  it  me  to  offer  such  persuasion 
To  thee,  who,  like  the  fix'd  star  of  the  pole, 
Wert   all  I   gazed  at   on  life's   trackless 

ocean  ? 

O  !  what  a  rent  thou  makest  in  my  heart ! 
The  engrained  instinct  of  old  reverence, 
The  holy  habit  of  obediency, 
Must  I  pluck  'live  asunder  from  thy  name  ? 
Nay,  do  not  turn  thy  countenance  upon 

me — 

It  always  was  a  god  looking  at  me  ! 
Duke  Wallenstein,  its  power  is  not  de- 
parted ; 

The  senses  still  are  in  thy  bonds,  although, 
Bleeding,  the  soul  hath  freed  itself. 
Wall.  Max,  hear  me. 

Max.  O  !  do  it  not,  I  pray  thee,  do  it 

not! 

There  is  a  pure  and  noble  soul  within  thee, 
Knows  not  of  this  unblest,  unlucky  doing. 
Thy  will  is  chaste  ;  it  is  thy  fancy  only 
Which  hath  polluted  thee — and  innocence, 
It  will  not  let  itself  be  driven  away 
From  that  world>awing  aspect.  Thou  wilt 

not, 

Thou  canst  not,  end  in  this.    It  would  re- 
duce 

All  hu-man  creatures  to  disloyalty 
Against  the  nobleness  of  their  own  nature. 
'Twill  justify  the  vulgar  misbelief, 
Which  holdeth  nothing  noble  in  free  will, 
And  trusts  itself  to  impotence  alone 
Made  powerful  only  in  an  unknown  power. 
Wall.  The  world  will  judge  me  sternly, 

I  expect  it. 

Already,  have  I  said  to  my  own  self 
All  thou  canst  say  to  me.   Who  but  avoids 
The  extreme, — can  he  by  going  round  avoid 

it? 
But  here  there  is  no  choice.   Yes — I  must 

use 

Or  suffer  violence — so  stands  the  case, 
There  remains  nothing  possible  but  that. 

Max.  O !  that  is  never  possible  for  thee  ! 
'Tis  the  last  desperate  resource  of  those 
Cheap  souls,  to  whom  their  honour,  their 

good  name, 
Is  their  poor  saving,  their  last  wortliless 

Keep, 
Which  having  staked  and  lost,  they  stake 

themselves 

In  the  mad  rage  of  gaming.  Thou  art  rich, 
And  glorious  ;  with  an  unpolluted  heart 
Thou   canst  make  conquest  of  whate'er 
seems  highest ! 


But  he,  who  once  hath  acted  infamy, 
Does  nothing  more  in  this  world. 

Wall.  (Grasps  his  hand.)  Calmly,  Max  ! 
Much  that  is  great  and  excellent  will  we 
Perform  together  yet.    And  if  we  only 
Stand  on  the  height  with  dignity,  'tis  soon 
Forgotten,  Max,  by  what  road  we  ascended. 
Believe  me,  many  a  crown  shines  spotless 

now, 

That  yet  was  deeply  sullied  in  the  winning. 
To  the  evil  spirit  doth  the  earth  belong, 
Not  to  the  good.     All,  that  the  powers 

divine 

Send  from  above,  are  universal  blessings  : 
Their  light  rejoices  us,  their  air  refreshes, 
But  never  yet  was  man  enrich'd  by  them : 
In  their  eternal  realm  no  property 
Is  to  be  struggled  for — all  there  is  general. 
The  jewel,  the  all-valued  gold,  we  win 
From  the  deceiving  Powers,  depraved  in 

nature, 
That  dwell  beneath  the  day  and  blessed 

sun -light. 

Not  without  sacrifices  are  they  render'd 
Propitious,  and  there  lives  no  soul  on  earth 
That  e'er  retired  unsullied  from  their  ser- 
vice. 
Max.  Whate'er  is  human,  to  the  human 

being 

Do  I  allow — and  to  the  vehement 
And  striving  spirit  readily  I  pardon 
The  excess  of  action  ;  but  to  thee,  my  Ge- 
neral ! 

Above  all  others,  make  I  large  concession. 
For  thou  must  move  a  world,  and  be  the 

master — 

He  kills  thee,  who  condemns  thee  to  inac- 
tion. 

So  be  it  then  !  maintain  thee  in  thy  post 
By  violence.     Resist  the  Emperor, 
And,  if  it  must  be,  force  with  force  repel : 
I  will  not  praise  it,  yet  I  can  forgive  it. 
But  not — not  to  the  traitor — yes  ! — the 
word 

Is  spoken  out 

Not  to  the  traitor  can  I  yield  a  pardon. 
That  is  no  mere  excess  !  That  is  no  error 
Of  human  nature — that  is  wholly  different; 
O  that  is  black,  black  as  the  pit  of  hell ! 
(Wallenstein  betrays  a  sudden  agi- 
tation.) 

Thou  canst  not  hear  it  named,  and  wilt 
thou  do  it  ? 

0  turn  back  to  thy  duty.    That  thou  canst, 

1  hold  it  certain.     Send  me  to  Vienna. 
I'll  make  thy  peace  for  thee  with  the  Em- 
peror. 

He  knows  thee  not.  But  I  do  know  thee.  He 
Shall  see  thee,  Duke  !  with  my  unclouded 

eye, 

And  I  bring  back  his  confidence  to  thee. 
Wall.  It  is  too  late.    Thou  know'st  not 

what  has  happen'd. 
Max.  Were  it  too  late,  and  were  it  gone 

so  far, 

That  a  crime  only  could  prevent  thy  fall, 
Then — fall  !  fall  honourably,  even  as  thou 

stood'st. 
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Lose  the  command.    Go  from  the  stage  of 
war. 

Thou  canst  with  splendour  do  it — do  it  too 

With  innocence.     Thou  hast  lived  much 
for  others. 

At  length  live  thou  for  thy  own  self.  I  fol- 
low thee; 

My  destiny  I  never  part  from  thine. 
Wall.  It  is  too  late  !  Even  now,  while 
thou  art  losing 

Thy  words,  one  after  the  other  are  the  mile- 
stones 

Left  fast  behind  by  my  post-couriers, 

Who  bear  the  order  on  to  Prague  and  Egra. 
(Max  stands  as  convulsed-,  with  a 
gesture  and  countenance  express- 
ing the  most  intense  anguish.) 

Yield  thyself  to  it.  We  act  as  we  are  forced. 

/  cannot  give  assent  to  my  own  shame 

And   ruin.     Thou — no — thou   canst   not 
forsake  me ! 

So  let  us  do,  what  must  be  done,  with 
dignity, 

With  a  firm  step.  What  am  I  doing  worse 

Than  did  famed  Caesar  at  the  Rubicon, 

When  he  thelegions  led  against  his  country, 

The  which  his  country  had  deliver 'd  to  him  ? 

Had  he  thrown  down  the  sword,  he  had 
been  lost, 

As  I  were,  if  I  but  disarm'd  myself. 

I  trace  out  something  in  me  of  his  spirit. 

Give  me  his  luck,  that  other  thing  I'll  bear. 
(Max  quits  him  abruptly.  Wai- 
lenstein,  startled  and  overpower* 
ed,  continues  looking  after  him^ 
and  is  still  in  this  posture  when 
Tertsky  enters") 

Hitherto  our  extracts  have  all  heen 
from  the  Second  Part  of  the  trilogy, 
"  The  Piccolomini."  We  now  proceed 
to  give  one  or  two  specimens  from  the 
concluding  one,  "  The  death  of  Wal- 
lenstein."  We  must  waste  but  few 
words  in  introducing  them. 

Wallenstein  has  shut  himself  up  in 
the  citadel  of  Egra,  where  he  supposes 
himself  to  be  still  surrounded  by  sol- 
diers inviolably  attached  to  him  ;  but 
in  fact  the  leaders  have  all  secretly  de- 
termined to  let  the  Emperor's  ven- 
geance take  its  course.  A  messenger 
enters  the  apartment  where  he  is  sur- 
rounded by  his  family.  He  enters  has- 
tily, and  tells  his  story  abruptly,  for 
he  conceives  himself  to  be  the  messen- 
ger of  glad  tidings.  He  brings  the  news 
of  the  first  blood  that  has  been  shed  ; 
a  regiment  of  imperial  horse  has  been 
defeated,  and  utterly  put  to  the  sword 
by  the  new  allies  of  Wallenstein,  the 
Swedes  ! — Their  leader  too  has  fallen 
on  the  field — Max  Piccolomini. 

The  Princess  Thekla  shrieks  out  and 
faints — Wallenstein  himself  is  over- 
come with  horror — the  Swedish  officer 
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who  has  told  the  tale  retreats  in  con- 
fusion. 

Suddenly  Thekla  recovers  herself, 
and  demands  of  her  father  that  she  may 
be  permitted  to  speak  to  the  Swede. 
The  Countess  Tertsky  and  the  other  la- 
dies dissuade  her,  but  Wallenstein  says 
at  once  that  she  is  his  daughter,  and 
her  will  must  be  done.  She  is  left 
alone  (with  only  one  attendant,  the 
LadyNeubrunn,)  and  the  Swede  is  in- 
troduced. 

THEKLA,  the  SWEDISH  CAPTAIN,  LADY 
NEUBB.UNN. 

Captain,  (Respectfully  approaching  her.) 
Princess,  I  must  entreat  your  gentle  par- 
don— 
My  inconsiderate,  rash  speech — How  could 

Thekla.  (With  dignity.)  You  have  be- 
held me  in  my  ,agony ; 
A  most  distressful  accident  occasion'd 
You  from  a  stranger  to  become  at  once 
My  confidant. 

Capt.  I  fear  you  hate  my  presence, 
For  my  tongue  spake  a  melancholy  word. 
Thek.  The  fault  is  mine.     Myself  did 

wrest  it  from  you. 

The  horror  which  came  o'er  me  interrupted 
Your  tale  at  its  commencement.     May  it 

please  you, 
Continue  it  to  the  end. 

Capt.  Princess,  'twill 

Renew  your  anguish. 

Thek.  I  am  firm, — 

I  will  be  firm.     Well,  how  began  the  en- 
gagement ? 
Capt.  We  lay,  expecting  no  attack,  at 

Newstadt, 

Entrenched  but  insecurely  in  our  camp, 
When  towards  evening  rose  a  cloud  of  dust 
From  the  wood  thitherward  ;  our  vanguard 

fled 

Into  the  camp,  and  sounded  the  alarm. 
Scarce  had  we  mounted  ere  the  Pappen- 

heimers, 
Their  horses  at  full  speed,  broke  through 

the  lines, 
And  leapt  the  trenches ;  but  their  heedless 

courage 
Had  borne  them  onward  far  before  the 

others — 

Their  infantry  were  still  at  distance,  only 
The  Pappenheimers  followed  daringly 

Their  daring  leader 

(Thekla  betrays  agitation  in  her 
gestures.  The  officer  pauses 
till  she  makes  a  sign  to  him  to 
proceed.) 

Capt.  Both  in  van  and  flanks, 

With  our  whole  cavalry,  we  now  received 

them, 
Back  to  the  trenches  drove  them,  where  the 

foot 

Stretch'd  out  a  solid  ridge  of  pikes  to  meet 
them. 
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They  neither  could  advance  nor  yet  re- 
treat ; 

And  as  they  stood,  on  every  side  wedged  in, 
The  Rhinegrave  to  their  leader  call'd  aloud, 
Inviting  a  surrender  ;  but  their  leader, 

Young  Piccolomini 

(Thekla,  as  giddy,  grasps  a  chair.) 

Known  by  his  plume 
And  his  long  hair,  gave  signal  for  the 

trenches ; 

Himself  leapt  first,  the  regiment  all  plun- 
ged after. 

His  charger,  by  an  halbert  gored,  rear' d  up, 
Flung  him  with  violence  off,  and  over 

him 

The  horses,  now  no  longer  to  be  curb'd — 
(Thekla,  who  has  accompanied  the 
last  speech  with  all  the  marks  of  in- 
creasing agony,  trembles  through 
lier  whole  frame,  and  is  falling. 
The  Lady  Neubrunn  runs  to  her, 
and  receives  her  in  her  arms.) 
Neub.  My  dearest  lady. 
Capt.  I  retire. 

Thek.  'Tis  over, 

Proceed  to  the  conclusion. 

Capt.  Wild  despair 

Inspired  the  troops  with  frenzy  when  they 

saw 

Their  leader  perish ;  every  thought  of  res- 
cue 
Was  spurn'd  :  they  fought  like  wounded 

tigers ;  their 

Frantic  resistance  roused  our  soldiery  ; 
A  murderous  fight  took  place,  nor  was  the 

contest 
Finish'd  before  their  last  man  fell. 

Thek.  (Faltering.)  And  where — 

Where  is — you  have  not  told  me  all. 

Capt.  (Afterr  a  pause.)      This  morning 
We  buried  him.     Twelve  youths  of  no- 
blest birth 
Did  bear  him  to  interment ;   the  whole 

army 
Follow'd  the  bier.     A  laurel  deck'd  his 

coffin  ; 

The  sword  of  the  deceased  was  placed  up- 
on it, 
In  mark  of  honour,  by  the  Rhinegrave's 

self. 
Nor  tears  were  wanting ;    for  there  are 

among  us 

Many,  who  had  themselves  experienced 
The  greatness  of  his  mind  and  gentle  man- 
ners ; 

All  were  affected  at  his  fate.    The  Rhine- 
grave 

Would  willingly  have  saved  him,  but  him- 
self 
Made  vain  the  attempt — 'tis  said  he  wish'd 

to  die. 
Neub.  (To  Thrkla,  who  has  hiddc-nhcr 

countenance..) 
Look  up,  my  dearest  lady. 

Thek.  Where  is  his  grave  ? 

Capt.  At  Newstadt,  lady  ;  in  a  cloister 

church 
Are  his  remains  deposited,  until 
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We  can  receive  directions  from  his  father. 
Thek.  What  is  the  cloister's  name  ? 
Capt.  St  Catherine's. 

Thek.  And  how  far  is  it  thither  ? 
Capt.  Near  twelve  leagues. 

Thek.  And  which  the  way  ? 
Capt.  You  go  by  Tirschenreit 

And  Falkenbcrg,  through  our  advanced 

posts. 

Thek.  Who 

Is  their  commander  ? 

Capt.  Colonel  Seckendorf. 

(Thekla  steps  to  the  tails,  and  takes  a 

ring  from  a  casket.) 

Thek.  You  have  beheld  me  in  my  agony,. 
And  shewn  a  feeling  heart,  please  you  ac- 
cept 

(Giving  him  the  ring.) 
A  small  memorial  of  this  hour.    Now  go  ! 

Capt.  (Confused.)  Princess 

(Tlickla  silently' makes  signs  for 
him  to  go,  and  turns  from  him. 
The  Captain  lingers,  and  is  about 
to  speak.  Lady  Neubrunn  repeats 
the  signal  and  he  retires.) 
Thek.  (Falls  on  Lady  Neubrunn' s  neck.) 
Now,  gentle  Neubrunn,  shew  me  the  af- 
fection 
Which   thou  hast  ever  promised ;   prove 

thyself 

My  own  true  friend,  and  faithful  fellow- 
pilgrim. 
This  night  we  must  away  ! 

Ncub.  Away  !  and  whither  ? 

Thek.  Whither  !  There  is  but  one  place 

in  the  world. 
Thither  where  he  lies  buried!    To  his 

coffin  ! 

Neub.  What  would  you  do  there  ? 
Thek.  What  do  there  ? 

That  would'st  thou  not  have  ask'd,  hadst 

thou  e'er  loved. 

There,  there  is  all  that  still  remains  of  him, 
That  single  spot  is  the  whole  earth  to  me. 

Neub.  That  place  of  death 

Thek.  Is  now  the  only  place, 

Where  life  yet  dwells  for  me  :  detain  me 

not ! 

Come  and  make  preparations ;  let  us  think 
Of  means  to  fly  from  hence. 

Ncub.  Your  father's  rage 

Thek.  That  time  is  past 

And  now  I  fear  no  human  being's  rage. 
Neub.  The  sentence  of  the  world  !  the 

tongue  of  calumny  ! 
Thek.  Whom  am  I  seeking  ?  Him  who 

is  no  more. 

Am  I  then  hastening  to  the  arms— O  God  ! 
I  haste  but  to  the  grave  of  the  beloved — 
Neub.  And  we  alone,  two  helpless  feeble 

women  ? 
Thek.  We  will  take  weapons — my  arm 

shall  protect  thee. 
Neub.  In  the  dark  night  time  ? 
Thek.  Darkness  will  conceal  us. 

Neub.  This  rough  tempestuous  night — 
Thek.  Had  he  a  soft  bed 

Under  the  hoofs  of  his  war-horses  ? 
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Neub.  Heaven ! 

And  then  the  many  posts  of  the  enemy  ! 
Thek.  They  are  human  beings.     Mi- 
sery travels  free 
Through  the  whole  earth. 

Neub.      The  journey's  weary  length— 
Thck.  The  pilgrim,  travelling  to  a  dis- 
tant shrine 
Of  hope  and  healing,  doth  not  count  the 

leagues. 

Neub.  How  can  we  pass  the  gates  ? 
Thck.  Gold  opens  them. 

Go,  do  but  go. 

Neub.  Should  we  be  recognised  ? 

Thck.    In  a  despairing  woman,  a  poor 

fugitive, 
Will  no  one  seek  the  daughter  of  Duke 

Friedland. 
Neub.   And  where  procure  we  horses 

for  our  flight  ? 
Thek.  My  equerry  procures  them.    Go 

and  fetch  him. 
Neub.  Dares  he,  without  the  knowledge 

of  his  lord  ? 
Thek.  He  will.     Go,  only  go.     Delay 

no  longer. 

Neub.  Dear  lady  !  and  your  mother  ! 
Thek.  Oh  !  my  mother  ! 

Neub.  So  much  as  she  has  suffer'd  too, 

already ; 

Your  tender  mother — Ah,  how  ill  prepared 
For  this  last  anguish  ! 

Thck.  Woe  is  me  !  my  mother  ! 

(.Pauses.) 
Go  instantly. 

Neub.    But  think  what  you  are  doing  ! 
Thek.  What  can  be  thought,  already  has 

been  thought. 
Neub.  And  being  there,  what  purpose 

you  to  do  ? 
Thck.  There,  a  divinity  will  prompt  my 

soul. 

Neub.  Your  heart,  dear  lady,  is  dis- 
quieted ! 

And  this  is  not  the  way  that  leads  to  quiet. 
Thek.  To  a  deep  quiet  such  as  he  has 

found, 
It  draws  me  on,  I  know  not  what  to  name 

it; 

Resistless  does  it  draw  me  to  his  grave. 
There  will  my  heart  be  eased,  my  tears  will 

flow. 

O  hasten,  make  no  further  questioning  ! 
There  is  no  rest  for  me  till  I  have  left 
These  walls — they  fall  in  on  me — a  dim 

power 
Drives  me  from  hence.     Oh  mercy  !  what 

a  feeling ! 
What  pale  and  hollow  forms  are  those  ! 

They  fill, 
They  crowd  the  place !  I  have  no  longer 

room  here  ! 

Mercy  !   Still  more  !  more  still !   the  hi- 
deous swarm ! 
They  press  on  me ;  they  chase  me  from 

these  walls — 

Those  hollow  bodiless  forms  of  living  men  ! 
VOL.  XIV. 


393 

•Neub.  You  frighten  me  so,  lady,  that 

no  longer 

I  dare  stay  here  myself.     I  go  and  call 
Rozenberg  instantly. 

[Exit  Lady  Neubrunn. 
Thek.  His  spirit  'tis  that  calls  me  ;  'tis 

the  troop 

Of  his  true  followers  who  offer'd  up 
Themselves  t'avenge  his  death ;  and  they 

accuse  me 

Of  an  ignoble  loitering — they  would  not, 
Forsake  their  leader,  even  in  death — they 

died  for  him ! 

And  shall  /  live  ? 

For  me,  too,  was  that  laurel  garland  twined 
That  decks  his  bier.    Life  is  an  empty 

casket ; 

I  throw  it  from  me.  O,  my  only  hope, 
To  die  beneath  the  hoofs  of  trampling 

steeds — 
That  is  the  lot  of  heroes  upon  earth." 

One  more  extract,  and  we  have  done. 
Mr  Coleridge  in  his  preface  says,  that 
the  first  scene  of  the  fifth  act  of  this 
play  is  the  finest  thing  in  all  Schiller's 
tragedies,  and  we  are  disposed  to  agree 
with  him.  It  represents  the  last  hour 
of  Wallenstein's  life.  The  scene  is  a 
saloon,  terminated  by  a  gallery  which 
extends  far  into  the  background.  In 
the  recesses  of  that  gallery  the  foreign 
mercenaries,  by  whose  weapons  the 
great  General  is  destined  to  die,  are  al- 
ready concealed,  and  await  but  the 
signal.  He,  meantime,  is  altogether 
unconscious  that  treason  has  woven 
the  web  around  him.  He  receives  first 
the  Swedish  Captain  who  had  brought 
the  news  of  Max  Piccolomini's  death, 
and  afterwards  his  sister  Tertsky, — 
but  the  scene  speaks  for  itself. 
"  Wallenstein,  (sitting  at  a  table.) 
The  Swedish  Captain  (standing  before 

him.) 

Wai.  Commend  me  to  your  lord.  I  sym- 
pathize 
In  his  good  fortune.  And  if  you  have  seen 

me 

Deficient  in  the  expressions  of  that  joy 
Which  such  a  victory  might  well  demand, 
Attribute  it  to  no  lack  of  good  will, 
For  henceforth  are  our  fortunes  one.  Fare- 
well, 

And  for  your  trouble  take  my  thanks.  To- 
morrow 

The  citadel  shall  be  surrender'd  to  you 
On  your  arrival. 

.(The  Swedish  Captain  retires.  Wal- 
lenstcin  sits  lost  in  thought,  his  eyes 
Jixed  vacantly,  and  his  head  sus- 
tained by  his  hand.  The  Countess 
Tertsky  enters,  stands  before  him 
awhile,  unobserved  by  him.  At 
length  Jtc  starts,  sees  her,  and  recol- 
lects himself.) 

3D 
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Wai.  Comest  thou  from  her  ?     Is  she 

restored  ?  How  is  she  ? 
Count.  My  sister  tells  me  she  was  more 

collected 

After  her  conversation  with  the  Swede. 
She  has  now  retired  to  rest. 

Wai.  The  pang  will  soften : 

She  will  shed  tears. 

Count.  I  find  thee  alter'd  too, 

My  brother  !  after  such  a  victory, 
I  had  expected  to  have  found  in  thee 
A  cheerful  spirit.     O  remain  thou  firm  : 
Sustain,  uphold  us  ;  for  our  light  thou  art, 
Our  sun  ! 

Wai.  Be  quiet.  I  ail  nothing.  Where's 

thy  husband  ? 

Count.  At  a  banquet ;  he  and  Illo. 
(  Wallenstein  rises,  and  strides  across 

the  saloon.) 
Wai.  The  night's  far  spent,  betake  thee 

to  thy  chamber. 
Count.  Bid  me  not  go  ;    O  let  me  stay 

with  thee !  , 

(Wallenstein  moves  to  the  window.) 
Wai.  There  is  a  busy  motion  in  the 

heaven, 
The  wind  doth  chase  the  flag  upon  the 

tower ; 

Fast  fly  the  clouds  :  the  sickle  of  the  moon, 
Struggling,  darts  snatches  of  uncertain 

light. 

No  form  of  star  is  visible.  That  one 
White  stain  of  light,  that,  single  glimmer- 
ing yonder, 

Is  from  Cassiopoeia,  and  therein 
Is  Jupiter.  (A  pause.)  But  now 
The  blackness  of  the  troubled  element 

hides  him  ! 
(He  sinlts  into  profound,  melancholy,  and 

looks  vacantly  into  the  distance.) 
Count,  (looks  on  him  mournfully^  then 
grasps  his  hand.)  What  art  thou  brooding 

on? 

Wai.  Methinks 

If  I  but  saw  him,  'twould  be  well  with  me. 
He  is  the  star  of  my  nativity  ; 
And  often  marvellously  hath  his  aspect 
Shot  strength  into  my  heart. 
Count.  Thou'lt  see  him  again. 
Wai.  (remains  for  a  while  with  absent 
mind,  then  assumes  a  livelier  man- 
ner, and  turns  suddenly  to1ht;  Count- 
ess.) See  him  again  ?  6  never,  never 

again  ! 

Count.  How? 
Wai.  He  is  gone — is  dust ! 
Count.  Whom  meanest  thou,  then  ? 
Wai.  He  the  more  fortunate !  yea,  he 

hath  finish'd : 

For  him  there  is  no  longer  any  future. 
His  life  is  bright — bright  without  spot  it 

And  cannot  cease  to  be.  No  ominous  hour 
Knocks  at  his  door  with  tidings  of  mishap ; 
Fat  off  is  he  above  desire  and  fear ; 
No  more  submitted  to  the  change  and  chance 
Of  the.  unsteady  planets.   O  'tis  well 


With  him!  but  who  knows  what  the  co- 
ming hour, 
Veil'd  in  thick  darkness,  brings  for  us  ! 

Count.  Thou  speakest 

Of  Piccolomini.  What  was  his  death  ? 
The  courier  had  just  left  thee,  as  I  came. 
(Wallenstein,  by  a  motion  of  his 
hand,  makes  signs  to  her  to  be 
silent.) 

Turn  not  thine  eyes  upon  thebackward  view, 
Let  us  look  forward  into  sunny  days  ; 
Welcome  with  joyous  heart  the  victory ; 
Forget  what  it  has  cost  thee.    Not  to-day, 
For  the  first  time,  thy  friend  was  to  thee 

dead, 
To  thee  he  died  when  first  he  parted  from 

thee. 
Wai.    This  anguish   will  be  wearied 

down,  I  know ; 
What  pang  is  permanent  with  man  ?  From 

the  highest, 

As  from  the  vilest  thing  of  every  day, 
He  learns  to  wean  himself;  for  the  strong 

hours 

Conquer  him.    Yet  I  feel  what  I  have  lost 
In  him  ; — the  bloom  is  vanish'd  from  my 

life— 

For  O  !  he  stood  beside  me,  like  my  youth, 
Transform'd  for  me  the  real  to  a  dream, 
Clothing  the  palpable  and  the  familiar 
With  golden  exhalations  of  the  dawn. 
Whatever  fortunes  wait  my  future  toils, 
The  beautiful  is  vanish'd,  and  returns  not. 
Count.  O,  be  not  treacherous  to  thy  own 

power. 

Thy  heart  is  rich  enough  to  vivify 
Itself.     Thou  lov'st  and  prizest  virtues  in 

him, 

The  which  thyself  did'st  plant,  thyself  un- 
fold. 

Wai.    (Stepping  to  the  doon.)  Who  in- 
terrupts us  now  at  this  late  hour  ? 
It  is  the  governor.     He  brings  the  keys 
Of  the  citadel.  'Tis  midnight.   Leave  me, 

sister. 
Count.  O,  'tis  so  hard  to  me  this  night 

to  leave  thee, 
A  boding  fear  possesses  me  ! 

Wai.  Fear?  Wherefore? 

Count.  Should'st  thou  depart  this  night, 

and  we  at  waking 
Never  more  find  thee  ! 

Wai.  Fancies 

Count.  O,  my  soul 

Has  long  been  weigh'd  down  by  these  dark 

forebodings, 

And  if  I  combat  and  repel  them  waking, 
They  still  rush  down  upon  my  heart  in 

dreams. 

I  saw  thee,  yesternight,  with  thy  first  wife, 
Sit  at  a  banquet  gorgeously  attir'd. 

Wai.    This  was  a  dream  of  favourable 

omen, 

That  marriage  being  the  founder  of  my  for- 
tunes. 

Count.  To-day  I  dreamt  that  I  was  seek- 
ing thee 
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In  thy  own  chamber. 

It  was  no  more  a  chamber,  the  Chartreuse 

At  Gitschin  'twas,  which  thou  thyself  hast 

founded, 
And  where  it  is  thy  will,  that  thou  should'st 

be 
Interr'd. 

Wai.     Thy   soul   is   busy   with   these 

thoughts. 
Count.  What,  dost  thou  not  believe,  that 

oft  in  dreams 
A  voice  of  warning  speaks  prophetic  to 

us? 
WaL  There  is  no  doubt  that  there  exist 

such  voices  ; 

Yet  I  would  not  call  them 
Voices  of  warning,  that  announce  to  us 
Only  the  inevitable.     As  the  sun, 
Ere  it  is  risen,  sometimes  paints  its  image 
In  the  atmosphere,  so  often  do  the  spirits 
Of  great  events  stride  on  before  the  events, 
And  in  to-day  already  walks  to-morrow. 
That  which  we  read  of  the  Fourth  Henry's 

death, 

Did  ever  vex  me,  and  haunt  me  like  a  tale 
Of  my  own  future  destiny.     The  King 
Felt  in  his  breast  the  phantom  of  the  knife, 
Long  ere  Ravaillac  arm'd  himself  there- 
with. 
His  quiet  mind  forsook  him — the  phantas- 

ma 

Star  ted  him  in  his  Louvre,  chased  him  forth 
Into  the  open  air ;  like  funeral  knells 
Sounded  that  coronation  festival  ! 
And  still,  with  boding  sense,  he  heard  the 

tread 
Of  those  feet,  that  even  then  were  seeking 

him 
Throughout  the  streets  of  Paris. 

Count.  And  to  thec 

The  voice  within  thy  soul  bodes  nothing  ? 

Wai.  Nothing — 

Be  wholly  tranquil. 

Count.  And  another  time 

I  hasten'd  after  thee,  and  thou  ran'st  from 

me 

Through  a  long  suite,  through  many  a  spa- 
cious hall. 
There  seem'd  no  end  of  it— doors  creak'd 

and  clapp'd, 
I  follow'd  panting,  but  could  not  o'ertake 

thee ; 

When  on  a  sudden  did  I  feel  myself 
(jrrasp'd  from  behind — the  hand  was  cold, 

that  grasp'd  me — 
'Twas  thou,  and  thou  did'st  kiss  me,  and 

there  seem'd 
A  crimson  covering  to  envelope  us. 

Wai.    That  is  the  crimson  tap'stry  of 

my  chamber. 
Count.  (Gazing  on  7iim.)   If  it  should 

come  to  that — if  I  should  see  thee, 
Who  standest  now  before  me  in  the  full- 
ness of  life 

(She  falls  on  his  breast  and  •weeps.') 
Wai.      The    Emperor's    proclamation 

weighs  upon  thee — 
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As  I  entcr'd,  lo  !        Alphabets  wound  not — and  he   finds  no 


hands. 

Count.  If  he  should  find  them,  my  re- 
solve is  taken — 
I  bear  about  me  my  support  and  refuge." 

The  whole  of  the  last  act  is  worthy 
of  this  commencement.  The  delibe- 
rate unrobing — the  conversation  with 
Gordon — the  sleep,  "  the  holy  sleep 
that  should  not  be  disturbed" — the 
stamp  heard  upon  the  floor  behind — 
the  inrushing  of  the  assassins — all  is 
conceived  in  the  noblest  style  of  tragic 
action. — And  then  the  conclusion — 
the  imperial  letter  put  into  the  child- 
less Count  Octavio  Piccolomini's  hand 
just  as  the  whole  dark  scene  is  clo- 
sing— the  mockery  of  its  address  "  to 
the  PRINCE  Piccolomini" —  a  childless 
prince  ! — the  total  misery  of  the  vic- 
tims, and  the  bitter  heart  of  him  that 
has  no  power  to  undo  the  sacrifice — 
all  this,  we  fear  not  to  say  it,  is  ima- 
gined almost  as  if  the  spirit  of  Shake- 
speare had  been  near  to  Schiller  in  his 
midnight  dreams. — Oh!  Si  sic  omnia. 

We  said,  some  pages  back,  that  WAL- 
LENSTEIN  appeared  in  England,  to  be 
admired  by  the  few,  and  neglected  by 
the  many.  Of  the  former  of  these  pro- 
positions we  have,  without  particular- 
ly intending  to  do  so,  furnished  seve- 
ral very  striking  instances  in  the  course 
of  our  present  paper.  It  is  impossible 
that  any  lover  of  poetry,  acquainted 
with  the  works  of  the  Living  Poets  of 
England,  should  have  read  what  we 
have  quoted  without  perceiving  that 
the  poetical  genius  of  the  time  has  been 
deeply  influenced  by  this  sublime  vic- 
tim of  popular  neglect.  We  need  not 
multiply  illustrations  of  a  thing  in  it- 
self quite  evident,  but  we  may  just 
desire  the  more  hasty  of  our  readers 
to  turn,  for  example,  to  Mr  Words- 
worth's celebrated  sonnet, 

"  'Tis  not  in  battles  that  from  youtli  we 
train,"  &c. 

and  compare  it  with  one  remarkable 
speech,  in  the  first  scene,  between  the 
two  Piccolomini  and  Questenberg ;  or 
take  another  still  more  celebrated  pas- 
sage of  the  same  author,  the  exquisite 
account  of  the  origin  and  natural  beau- 
ty of  the  Greek  mythology,  in  the 
Excursion,  and  compare  it  with  the 
glorious  burst  of  eloquence  in  which 
young  Max  comments  upon  the  mys- 
terious aspirations  of  the  spirit  of  his 
superstitious  idol,  Wallen stein.  In 
both  of  these  instances,  and  in  others 
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which  we  have  not  leisure  for  par- 
ticularizing, there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  Wordsworth  is  Schiller's  debtor. 
The  fine  simile  about  conjuring  up  a 
too  powerful  fiend,  has  been  appro- 
priated by  the  author  of  Waverley  in 
one  of  his  Novels — at  this  moment  we 
forget  which — but  we  believe  he  ac- 
knowledges the  obligation  on  the  spot. 
And,  lastly,  what  can  be  more  mani- 
fest now  than  the  source  of  Mr  Camp- 
bell's two  beautiful  lines — 
*'  'Tis  the  sunset  of  life  gives  me  mystical 

lore, 

And  coining  events  cast  their  shadows  be- 
fore." 

This  fine  image  is  evidently  the  pro- 
geny of  Schiller's  genius  :  whether  the 
offspring,  fine  as  it  is,  be  not  a  dwin- 
dled one,  the  reader  must  be  content- 
ed to  judge  for  himself.  For  us,  we 
confess  that  Mr  Campbell's  image, 
beautiful  as  it  always  must  be  allowed 
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to  be,  appears  rather  prosaic  by  the 
side  of  its  predecessor  and  progenitor. 
We  all  see  the  setting  sun  and  its  sha- 
dows, but  it  is  for  WALLI-N STEIN  to 
talk  of  that  which  is  at  once  a  shadow 
and  a  splendour — it  is  for  him  to  con- 
template, and  for  SCHILLER  to  de- 
scribe, the  awful  influences  of  a  sun 
that  is  not  yet  risen — the  livid  mys- 
tery of  the  pregnant  East. 

Upon  the  whole,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  this  trilogy  forms,  in  its 
original  tongue,  one  of  the  most  splen- 
did specimens  of  tragic  art  the  world 
has  witnessed,  and  none  at  all  that  the 
execution  of  the  version  from  which 
we  have  quoted  so  largely  places  Mr 
Coleridge  in  the  very  first  rank  of  poet- 
ical translators.  He  is,  perhaps,  the  so- 
litary example  of  a  man  of  very  great 
original  genius  submitting  to  all  the 
labours,  and  reaping  all  the  honours, 
of  this  species  of  literary  exertion. 
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I  AM,  or,  more  properly  speaking, 
I  have  been,  a  man  of  pleasure.  I  am 
now  forty  years,  less  some  few  months, 
of  age  ;  and  I  shall  depart  this  life  at 
twelve  o'clock  to-night.  About  that 
hour  it  is  that  I  propose  to  shoot  my- 
self through  the  head.  Let  this  letter 
be  evidence  that  I  do  the  act  advisedly. 
I  should  be  sorry  to  have  that  resolu- 
tion confounded  with  madness,  which 
is  founded  upon  the  coolest  and  ma- 
turest  consideration.  Men  are  cox- 
combs even  in  death  ;  and  I  will  not 
affect  to  disguise  my  weakness.  I  would 
not  forfeit  the  glory  of  triumphing  over 
broken-spirited  drunkards  and  half- 
crazy  opium  chewers — of  being  able 
to  die  grateful  for  the  joys  I  have  ex- 
perienced, and  of  disdaining  to  calum- 
niate pleasures  after  they  have  ceased 
to  be  within  my  reach.  I  do  assure 
you,  Mr  *****»»*,  that  I  should 
wait  personally  upon  you  with  this 
epistle  ;  but  that  I  think  the  mere  rea- 
sonableness of  my  suicide  must  carry 
conviction  with  it  of  my  sanity  ;  but 
that  I  trust  to  lay  before  you  such  facts, 
and  such  arguments,  as  shall  approve 
me  not  only  justifiable,  but  most  phi- 
losophic, in  destroying  myself.  Hear 
what  I  have  done  ;  weigh  what  I  mean 
to  do ;  and  judge  if  I  deserve  the  name 
of  madman. 

I  was  born  of  a  family  rather  ancient 
than  rich ;  and  inherited,  with  some- 
thing like  the  handsome  person  of  my 


father,  his  disposition  to  expend  money 
rather  than  to  acquire  it.  To  my  own 
recollection,  at  eighteen,  I  was  of  a  de- 
termined temper,  rather  than  of  a  vio- 
lent one;  ardent  in  the  prosecution  of 
objects,  rather  than  sudden  to  under- 
take them  ;  not  very  hasty  either  in 
love  or  in  quarrel.  I  had  faculty  enough 
to  write  bad  verses, — not  industry 
enough  to  write  anything  else  ;  and  an 
aptitude  for  billiards  and  horse-riding 
to  a  miracle. 

Now  I  desire  to  have  this  considered 
not  as  a  confession,  but  as  a  statement. 
As  I  plead  guilty  to  no  fault,  I  make 
a  declaration,  not  an  acknowledgment. 
I  am  not  lamenting  anything  that  is 
past.  If  I  had  to  begin  again  to-mor- 
row, I  would  begin  again  in  the  same 
way.  I  should  vary  my  course  perhaps 
something,  with  the  advantage  of  my 
present  experience  ;  but,  take  it  in  the 
main,  and  it  would  be  the  race  that  I 
have  run  already. 

At  eighteen,  with  an  education,  as 
Lord  Foppington  has  it,  "  rather  at 
large ;"  for  (like  Swift's  captain  of 
horse)  my  tutors  were  the  last  people 
who  expected  any  good  of  me, — at 
eighteen,  it  became  necessary  for  me 
to  think  of  a  profession.  My  first 
attempt  in  life  was  in  the  navy.  I 
was  anxious  to  go,  and  cared  very 
little  whither ;  and  a  school-boy  mid- 
shipman of  my  acquaintance  cajoled 
me  into  a  Mediterranean  voyage,  by 
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promises  of  prize-money,  and  descrip- 
tions of  Plymouth  harbour. 

If  I  were  to  speak  from  my  feelings 
at  the  present  moment,  I  should  say, 
that  the  life  of  a  sailor  has  its  charms. 
I  am  bankrupt  in  appetite,  as  well  as 
in  estate ;  if  I  have  nothing  left  to  en- 
joy, I  have  little  capacity  left  for  en- 
joyment ;  and  I  now  know  how  to  ap- 
preciate that  exuberance  of  spirit  with 
which  a  man  dashes  into  dissipation  on 
shore,  after  six  weeks  restraint  from  it 
at  sea.  But  I  know  also  that  these  are 
the  feelings  of  situation,  and  of  cir- 
cumstance. The  past  seems  delightful, 
where  no  hope  lives  for  the  future.  I 
am  cherishing  most  fondly  the  recol- 
lection of  those  sensations  which  are 
now  the  most  completely  lost  to  me  for 
ever.  But  it  is  the  act  of  the  moment 
which  forms  the  index  to  the  true  im- 
pression. A  ship  of  war  may  seem  ab- 
stract liberty  to  him  who  pines  in  the 
dungeons  of  the  Inquisition.  But  con- 
finement, monotony,  coarse  society, 
and  personal  privation ; — the  simple 
fact  is  worth  all  the  argument ; — after 
a  cruise  of  two  months,  I  quitted  the 
navy  for  ever. 

Charmed  almost  as  much  with  my 
change  of  society  as  with  my  change  of 
dress,  I  quitted  the  sea-service,  and 
entered  a  regiment  of  light  dragoons ; 
and,  for  two  years  from  the  time  of 
my  joining  the  army,  I  led  the  life 
which  lads  commonly  lead  in  the  out- 
set of  a  military  career.  And  even  to 
the  occurrences  of  those  two  years, 
rude  and  unintellectual  as  they  were, 
my  memory  still  clings  with  pleasure 
and  with  regret.  Toys,  then,  however 
trifling,  pleased  ;  the  most  refined  en- 
joyments could  have  done  no  more.  Is 
there  a  man  living,  past  thirty,  who 
does  not  sometimes  give  a  sigh  to  those 
days  of  delicious  inexperience  and  im- 
perception,  when  the  heart  could  rest 
content  with  the  mere  gratification  of 
the  senses ;  when  the  intimacies  of  the 
dinner- table  passed  current  for  friend- 
ship ;  when  the  woman  who  smiled  on 
all,  was  to  all,  nevertheless,  charming ; 
and  when  life,  so  long  as  health  and 
money  lasted,  was  one  uninterrupted 
course  of  impulse  and  intoxication  ? 

It  was  my  fate,  however,  to  continue 
but  a  short  time  a  mere  follower  of 
oper -a  figurantes,  and  imbiber  of  strong 
potations.  Just  before  I  was  one-and- 
twenty,  a  woman  eight  years  older  than 
myself  in  great  measure  fixed  my  des- 
tiny, and  entirely  formed  my  charac- 
ter. 
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Boys  who  run  riot  commonly  attach 
themselves,  I  think,  to  married  wo- 
men. Wives,  where  by  ill  fortune  they 
incline  to  irregularity,  are  more  un- 
derstanding, and  more  accessible,  than 
girls  ;  and  hope  is  your  only  food  for 
an  incipient  passion.  Many  a  woman 
becomes  an  object  of  desire,  when  there 
seems  to  be  a  probability  of  success  ; 
upon  whom,  but  for  such  fore-know- 
ledge or  suspicion,  we  should  not  per- 
haps bestow  a  thought. 

Louisa  Salvini  was  eight-and-twenty 
years  of  age ;  a  Sicilian  by  birth  ;  full 
of  the  climate  of  her  country.  Hers 
was  the  Spanish,  or  Italian,  style  of 
beauty, — small  rather  as  to  figure,  yet 
of  exquisite  proportion.  She  had  a 
shape  which,  but  to  behold,  was  pas- 
sion ; — a  carriage,  such  as  nothing  but 
the  pride  of  her  own  loveliness  could 
have  suggested ; — her  eyes !  th  eir  glance 
of  encouragement  was  fascination  ! — 
her  lips  confused  the  sense  to  look  up- 
on them ; — and  her  voice ! — If  there  be 
(passing  attraction  either  of  face  or 
form)  one  charm  about  a  woman  more 
irresistible  than  every  other,  it  is  that 
soft — that  mild,  sweet,  liquid  tone, 
which  sooths  even  in  offending,  and 
when  it  asks,  commands ;  which  shakes 
conviction  with  its  weakest  word,  and 
can  make  falsehood  (ay,  though 
known  for  such)  so  sweet,  that  we  re- 
gard the  truth  with  loathing.  Oh  hea- 
ven !  I  have  hearkened  to  the  delicious 
accents  of  such  a  voice,  till,  had  my 
soul's  hope  been  asked  from  me,  it 
would  have  been  surrendered  without 
a  struggle  !— To-night,  at  midnight,  I 
shall  hear  such  a  voice  for  the  last  time ! 
I  shall  hear  it  while  I  gaze  upon  fea- 
tures of  loveliness ;  while  my  soul  is 
lulled  with  music,  and  when  my  brain 
is  hot  with  wine ;  and  the  mere  me- 
lody of  that  voice  will  go  farther  to 
raise  the  delirium  I  look  for  than  * 

But  enough  of  this  now.  My  tale 
should  be  of  that  which  was.  Let  that 
which  shall  come  hereafter  give  some 
other  historian  material. 

My  acquaintance  with  Louisa  Sal- 
vini was  of  her  seeking  rather  than  of 
mine.  Accident  threw  me,  under  fa- 
vourable circumstances,  in  her  way  ; 
but  it  so  happened  that,  at  the  mo- 
ment, I  did  not  perceive  I  had  excited 
her  attention.  The  manner  of  our 
subsequent  introduction  was  whimsi- 
cal. I  was  not  a  man  (at  twenty)  to 
decline  an  adventure  blindfold ;  a  well 
played  upon  old  lady  carried  me,  as  a 
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visitor,  to  Salvini's  house ;  and  my 
fate  was  decided  from  the  first  moment 
that  I  entered  it. 

Gracious  Heaven!  when  I  reflect  that 
the  woman  of  whom  I  speak  ; — whom 
I  recollect  one  of  the  loveliest  creatures 
that  nature  ever  formed ; — whose 
smile  I  have  watched,  for  its  mere 
beauty,  even  in  the  absence  of  pas- 
sion ; — at  whose  feet  1  have  sat  for 
hour  after  hour,  intoxicating  myself 
with  that  flattery  which  is  the  only 
flattery  true  mannood  can  endure  ! — 
When  I  reflect  that  this  woman,  at 
the  moment  while  I  write,  is  a  wi- 
thered— blasted — aged  creature  of  fif- 
ty ! — Madness — annihilation — is  re- 
fuge from  such  a  thought.  I  met 
her,  scarce  a  month  since,  after  an  ab- 
sence of  years.  Those  eyes,  which 
once  discoursed  with  every  rising  emo- 
tion, retained  still  something  of  their 
original  brightness,  but  it  now  only 
added  horror  to  their  expression. 
That  hand,  which  I  had  pressed  for 
hours  in  mine,  was  now  grown  bony, 
shrunken,  and  discoloured.  Her  once 
cloudless  complexion  reeked  with 
paint,  through  which  the  black  fur- 
row of  time  shewed  but  more  deep 
and  ghastly.  Her  lips — Oh!  they 

were  the  same  lips  which The 

voice  too ; — more  dreadful  than  all ! 
That  voice  which  had  once  been  sweet- 
est music  to  my  soul  ; — that  voice 
which  memory  still  is  sounding  in  my 
ears  ; — that  voice  which  I  had  loved — 
had  worshipped; — that  voice  was 
gone; — it  was  no  more; — and  what 
remained  was  harsh, — tremulous, — 
broken, — discordant! — And  this  is  the 
woman  whom  I  so  adored  ?  It  is  she, 
and  she  is  unconscious  of  change ! — and 
J  shall  be — must  be — the  thing  that 
she  now  is !  Hold,  brain ! — The  blow  of 
this  night  saves  me  from  such  a  fate  ! 

My  love  for  Louisa  Salvini  endured 
two  years  without  satiety.  An  attach- 
ment of  equal  duration  has  never  be- 
fallen me  since.  But,  at  the  time  to 
which  I  refer,  all  circumstances  were 
in  my  favour.  I  was  glowing  with  all 
the  fervour  of  youth,  and  with  all  the 
vigour  of  un wasted  constitution.  My 
mistress's  beauty  delighted  ray  senses ; 
her  avowed  preference  gratified  my 
vanity  ;  she  was  charming  to  me,  (love 
apart)  taken  merely  as  a  companion  ; 
and,  what  conduced  still  farther  to  the 
keeping  alive  our  passion,  she  was 
not  (being  another  s,)  constantly  in 
my  presence. 

Contentment,  however,  is  not  the 
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lot  of  man.  Give  a  Mahometan  his 
paradise ;  and  in  six  weeks  he  would 
be  disgusted  with  it.  My  affection  for 
my  charming  mistress  was  just  begin- 
ning to  be  endangered,  when  the  re- 
giment to  which  I  belonged  was  or- 
dered to  the  Continent.  The  fact  was, 
that  I  met  in  Louisa's  society  a  varie- 
ty of  women,  of  principles  as  free  as 
her  own  ;  and  the  very  jealousy  which 
each  lady  entertained  of  her  friends, 
made  success  with  herself  the  more 
easy  and  certain.  A  little  while  long- 
er, and  Louisa  and  I  had  severed; 
my  embarkation,  parting  us  by  neces- 
sity, saved  us  probably  from  a  parting 
by  consent. 

I  left  England  very  poor  as  to  pe- 
cuniary means  ;  but  rich  in  every 
other  advantage  which  (to  me,)  made 
life  desirable.  Youth,  0  youth  !  could 
I  but  recal  the  years  that  I  have  li- 
ved ! — I  would  rather  stand  now  up- 
on the  barrenest  plain  in  Europe, — 
naked — friendless — pennyless — but  a- 
gain  sixteen,  than  possess,  as  the  thing 
I  am,  the  empire  of  the  world. 

Is  there  a  fool  so  besotted  as  to  trust 
the  cant  he  utters, — to  believe  that 
MONEY  ean  really  purchase  all  the 
blessings  of  this  life  ?  Money  can  buy 
nothing ; — it  is  worth  nothing.  I  have 
rioted  in  its  abundance ;  I  have  felt 
its  total  deprivation ;  and  I  have  en- 
joyed more,  I  believe,  of  happiness  in 
the  last  state  than  in  the  first. 

Shall  I  forget  the  first  event  of  my 
career  on  the  Continent, — that  event 
which,  in  the  end,  led  to  its  prema- 
ture termination  ? —  Shall  I  forget  the 
insolent  superiority  with  whichl  look- 
ed down  upon  my  brother  officers, — 
men  to  whom  play,  excess  of  wine, 
and  mercenary  women,  seemed,  and 
indeed  were,  delights  sufficient  ? 

Wine,  until  after  thirty,  from  choice, 
I  seldom  tasted.  My  spirits,  when  so- 
ber, were  too  vivid  for  control ; — wine 
only  troubled  their  serenity,  without 
heightening  their  level.  Of  play, — 
I  touched  it  once ;  and  I  shall  speak 
of  it  hereafter.  But  women  ?  such 
women  as  these  men  could  admire  ? 
Even  my  more  cultivated  sense  re- 
jected them  ; — two  years  of  intimacy 
with  Salvini  and  her  companions  had 
chastened  my  taste,  and  made  delicate 
my  perceptions.  Can  I  ever,  I  repeat, 
forget  that  exquisite  moment, — that 
moment  which  secured  to  me  at  least 
one  enemy  for  life — when  I,  the  poor- 
est cornet  in  our  regiment,  defeated 
my  colonel  in  the  favour  of  the  first 
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beauty  in  Lisbon  ?  By  heaven,  the 
recollection  of  that  single  hour  past 
warms  my  spirits  to  high  pitch  for 
the  hour  that  is  to  come  !  The  envy  ; 
the  hate — the  burning  hate — which 
my  success  engendered  in  the  bosoms 
of  half  my  acquaintance  !  The  sen- 
sation of  hating  is  one  which  I  have 
never  fully  experienced;  but  the  plea- 
sure of  being  hated — oh,  it  is  almost 
equal  to  the  pleasure  of  being  be- 
loved ! 

To  a  man  of  habits  and  tempera- 
ment like  mine,  the  Peninsula  was  a 
delightful  residence  in  1808.  I  re- 
member the  gay  appearance  of  the 
capital;  which,  taken  by  moonlight 
from  the  river,  is  perhaps  one  of  the 
most  imposing  in  the  world.  I  re- 
member the  striking  panoramic  coup- 
d'ccuil  of  its  church  and  convent  spires 
innumerable ;  its  marble  fountains, 
its  palaces,  its  towers,  and  its  gardens ; 
its  streets  and  squares  of  white  and 
yellow  buildings,  each  gaudily  appoint- 
ed, from  the  basement  to  the  roof, 
with  jalouse  lattices,  balconies,  and  ve- 
randas ; — the  whole  city,  too,  throw- 
ing itself  (from  the  irregular  site  up- 
on which  it  rises,)  full,  at  a  single 
glance,  upon  the  eye ;  and  every  fea- 
ture in  the  prospect,  seeming,  like  an 
object  in  a  picture,  disposed  artfully 
with  a  view  to  the  general  beauty  of 
the  scene. 

Then  the  free  spirits  of  the  women; 
— their  passions  concentrated,  almost 
to  madness,  by  the  restraint  under 
which  they  live  !  Honour,  for  aiding 
the  hopes  of  a  lover,  be  to  systems  of 
restriction,  severity,  and  espionage ! 
Opportunity,  to  an  English  woman, 
wants  the  piquancy  of  novelty.  As  it 
is  constantly  recurring,  it  is  constant- 
ly neglected.  In  Spain,  they  seize  it 
when  it  does  present  itself ;  for,  once 
rejected,  it  may  never  be  found  a- 
gain. 

But,  beyond  the  beauty  of  Lisbon 
as  a  city ;  beyond  even  the  brightness 
of  those  souls  that  inhabited  it ;  there 
was  a  laxity  of  law  and  manner  in  it 
at  the  period  to  which  I  speak ;  a  li- 
cence inseparable  from  the  presence  of 
a  foreign  force  in  a  prostrate,  shack- 
led, and  dependent  country  ;  an  ab- 
sence as  much  of  moral  as  of  physical 
police;  which,  to  a  disposition  such 
as  mine,  was  peculiarly  acceptable. 
Add  to  this,  the  farther  fact,  that  I 
was  fresh  in  a  strange  capital ;  among 
a  people  to  whose  manners,  and  al- 
most to  whose  language,  I  was  a  stran- 
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ger ;  where,  little  being  fully  under- 
stood, all  had  credit  for  being  as  it 
ought  to  be  ;  and  where  the  mere  no- 
velty of  my  situation  was  a  charm  al- 
most inexhaustible  ; — such  allure- 
ments considered,  could  I  fail  to  be 
charmed  with  the  Peninsula  ? 

My  stay  in  this  land  of  delight,  then, 
was  something  short  of  three  years.  I 
was  present  at  the  famous  battle  of 
Talavera ;  and,  afterwards,  at  the  des- 
perate contest  of  Albuera,  under  Be- 
resford  ;  where  the  Polish  lancers  first 
tried  their  strength  against  our  Eng- 
lish cavalry.  I  was  a  sharer,  too,  in 
the  more  partial  affair  of  Busaco  ;  and 
took  part  in  the  duty  of  covering  the 
retreat  that  followed;  a  retreat  in 
which  the  whole  of  the  southern  line 
of  Portugal,  from  the  Spanish  frontier 
to  Lisbon,  was  depopulated  and  laid 
waste ;  in  which  convents  were  de- 
serted, cities  consumed  by  fire,  and  wo- 
men born  to  rank  and  affluence,  com- 
pelled to  seek  protection  from  the 
meanest  followers  of  the  British  ar- 
my. 

The  evacuation  of  Coimbra,  (the 
Bath,  if  I  may  so  call  it,  of  Portugal,) 
is  present  to  me  now,  as  though  it  had 
occurred  but  yesterday.  I  see  the  im- 
mense population — men,  women,  and 
children,  of  all  ranks  and  of  all  ages, 
— pouring  out,  at  an  hour's  notice, 
through  the  Lisbon  gate  of  the  city ; 
and  rushing  upon  a  journey  which  not 
one  in  five  of  them  could  hope  to  ac- 
complish. It  was  little  to  have  aban- 
doned home  and  property;  to  have 
set  forth  on  foot  (for  the  army  had 
seized  all  conveyance,) — on  foot,  and 
unprovided,  in  a  long  and  rapid  march, 
through  a  distracted,  ravaged,  lawless, 
tract  of  country ;  if  to  have  suffered 
this  was  much,  the  trial  was  still  to 
come.  I  saw  these  multitudes,  spent 
with  travel  and  with  hunger,  reach 
towns  in  which  every  hovel — every 
shed — was  filled  with  troops.  I  saw 
families  upon  families,  yet  new  upon 
their  pilgrimage, — not  yet  so  tamed 
and  beaten  down  by  suffering  as  will- 
ingly to  carry  their  daughters  into  the 
guardrooms  of  an  infuriated  soldiery 
— I  saw  them  lying  (for  even  the 
churches  were  filled  with  our  sick  and 
wounded) — lying  unsheltered  all  night 
in  the  fields  and  open  squares ;  wait- 
ing, with  feverish  restlessness,  the  ap- 
pearance of  morning,  as  though  new 
light  (repose  apart,)  would  to  them 
be  an  accession  of  new  strength. 
The  vast  column  rolled  forward  on 
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the  high  road  to  the  capital,  collecting 
the  population  of  the  country  over 
•which  it  passed.  Behind  were  left  the 
weak,  the  aged,  and  the  dying  ;  and 
some  few  wretches,  of  profession,  who, 
tempted  by  the  hope- of  gain,  took 
their  chance  (and  lost  it)  of  mercy 
from  the  enemy.     But  though  every 
step  over  which  the  mass  advanced 
gave  addition  to  its  Cumbers,  there 
were  drains  at  work,  and  fearful  ones, 
to  counteract  the  reinforcement.  Cold 
dews  at  midnight,  burning  suns  by 
day,  scanty  provisions,   and  fatigue 
unwonted — these  ministers  did  their 
work,  and  especially  among  the  fe- 
males.    Towards  the  close  of  the  se- 
cond day's  march,  the  women  began 
to  fail  rapidly.    At  first,  when  a  girl 
grew  faint,  and  unable  to  proceed,  Tier 
sister  would  stay  by  her.  This  feeling, 
however,  was  not  fated  to  last  long  : 
soon  the  sister  dashed  desperately  for- 
ward ;  to  sink  herself,  and  meet  her 
own  fate,  some  few  leagues  farther  on. 
I  saw  one  company  halted  between 
Leiria  and  Pombal,  which  must  have 
consisted  of  eight  hundred  or  a  thou- 
sand individuals.     These  people  came 
from  the  neighbourhoods  of  Coimbra 
and  Condeixa  ;  some  of  them  from  as 
far  up  as  Mongoalde  and  Vizeu.  There 
were  girls  of  fourteen  or  fifteen,  clad 
in  their  gayest  apparel — their  only 
means  of  carrying,  or  (as  they  said) 
of  "  saving"  it.    There  were  old  men, 
and  grandames;  peasants,  male  and 
female;  friars,  artisans,  servants,  and 
religieuses.     After  travelling,  most  of 
them,  more  than  fifty  miles  on  foot, 
and  passing  two  or  three  nights  in  the 
open  air,  they  were  lying  upon  the 
banks  of  a  river,  waiting  for  the  sun- 
rise, as  I  rode  past  them.  I  never  can 
forget  this  scene ;  and  yet  I  feel  that 
it  is  impossible  for  me  to  describe  it. 
The  stream  (I  believe  it  was  a  branch 
of  the  Mondego)  was  dark  and  swol- 
len, from  the  effect  of  recent  rains; 
and  it  rushed  along  between  the  wil- 
lows, which  grew  on  either  bank,  as 
though   sharing  in   the  hasty  spirit 
which  animated  every  object  about  it. 
On  the  road,  which  lay  to  the  right  of 
the  river,  troops  and  fugitives  were 
already  in  motion.     It  was  just  dawn 
when  I  came  up.    A  light  breeze  was 
half  clearing  off  the  fog  from  the  sur- 
face of  the  water.    I  saw  the  living  fi- 
gures imperfectly  as  I  approached — 
all  white  and  shrouded,  like  spectres, 
in  the  mist.     The  light  dresses  of  the 
girls  were  saturated  with  wet.    Their 


flowers  and  feathers  were  soiled — 
drooping — broken.  Their  hair — (the 
Spanish  women  are  remarkable  for  the 
beauty  of  that  feature] — their  dark 
long  hair — hung  neglected  and  dis- 
hevelled. Their  feet,  which  cardinals 
might  have  kissed!  were,  in  many 
instances,  naked — wounded — bleed- 
ing. And,  worse  than  all,  their  spirit 
and  their  strength  was  gone.  Of  those 
whom  I  saw  lying  on  the  banks  of 
that  water,  a  fearful  proportion  lay 
there  to  rise  no  more.  And  yet  many 
had  gold  and  jewels  ;  but  gold  could 
not  help  them.  And  their  loveliness 
remained ;  and  they  looked  in  elo- 
quent, though  in  mute  despair,  upon 
British  officers  who  passed  by — and 
yet  those  men,  who  would  have  fought 
knee-deep  for  the  worst  of  them,  they 
could  not  help  them.  I  overtook,  after 
this,  a  beautiful  girl  of  fifteen,  travel- 
ling alone — out  of  the  high  road— 
from  apprehension  of  insult.  This 
girl  had  been  separated  from  her 
friends  in  the  general  confusion.  She 
had  money  and  diamonds  to  a  consi- 
derable amount  about  her ;  and  had 
accomplished  half  her  journey,  but 
felt  unable  to  proceed  farther.  She 
begged,  on  her  knees,  for  a  horse — for 
any  conveyance ;  to  be  allowed  to  tra- 
vel near  me,  with  my  servants — any- 
where, anyhow,  to  be  protected,  and 
to  get  on.  I  had  not  the  means  of  aid- 
ing that  girl.  I  could  not  help  her. 
Every  Englishman  had  already  done 
his  utmost.  I  had  then  three  women 
under  my  protection.  I  see  the  figure, 
the  countenance,  the  tears  of  that  girl, 
at  this  moment.  I  thought  at  one  time 
that  I  must  have  staid  and  been  made 
prisoner  along  with  her.  I  could  not 
carry  her  away  in  my  arms.  I  could 
not  leave  her — no  man  could  have  left 
her  to  her  fate.  Fortunately  an  offi- 
cer came  up,  who  was  less  encumbered 
than  myself;  and  she  was  provided 
for. — And  in  such  way  (and  in  ways 
a  thousand  times  more  dreadful)  great 
numbers  of  women  got  on  to  the  ca- 
pital. They  escaped  for  a  time  the  lot 
of  their  friends  and  relatives;  but, 
eventually,  what  was  to  be  their  fate  ? 
What  was  their  fate  ?  What  if  I  saw 
these  women  afterwards— women  born 
to  affluence — reared  in  the  very  lap  of 
luxury  and  softness — what  if  I  saw 
many  of  them  begging  in  the  public 
streets  of  Lisbon  ? — I  did  see  them  in 
that  state ;  but  it  is  a  subject  that  I 
must  not  dwell  upon. 
The  conclusion  of  my  peninsular 
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campaign  was  not  favourable  to  my 
fortunes.  As  a  soldier,  I  did  my  duty 
in  the  field ;  but  opportunity  for  a 
man  to  distinguish  himself  cannot  al- 
ways be  commanded.  I  had  a  project 
once,  with  a  few  fellows  as  desperate, 
or  as  careless,  as  myself,  for  dashing 
at  the  enemy's  military  chest ;  but  our 
scheme  fell  to  the  ground,  for  we  never 
got  a  chance  of  carrying  it  into  execu- 
tion. In  the  meantime,  as  regarded 
promotion,  my  general  conduct  was 
not  such  as  to  make  friends.  Repeated 
successes,  in  one  peculiar  pursuit,  in- 
spired me  with  an  excessive  confidence 
in  myself,  and  with  a  very  contemp- 
tuous estimate  of  most  other  persons. 
I  saw  men,  whom,  at  all  points,  I 
ranked  far  below  myself,  graced  with 
the  favour  of  superiors,  and  rich  in  the 
gifts  of  fortune.  When  a  chance  did 
occur  for  making  such  usurpers  feel 
their  proper  place,  was  it  in  human 
nature  to  resist  the  temptation?  All 
hope  of  patronage,  under  such  a  re- 
gime, was  of  course  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. I  interfered  with  everybody  ; 
and,  at  last,  began  to  take  a  pride  in 
doing  so.  The  recompense  of  these 
good  offices  was  in  due  time  to  be  paid. 

A  Spanish  officer,  with  whom  I  was 
associated  in  the  convoy  of  certain 
treasure,  proposed  to  me  one  night, 
after  our  halt  upon  the  march,  to  take 
a  trip  down  the  Tagus,  and  bring  his 
wife  upon  the  journey.  I  had  met  this 
lady,  a  short  time  before,  in  Lisbon ; 
and  (according  to  my  invariable  cus- 
tom in  such  cases)  fancied  that  she 
had  a  liking  for  my  person.  It  was  a 
fine  moonlight  evening  when  we  left 
Villa  Nova,  and  we  ran  down  with 
the  tide  to  the  Quinta  of  my  friend  ; 
but  no  sooner  had  we  taken"  the  Sig- 
nora  on  board,  than  the  aspect  of  the 
weather  suddenly  changed,  and  we 
were  exposed,  during  the  whole  night, 
to  considerable  danger. 

From  the  moment  almost  that  we 
left  Silveira's  house,  the  weather  be- 
gan to  be  unfavourable.  The  dark- 
ness, after  the  moon  had  gone  down, 
was  extreme.  The^wind,  which  set  in 
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squalls  across  a  rapid  and  contrary 
tide,  seemed  to  acquire  greater  force 
at  every  successive  gust,  and  was  ac- 
companied, from  time  to  time,  with 
heavy  showers  of  rain.  Our  boat, 
though  capacious  enough,  was  un- 
decked, and  slightly  rigged— evident- 
ly unfit  for  rough  treatment  of  any 
kind ;  and,  to  make  matters  worse, 
our  sailors  became  alarmed,  and  Sil- 
veira,  who  knew  the  river,  was  ill 
from  sea-sickness.  How  curiously,  in 
the  arrangement  of  the  human  heart 
and  mind,  do  our  passions  balance  and 
compensate  each  other !  A  man  might 
reasonably,  perhaps,  be  expected  to 
keep  his  wits  about  him  in  such  a  di- 
lemma as  this.  For  myself,  I  had 
some  little  nautical  experience ;  and, 
besides,  my  companions  were  afraid  ; 
and  it  helps  a  man's  valour  greatly  to 
see  other  people  frightened.  But  Sil- 
veira's wife,  who  was  as  little  of  a  he- 
roine as  any  woman  I  ever  met  with 
— I  was  compelled  to  support  her  du- 
ring almost  the  whole  of  the  night ) 
for  the  sea  kept  dashing  into  our  open 
boat,  and  her  husband,  from  illness, 
could  scarcely  take  care  of  himself; 
and  yet,  under  these  circumstances, 
while  she  expected,  I  believe,  to  be 
washed  overboard  every  half  minute, 
I  could  perceive  that  I  had  not  been 
quite  mistaken  in  my  suspicion  of  her 
good  opinion  of  me. 

Whatever  interest,  however,  I  might 
have  felt  in  the  progress  of  this  little 
excursion,  its  termination  was  such  as 
I  certainly  had  not  contemplated.  With 
the  utmost  exertions  both  of  the  Spa- 
niard and  myself,  we  did  not  get  back 
to  our  halting-place  until  evening  on 
the  day  after  we  had  started.  At  day- 
break (twelve  hours  before)  a  treach- 
erous quarter-master  had  marched  for- 
ward with  our  escort ;  my  friend  the 
colonel  did  not  let  slip  so  favourable 
an  opportunity  to  get  rid  of  a  man 
whom  he  doubtless  considered  as  a 
troublesome  coxcomb ;  and,  to  avoid 
the  inevitable  result  of  a  court-mar- 
tial, I  asked  and  obtained  permission 
to  resign. 


CHAPTER  II. 


UPON  home  service,  my  affairs,  in  a 
pecuniary  point  of  view,  would  have 
been  very  little  affected  by  the  loss  of 
my  commission.  On  service,  however, 
abroad,  the  consequence  was  different. 
As  a  soldier,  I  enjoyed  many  advan- 
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tages  and  immunities,  which  a  civil 
individual  could  scarcely,  even  for 
money,  procure.  Besides,  though  no 
discredit  attached  to  my  fault,  (for  Sil- 
veira,  indeed,  had  never  been  brought 
to  any  account,)  still  I  was,  up  to  a 
3E 
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certain  point,  a  man  placed  in  the 
shade.  I  had  not  lost  my  rank  disho- 
nourably ;  but  still  I  had  lost  4t,  and 
the  military  world  felt  that  I  had.  I 
missed  the  visits  of  some  men  with 
whom  I  had  been  upon  terms  of  inti- 
macy ;  and  received  advances  from 
others,  of  whose  acquaintance  I  was 
not  ambitious.  One  friend  asked  ca- 
sually when  I  intended  to  go  to  Eng- 
land; another  mentioned  some  new 
Spanish  levies,  in  which  commissions 
were  easily  to  be  obtained.  One  fel- 
low, to  whom  I  had  never  spoken  in 
my  life,  and  who  had  been  dismissed 
from  the  navy  for  gross  insubordina- 
tion and  misconduct,  had  the  pre- 
sumption to  write  to  me  about  "jobs" 
in  "  high  quarters,"  "  favouritism," 
"  injustice,"  and  "  public  appeal ;" 
but  I  horsewhipped  him  in  an  open 
coffee-room,  while  the  waiter  read  his 
letter  to  the  company.  These,  how- 
ever, were  teazing,  not  to  say  distress- 
ing, circumstances ;  and,  to  avoid  seem- 
ing at  a  loss,  (particularly  as  I  was 
very  much  at  a  loss  indeed,)  it  became 
necessary  to  do  something,  and  with 
the  least  possible  delay. 

I  could  have  married  Portuguese 
ladies ;  but  their  means  were  in  sup- 
position. Ready  money,  in  Portugal, 
there  was  little  ;  rents,  in  the  existing 
state  of  the  country,  were  hopeless; 
and  I  had  not  much  reliance  upon  a 
title  to  land,  which,  to-day,  was  in'our 
possession,  to-morrow  perhaps  in  that 
of  the  enemy.  Misfortunes,  as  the 
adage  declares,  are  gregarious.  Medi- 
tating which  course,  out  of  many,  I 
should  adopt,  I  fell  into  a  course  which 
I  had  never  meditated  at  all. 

The  Peninsula,  during  the  war,  was 
the  scene  of  a  good  deal  of  high  play. 
In  quarters  distant  from  the  capital, 
the  difficulty  of  killing  time  drove  all 
but  professed  drinkers  to  gaming  ;  and 
the  universal  employment  of  specie, — 
for  paper  was  used  only  in  commercial 
transactions, — gave  an  aspect  peculiar- 
ly tempting  to  the  table.  Silver,  in 
dollars  and  Portuguese  crowns,  was 
the  common  run  of  currency ;  the  ar- 
my was  paid  entirely  in  that  metal ; 
and  it  was  no  unusual  thing  to  see  an 
officer  come  down  to  a  gaming  house 
absolutely  bending  under  the  weight 
of  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds  which 
he  had  to  risk ;  or  sending  for  a  ser- 
vant,, (hackney  coaches  were  scarce,) 
in  case  of  a.  run  of  luck,  to  carry  away 
his  winnings. 

Hazard  and  faro  were  the  favourite 
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games.  Of  billiards  people  were  shy, 
— people  commonly  dread  faculty  in 
any  shape.  There  was  some  danger  in 
going  home,  after  being  very  success- 
ful, at  night ;  but  the  games  of  chance 
were  in  general  very  fairly  played. 
The  bank,  of  course,  had  a  certain,  and 
a  considerable  advantage ;  but  as  all 
the  houses  were  public  and  open,  there 
was  little,  if  any,  opportunity  for  fraud. 
And  it  was  not  by  the  assumed  advan- 
tage of  the  table,  or  by  any  process  so 
tedious,  that  my  stripping  was  effected. 
In  luck,  I  was  unfortunate.  I  lost,  at  my 
first  sitting,  more  money  than  I  could 
afford  to  part  with ;  and,  in  hope  of  re- 
covering it,  was  compelled  to  perse- 
vere. I  have  heard,  among  many  dog- 
mas as  to  the  seductiveness  of  play — 
(a  passion,  by  the  way,  no  more  invin- 
cible, though  perhaps  more  rapidly 
destructive,  than  most  of  the  other 
passions  to  which  the  human  mind  is 
subject,) — that  a  losing  gamester  may 
stop,  but  that  a  winning  one  never  can. 
Perhaps  this  axiom  is  meant  to  apply 
peculiarly  to  your  gamester  de  cceur  ; 
and  possibly,  (though  de  tetc  would  be 
the  more  "  germane"  illustration,) — 
possibly,  as  Gall  or  Spurzheim  would 
say,  the  "organ"  of  winning  and  losing 
was  not  in  me  strongly  developed.  As 
far  as  my  own  feeling  goes,  it  certainly 
negatives  the  principle.  Had  I  at  any 
time  regained  my  own,  I  think  I  should 
have  stopped. — I  lost  every  shilling  I 
possessed, — horses,  jewels,  and  even 
pistols,  in  the  attempt. 

I  have  stated,  I  think,  that  I  was  an 
only  child;  but,  up  to  this  point,  I 
have  said  very  little  about  my  parents. 
Thank  Heaven,  (for  their  sakes)  they 
no  longer  exist.  My  father  died  in  my 
arms  about  seven  years  since,  exhort- 
ing me,  with  his  last  breath,  against 
the  habits  he  had  lived  in  all  his  life. 
I  can  understand  this.  My  father  died 
what  is  called  "a  natural  death."  Sick- 
ness had  enervated  his  mind ;  terrors, 
the  mere  weakness  of  nerve,  oppressed 
him.  The  ague  of  a  month  effected 
that  change  to  which  the  argument  of 
years  had  been  unequal;  after  fifty 
years  of  infidelity,  he  fancied  he  died 
a  believer.  Were  I  to  live  ten  years 
longer,  I  should  probably  die  as  he 
did. 

But  I  name  my  relatives  in  this  place, 
merely  for  the  sake  of  observing,  that, 
at  the  time  to  which  I  refer,  I  was 
very  much  estranged  from  them.  My 
father  held  himself  pretty  well  relie- 
ved from  anxiety  as  to  the  fate  of  a 
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man  over  whose  conducthe  had  no  con- 
trol ;  and  it  was  a  draft  only  for  fifty 
pounds  which  I  received  from  him  in 
Lisbon  after  the  loss  of  my  commis- 
sion, accompanied  by  a  letter  which 
determined  me  never  to  apply  to  him 
again. 

So,  with  twenty  guineas  only  in  my 
pockets,  and  with  experience  enough 
to  know  how  little  twenty  guineas 
would  do  for  me,  I  again  landed  in 
England  in  the  year  1812  ;  but  I  have 
not  time,  nor  would  the  world  have  pa- 
tience, for  the  adventures  which,  in 
three  months,  conducted  me  to  my  last 
shilling.  I  wrote  a  novel,  I  recollect, 
which  no  bookseller  would  look  at ; — 
a  play,  which  is  still  lying  at  one  of 
the  winter  theatres.  Then  I  sent  pro- 
posals to  the  Commander-in-chief  for 
altering  the  taste  of  our  cavalry  ac- 
coutrements and  harness ;  next,  drew 
a  plan  (and  seriously  too)  for  the  in- 
vasion of  China ;  and  after  these,  and 
a  variety  of  other  strange  efforts,  each 
suggested  by  my  poverty,  and  all  tend- 
ing to  increase  it,  the  clocks  were  stri- 
king twelve  on  a  dreary  November 
night,  as  I  walked  along  Piccadilly 
without  a  penny  in  the  world. 

It  is  at  twelve  o'clock  this  night  that 
my  earthly  career  must  terminate; 
and,  looking  back  to  the  various  changes 
with  which  my  life  has  been  chequer- 
ed, I  find  crisis  after  crisis  connect- 
ing itself  with  the  same  hour.  On 
the  evening  to  which  I  allude,  I  wan- 
dered for  hours  through  the  streets; 
but  it  was  not  until  midnight  that  I 
thought  very  intently  on  my  situation. 
There  is  something,  perhaps,  of  ap- 
palling in  the  aspect  of  London  at  that 
hour ; — in  the  gradual  desertion  of 
the  streets  by  reputable  passengers ; 
and  in  the  rising,  as  it  were,  from'their 
depths  of  earth,  of  forms  repulsive, 
horrible,  and  obscene.  This  change  of 
object  and  association  is  sometimes  pe- 
culiarly striking  in  the  Parks.  As  the 
evening  draws  in,  the  walking  parties 
and  well-dressed  persons  disappear  one 
by  one ;  and  the  benches  become  peo- 
pled with  an  array  of  fearful  creatures, 
who  seem  to  glide  from  behind  the 
trees, — to  be  embodied,  as  it  were,  out 
of  the  air.  I  have  myself  turned  round 
suddenly,  and  seen  a  squalid  shape  be- 
side me,  which  had  not  been  there  but 
the  moment  before.  And  I  knew  not 
how  it  came,  nor  from  what  quarter  it 
approached ;  but  it  came  on  through 
the  dark  like  some  pale  meteor,  or  un- 
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wholesome  exhalation,  which  was  not 
visible  till  the  good  light  was  gone. 
The  closing  too  (in  the  town)  of  the 
shops,  one  after  the  other, — the  ho- 
nester  and  safer  houses  first,  and  so  on 
until  the  haunts  even  of  guilt  and  in- 
famy shut  up  their  doors,  as  seeing  no 
farther  prospect  through  the  gloom. — 
And  the  few  animated  objects  which 
break  the  general  stillness,  more  re- 
volting and  fearful  even  than  that  still- 
ness itself!  Starving  wretches,  hud- 
dled together  in  holes  and  corners, 
seeking  concealment  from  the  eye  of 
the  police ;  thief-takers  making  their 
stealthy  rounds,  and  eyeing  every  ca- 
sual wanderer  with  suspicious  and  half- 
threatening  glances.  Then  the  asso- 
ciations which  present  themselves  to 
the  mind  in  such  a  situation.  Thoughts 
of  burglars,  murderers,  wretches  who 
violate  the  sanctity  of  the  grave,  and 
lurking  criminals  of  still  darker  dye ; 
— the  horror  being  less  of  injury  from 
such  creatures  than  of  possible  ap- 
proximation to  them  ; — the  kind  of 
dread  which  a  man  feels,  he  can  scarce- 
ly tell  why,  of  being  touched  by  a  rat, 
a  spider,  or  a  toad. 

But  I  wandered  on  till  St  James's 
bell  tolled  twelve ;  and  the  sound  awa- 
kened some  curious  recollections  in 
my  memory.  A  mistress  of  mine  had 
lived  in  Sackville  Street  once;  and 
twelve  o'clock  (at  noon)  was  my  per- 
mitted hour  to  visit  her*  I  had  walk- 
ed up  and  down  a  hundred  times  in 
front  of  St  James's  church,  waiting 
impatiently  to  hear  that  clock  strike 
twelve,  which  now  struck  twelve  upon 
my  ruin, — my  degradation.  The  sound 
of  the  bell  fell  upon  my  ear  like  the 
voice  of  an  old  acquaintance. — My 
friend  yet  held  his  standing ;  my  estate 
had  something  changed. 

I  did  wander  on,  however,  after  St 
James's  clock  told  twelve,  and  while 
the  rain,  falling  in  torrents,  drove  even 
beggars  to  their  shelter.  I  had  neitner 
home  nor  money.  There  were  acquaint- 
tances  upon  whom  I  might  have  call- 
ed, and  from  whom  a  supper  and  a 
bed  would  have  been  matters  of  course; 
but  I  felt  that  my  spirits  were  rapidly 
rising  to  the  right  pitch  for  consider- 
ing the  situation  in  which  I  stood. 
Nothing  sharpens  the  perceptions  like 
the  pressure  of  immediate  danger.  Had 
I  slept  and  awoke  at  day-light,  I  must 
again  have  waited  for  the  hour  of  dark- 
ness. Men  succeed,  over  and  over 
again,  upon  the  spur  of  emergency,  in 
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enterprizes,  which,    viewed    calmly, 
they  would  never  have  undertaken. 

I  strolled  onwards  down  Piccadilly 
through  the  wet  dark  night,  (to  avoid 
the  hackney- coachmen,  who  kept  tea- 
sing me  with  offers  of  their  services,) 
and  leaned  against  one  of  those  splen- 
did houses  which  stand  fronting  the 
Green  Park.  The  strong  bright  glare 
of  the  door-lamps  below,  shewed  the 
princely  proportion  of  the  building. 
Night  was  now  growing  fast  in  to  morn- 
ing, but  lights  were  still  visible  in  the 
show-apartments  of  the  mansion.  Pre- 
sently I  heard  the  sound  of  a  piano- 
forte, and  a  voice  which  I  thought  was 
familiar  to  me.  I  listened ;  and,  in  a 
moment,  the  singer  went  on. 


1. 

The  setting  sun  with  crimson  beam 

Now  gilds  the  twilight  sky  ; 
And  evening  comes  with  sportive  mien, 

And  cares  of  day-light  fly  ; 
Then  deck  the  board  with  flow'rs,  and  fill 

My  glass  with  racy  wine  ; 
And  let  those  snowy  arms,  my  love, 

Once  more  thy  harp  entwine. 

Oh  !  strike  the  harp,  my  dark  hair'd 
love, 

And  swell  that  strain  so  dear  ; 
Thine  angel  form  shall  charm  mine  eye, 

Thy  voice  delight  mine  ear. 

Surely,  said  I,  I  have  heard  these 
words  before ;  but  the  song  continued. 

2. 

The  glasses  shine  upon  the  board, 

But  brighter  shines  thine  eye  ; 
The  claret  pales  its  ruby  tint, 

When  lips  like  thine  are  nigh  ; 
The  tapers  dim  their  virgin  white 

Beside  thy  bosom's  line  ; 
And  the  flame  they  shed,  burns  not  so 
bright, 

As  that  I  feel  for  you. 
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Then  strike  the  harp  !  each  note,  my 
love, 

Shall  kindle  fresh  desire  ; 
Thy  melting  breath  shall  fan  that  flame, 

Thy  glowing  charms  inspire. 

It  was  the  voice  of  a  man  whom  I 
had  known  intimately  for  years.  I  cast 
my  eye  upon  the  door,  and  read  the 
name  of  his  family.  My  old  compa- 
nion,— my  friend, — was  standing  al- 
most within  the  touch  of  my  hand.  I 
thought  on  the  scene  in  which  he  was 
an  actor ; — on  the  gaiety,  the  vivacity, 
the  splendour,  and  the  sparkle, — the 
intrigues  and  the  fierce  passions — from 
which  a  few  feet  of  space  divided  me. 
— I  was  cold,  wet,  and  pennyless ;  and 
I  had  to  choose. 

It  may  be  asked,  why  did  not  sui- 
cide, then,  present  itself  to  me  as  a  ral- 
lying point  ?  It  did  present  itself  at 
once  ;  and,  on  the  instant,  I  rejected 
it.  Destitute  as  I  was,  I  had  still  a 
confidence  in  my  own  powers — I  may 
almost  say,  in  my  own  fortune.  I  felt 
that,  wealth  apart,  I  had  a  hundred 
pleasurable  capabilities  which  it  would 
be  folly  to  cast  away.  Besides,  there 
were  relatives,  whose  deaths  might 
make  me  rich.  I  decided  not  to  die. 

My  next  supplies,  however,  were  to 
arise  out  of  my  own  personal  exer- 
tions ;  and,  in  the  meantime,  the  ap- 
proach of  light  reminded  me  that  I  was 
still  wet,  and  in  the  street.  I  had  no 
fastidious  apprehensions  about  degra- 
ding myself.  If  I  could  have  held  a 
plough,  or  digged  in  a  mine,  I  should 
not  have  hesitated  to  have  performed 
either  of  those  duties.  But,  for  hold- 
ing a  plough,  I  had  not  the  skill ;  and, 
for  the  mines,  there  were  none  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  London.  One  call- 
ing, however,  there  was,  for  which  I 
was  qualified.  Within  four-and-twenty 
hours  after  my  dark  walk  through  Pic- 
cadilly, I  was  a  private  dragoon  in  the 
31st  regiment,  and  quartered  at  Ly- 
mington  Barracks. 


CHAPTER  III. 


I  have  denied,  I  do  still  deny,  the 
overpowering  influence  commonly  at- 
tributed to  rank  and  fortune  ;  and  let 
me  not  be  accused  of  offering  opinions, 
without  at  least  having  had  some  op- 
portunities for  judgment.  If  there  be 
a  situation  in  which,  beyond  all  others, 
a  man  is  shut  out  from  all  probability 
of  advancement,  it  is  the  situation  of  a 


private  soldier.  But  the  free,  undaunt- 
ed spirit,  which  sinks  not  in  extremity, 
can  draw,  even  from  peculiar  difficulty, 
peculiar  advantage ; — where  lead  only 
is  hoped  for,  grains  of  gold  excite  sur- 
prise ; — a  slender  light  shews  far,  when 
all  is  dark  around  it. 

Twelve  months  passed  heavily  with 
me  in  the  31st  dragoons.    My  appa- 
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rently  intuitive  dexterity  in  military 
exercises,  saved  me  from  annoyance  or 
personal  indignity,  and  might,  in  a 
certain  way,  have  procured  me  promo- 
tion. But  a  halberd,  as  it  happened, 
was  not  my  object.  I  looked  for  de- 
liverance from  my  existing  bondage,  to 
the  falling  in  with  some  wealthy  and 
desirable  woman.  And,  in  the  strict 
performance  of  a  soldier's  duty — active, 
vigilant,  obedient,  and  abstaining — I 
waited  with  patience  for  the  arrival  of 
opportunity. 

I  waited  till  my  patience  was  ex- 
hausted half  a  dozen  times  over  ;  but 
the  interim  certainly  was  not  passed  in 
idleness.  He  whose  prospect  lies  straight 
forward,  is  seldom  content  to  look  about 
him ;  but  there  was  matter  for  analysis 
and  curious  investigation  on  every  side 
of  me.  As  an  officer,  I  had  seen  little 
of  the  true  character  or  condition  of 
the  soldiery  ;  and  a  regiment  of  cavalry 
is  really  a  machine  of  strange  constitu- 
tion— I  say,  "  of  cavalry,"  par  prefer- 
ence, because  there  is  generally  about  a 
dragoon  regiment  a  more  lofty,  though 
perhaps  not  more  just  style  and  feeling, 
than  belongs  (from  whatever  cause)  to 
our  regiments  of  infantry. 

The  31st  regiment  was  remarkable 
for  the  splendour  of  its  uniform  and 
appointments;  an  attribute  rather  any- 
thing than  advantageous  to  the  soldier; 
but  which  always,  nevertheless,  ope- 
rates powerfully  in  the  recruiting  of  a 
corps.  We  had  men  amongst  us  from 
almost  every  class  of  society.  There 
were  linen-weavers  from  Ireland — col- 
liers from  Warwickshire  and  Shrop- 
shire— ploughmen,  game-keepers,  and 
poachers,  from  every  quarter  and  coun- 
ty. There  were  men  too  of  higher  rank, 
as  regarded  their  previous  condition ; 
and  that  in  a  number  very  little  ima- 
gined by  the  world.  There  were  men 
of  full  age,  who  had  run  through  for- 
tunes— lads  who  had  quarrelled  with,  or 
been  deserted  by,  their  families — ruin- 
ed gamblers — cidevant  fortune-hunt- 
ers— e.r-officers,  and  strolling  players. 
In  a  company  so  heterogeneous,  it 
would  have  been  difficult  to  keep  the 
peace,  but  for  that  law  which  visited 
the  black  eye  as  a  breach  of  military 
discipline.  As  men,  those  who  had 
been  "  gentlemen"  were  incomparably 
the  worst  characters.  Some  of  them 
vapoured,  or  at  least  talked,  about  their 
origin,  and  so  exposed  themselves  to 
the  ridicule  which  waits  upon  fallen 
dignity.  Others  made  use  of  their  pa- 
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trician  acquirements  to  seduce  the 
wives  or  daughters  of  their  more  ple- 
beian comrades.  They  were  dissipated 
in  their  habits,  ribald  in  their  discourse, 
and  destitute  even  of  any  remnant  of 
honest  or  decent  principle. 

The  poachers  among  us  were  another 
party,  almost  of  themselves ;  for  the 
game-keepers — the  same  animals  do- 
mesticated— never  cordially  agreed  with 
them.  Idle  in  their  habits  ;  slovenly 
in  their  appearance ;  these  fellows  were 
calculated,  nevertheless,  to  make  ad- 
mirable soldiers  in  the  field.  Their  cou- 
rage was  peculiarly  of  the  true  Eng- 
lish character;  slow  something  to  be 
excited ;  but,  when  excited,  impossible 
to  be  overcome.  I  remember  one  of 
them  well — for  his  anecdotes  used  to 
amuse  me — who,  for  two  years,  had 
been  the  scourge  of  every  preserve  with- 
in ten  miles  of  his  parish ;  and  who 
had,  with  difficulty,  escaped  transport- 
ation, by  enlisting  as  a  soldier.  He 
was  a  strong,  muscular  lad,  about  two 
or  three  and  twenty ;  not  of  large  sta- 
ture, or  of  handsome  appearance  ;  but 
of  a  resolution,  or  rather  of  an  obdu- 
racy, which  nothing  short  of  death 
could  have  subdued.  I  saw  him  once 
fight,  after  repeated  provocation,  with 
a  fourteen-stone  Irishman  of  the  18th, 
who  was  the  lion  of  his  troop.  The  bat- 
tle lasted,  without  any  etiquette  of  the 
prize-ring,  in  constant  fighting,  more 
than  an  hour.  My  acquaintance  was 
knocked  down  in  every  round,  for  the 
first  thirty  minutes ;  but  the  blows 
made  no  more  impression  upon  him  than 
they  would  have  done  upon  a  man  of 
iron.  That  he  had  the  worst  of  the 
battle,  never  seemed  to  occur  to  him ; 
he  fell,  and  rose — fell,  rose  again,  and 
struck  on.  Nothing  but  the  loss  of 
sight,  or  of  life,  could  have  subdued 
him ;  and  I  firmly  believe  he  would 
have  destroyed  himself,  if  he  had  been 
compelled  to  give  up.  At  length  his 
antagonist's  confidence  gave  way  before 
his  obstinacy;  and  there  was  some- 
thing almost  staggering  to  the  senses  in 
the  appearance  of  it.  The  man  seem- 
ed to  get  no  worse,  for  a  beating  that 
might  have  destroyed  half-a-dozen.  He 
spoke  very  little ;  never  broke  his 
ground ;  and  rose  with  a  smile,  after 
such  falls  as  might  have  crushed  him 
to  pieces.  Both  parties  suffered  severe- 
ly ;  my  friend  rather  the  most ;  but,  at 
the  end  of  an  hour's  fighting,  the  Hi- 
bernian owned  himself  vanquished. 
But  whatever  might  be  the  qualities 
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of  these  men  individually,  taken  as  a 
body,  they  were  amenable,  reasonable 
beings.  To  have  made  them,  indivi- 
dually, discontented,  would  have  been 
difficult ;  to  have  tampered  with  them, 
en  masse,  quite  impossible.  The  sfcund 
of  the  word  "  discipline,"  had  a  sort 
of  magical  effect  upon  their  minds. 
Their  obedience  (from  its  uniform  en- 
forcement) became  perfectly  mechani- 
cal ;  and  severity  excited  little  com- 
plaint, for  it  was  understood  to  be  the 
custom  of  the  service. 

We  had  three  different  commanding 
officers  during  the  time  of  my  stay  at 
Lvmington  ;  but  there  was  only  one 
who  ever  disturbed  the  temper  of  the 
garrison  ;  and  even  he  failed  to  excite 
any  feeling  beyond  great  personal  ha- 
tred to  himself. 

The  first  commandant  was  a  man 
who  had  himself  been  a  private  sol- 
dier ;  and  who  had  risen,  by  degrees, 
to  the  rank  of  lieutenant-colonel.  Cor- 
poral punishment  was  his  reliance.  He 
punished  seldom,  but  severely.  And 
this  man,  though  a  strict  disciplina- 
rian, was  universally  popular. 

Our  second  leader  was  a  well-mean- 
ing man,  but  a  theorist ;  and  he  seem- 
ed to  have  been  sent  as  a  punishment 
for  the  sins  of  the  whole  garrison.  He 
was  strongly  opposed  to  the  practice  of 
corporal  punishment,  as  tending  to  de- 
grade, and  break  the  spirit  of  the  sol- 
dier ;  and,  being  puzzled,  as  a  wiser 
head  might  be,  in  the  substitution  of 
other  penalties,  he  actually  put  his  men 
through  a  course  of  experiments  upon 
the  subject.  For  example, — having 
heard  that  Alfred  the  Great  made  an 
arrangement  by  which  every  man  be- 
came, to  a  certain  degree,  answerable 
for  his  neighbour,  Major  W re- 
solved to  introduce  the  same  system 
into  his  own  depot ;  and  whenever,  ac- 
cordingly, any  soldier  was  absent  from 
barracks  without  leave — and,  in  a  gar- 
rison of  a  thousand  men,  some  one  or 
other  was  pretty  sure  to  be  always  ab- 
sent— he  confined  the  remaining  nine 
hundred  and  ninety-nine  to  their  bar- 
racks, until  he  returned.  Indeed  with- 
out, I  believe,  the  least  feeling  of  cruel- 
ty or  malice,  this  man  passed  half  his 
time  in  devising  inflictions,  and  the 
other  half  in  practising  them  upon  us. 
And,  besides  this,  he  fatigued  us  with 
eternal  inspections ;  wasted  more  paper 
in  writing  rules  and  regulations,  than 
might  have  made  cartridges  for  a  whole 


battalion ;  and  after  compelling  us,  even 
in  cold  weather,  to  go  through  a  te- 
dious parade  on  a  Sunday,  was  so  mer- 
ciless as  always  to  make  a  long  speech 
at  the  end  of  it. 

Our  third  commandant,  and  the  only 
one  whom  I  ever  dreaded— for  the 
whims  of  the  second  hardly  passed 
what  might  be  called  vexations— our 
third  commandant  was  a  fool ;  and,  of 
course,  being  a  soldier,  a  martinet. 
Quite  incompetent  to  the  discussion  of 
any  possible  matter  beyond  the  polish 
of  a  carbine-barrel,  or  the  number  of 
paces  in  which  a  regiment  ought  to 
cross  the  parade-ground,  he  gave  his 
whole  attention  to  what  he  termed  the 
"  military"  appearance  of  his  troops. 
A  speck  upon  a  man's  uniform — a  hair 
too  much  or  too  little  in  a  whisker — 
a  spot,  or  a  drop  of  water,  upon  the 
floor  of  a  room  in  which  thirty  men 
inhabited,  ate,  drank,  and  slept ;  these 
were  crimes  which  never  failed  to  call 
down  heavy  retribution.  And  perfec- 
tion, with  this  gentleman,  was  almost 
as  much  a  fault  as  negligence.  He  lived 
only  upon  orders,  repri mantis,  and 
whippings.  The  man  who  could  not 
do  his  duty,  was  to  be  tortured  as  a 
matter  of  course ;  the  man  who  did  it 
well,  was  corrected  as  "  a  conceited  fel- 
low." Every  process  under  his  juris- 
diction was  conducted  at  the  point  of 
the  "  damme."  He  attempted  to  make 
his  officers  cut  their  hair  in  a  particu- 
lar shape.  He  forbad  a  staff-adjutant, 
who  could  not  afford  to  give  up  his 
place,  ever  to  quit  the  barrack-yard 
without  stating  where  he  was  going  to. 
I  have  known  him  set  three  hundred 
men  to  pick  straws  off  a  stable-yard, 
where  every  fresh  puff  of  wind  left 
them  their  labours  to  begin  again. 
Eventually  the  fellow  joined  a  regi- 
ment in  India ;  and  fell  in  a  skirmish, 
by  a  ball,  it  was  supposed,  from  one  of 
his  own  soldiers. 

But  I  was  weary  of  examining  cha- 
racters, and  avoiding  persecutions.  I 
was  tired  of  being  a  favourite  among 
the  nursery  girls  of  Lymington,  and 
even  of  enjoying  the  enmity  of  the 
young  gentlemen  of  the  neighbourhood. 
I  had  become  weary  of  the  honour  and 
discomfort  of  endurance — I  sighed,  in 
the  midst  of  exertion,  for  exertion's  re- 
ward— I  never  doubted  that  talent 
must,  in  time,  find  its  level ;  but  I  had 
begun  to  doubt  whether  man's  life 
would  be  long  enough  to  afford  the 
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waiting,  when  the  chance  that  I  was 
hoping,  and  wishing  for,  appeared. 

How  constantly  do  men  ascribe  to 
momentary  impulse,  acts  which  really 
are  founded  in  deep  premeditation. 
Mistakes,  surprises,  jokes,  and  even 
quarrels,  pass  current  as  accidental, 
which  are  in  truth  matters  of  malice 
prepense.  My  object  at  Lymington 
was,  to  introduce  myself  to  persons  of 
consideration ;  and  with  that  view,  for 
months,  I  carried  my  life,  as  it  were, 
in  my  hand.  Every  moment  that  I 
could  snatch  from  the  routine  of  mili- 
tary duty,  was  systematically  devoted 
to  searching  after  adventure.  There 
was  riot  a  family  of  condition  within 
five  miles  of  the  depot,  but  I  had  my 
eye  upon  their  motions  and  arrange- 
ments. How  often,  while  watching 
their  gay  parties  on  the  river,  did  I 
pray  for  some  dreadful  accident  which 
might  give  me  an  opportunity  of  dis- 
tinguishing myself !  How  often  have 
I  wished,  in  riding  night  picquet  or  ex- 
press, that  some  passing  equipage  would 
be  attacked  by  robbers,  that  I  might 
make  my  fortune  by  defeating  them  ! 
I  saw,  by  chance,  one  evening,  a  mill 
on  fire  in  the  distance ;  and,  making 
sure  it  was  a  nobleman's  seat,  swam 
through  two  rivers  to  arrive  at  it.  At 
length,  the  common-place  incident — 
I  had  looked  for  it,  though,  a  hundred 
times — the  common-place  incident  of 
two  tipsy  farmers,  on  a  fair  day,  af- 
fronting an  officer  in  Lymington  mar- 
ket-place, who  had  a  lady  on  his  arm, 
gave  me  the  chance  I  had  so  long 
sought.  This  affair  gave  me  an  oppor- 
tunity of  being  useful  to  Captain  and 
Mrs  Levine. 

The  lionourableAugustus  Levine,  who 
had  joined  the  garrison  but  a  few  days 
when  this  accident  befell  him,  was  one 
of  those  men  of  fortune  who  seem  born 
for  no  other  purpose  than  to  put  poor 
fellows  in  contentment  with  their  des- 
tiny. He  was  an  abject  creature,  both 
in  heart  and  mind.  Despicable  (there 
be  more  such)  in  person  as  in  princi- 
ple. And  yet  the  worm  was  brother 
to  an  earl — he  was  master  of  a  fine 
estate — he  commanded  an  hundred 
soldiers  ;  and  (a  man  may  have  too 
many  blessings)  he  had  a  young  and 
handsome  wife. 

When  I  declare  that  Lymington 
Barracks  were  full  of  stripling  officers, 
who,  in  addition  to  wealth  and  station, 
possessed  (many  of  them)  all  personal 
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advantages,  my  venturing  even  to 
think  of  Mrs  Levine  upon  the  credit 
of  such  a  service  as  I  had  performed, 
may  appear  to  savour  not  a  little  of  pre- 
sumption. Setting  the  event  apart,  I 
should  maintain  a  different  opinion.  A 
hundred  qualifications,  which  would 
only  have  been  of  course  in  a  man  of 
rank,  in  a  peasant  would  excite  sur- 
prise, and,  consequently,  interest.  My 
encounter  in  the  market-place,  though 
a  vulgar  one,  had  given  me  some  op* 
portunity  for  display  ;  and  a  private 
soldier,  who  possessed  figure,  accom- 
plishment, and  deportment — who  could 
make  verses,  make  love,  and,  moreover, 
fight  like  a  Turk — such  a  man  would 
secure  attention  ;  and  love  follows  very 
easily.  I  cannot  afford  now  to  dwell 
upon  details  ;  but,  whatever  be  the  va- 
lue of  my  general  principle,  conse- 
quences, in  the  particular  instance,  did 
approve  my  dream.  Within  six  months, 
I  had  disclosed  my  real  name  and  rank 
— eloped  with  Mrs  Levine — fought  a 
duel  with  her  husband — and  had  a 
verdict  entered  against  me  in  the  Court 
of  King's  Bench,  with  damages,  by  de- 
fault, to  the  amount  of  L.10,000. 

There  is  this  circumstance,  among  a 
thousand  others,  to  attach  us  to  the  fe- 
male sex,  that  a  man  can  scarce,  in  any 
case,  whatever  the  degree  of  friendship, 
receive  a  favour  from  his  fellow  man, 
without  some  feeling  of  inferiority ; 
while,  from  a  woman,  each  new  act  of 
kindness,  or  of  bounty,  seems  but  a 
tribute  to  his  merit,  and  a  proof  of  her 
affection. 

My  encounter  with  Levine  produced 
very  trifling  consequences.  Both  par- 
ties were  slightly  wounded  at  the  first 
fire,  and  neither  appeared  anxious  to 
try  the  fortune  of  a  second.  The  pe- 
nalty of  L.10,000  was  a  more  serious 
matter  to  deal  with.  Mrs  Levine  pos- 
sessed, independent  of  her  husband,  an 
income  exceeding  L.800  a-year ;  but 
that  property  formed  no  fund  for  the 
payment  of  a  large  sum  in  damages. 
Our  only  alternative  was  to  quit  Eng- 
land immediately. 

I  enter  here  with  pain  upon  an  epoch 
in  my  history, which  filled  up  sadly  and 
wearily  a  period  of  five  years.  Isabella 
Levine  was  a  woman  whose  personal 
charms  were  perhaps  among  the  weak- 
est of  the  attractions  she  possessed.  If 
I  had  sought  her  in  the  beginning  from 
interested  motives,  I  did  not  long  pro- 
fess a  passion  without  really  entertain- 
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ing  it.  That  she  had  deserted  such  a 
husband  as  Levine,  seemed  to  me  no 
stain  upon  her  virtue.  He  had  been 
forced  upon  her  by  the  command  of  an 
uncle  on  whom  she  depended ;  and 
who  himself  hadfelt  so  little  confidence 
in  the  man  of  his  selection,  that,  in 
giving  his  niece  a  large  fortune,  he  re- 
served it  principally  within  her  own 
control.  Was  it  a  crime  in  Isabella, 
that  she  quitted  a  being  whom  she  could 
not  love  ?  Was  she  a  companion  for 
stupidity — for  slovenliness — for  bru- 
tality ?  Was  she  a  subject  for  neglect, 
and  for  coarse  infidelity  ?  Was  it  fit 
that  her  tenderness,  her  beauty,  and 
her  youth,  should  be  wasted  upon  a 
creature  who  could  not  appreciate  what 
he  was  possessing  ?  She  did  not  sell 
herself  to  me  for  title  or  for  fortune. 
Sb.e  was  not  seduced  by  a  fashion  or  a 
feather.  If  she  loved  me — and  I  think 
she  did  love  me — it  was  for  myself 
alone. 

Impressed  with  these  feelings,  I  left 
England  a  second  time  for  Lisbon.  The 
war  had  now  been  carried  into  the  heart 
of  France,  and  the  Peninsula  had  a 
prospect  of  sufficient  security.  If,  by 
law,  I  was  prevented  from  marrying 
Isabella,  by  gratitude,  as  well  as  by 
affection,  I  held  myself  bound  to  her 
for  ever.  I  took  it  as  an  admitted  prin- 
ciple, that  every  man  must  settle  at 
some  time ;  and  deliberately  formed 
my  plan  of  lasting,  domestic  happi- 
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I  had  not  then  ascertained  that  the 
very  thought  of  a  set  system  is  destruc- 
tion to  everything  in  the  nature  of  en- 
joyment. I  had  yet  to  eliscover,  that  it 
was  better  even  to  die  at  once,  than 
await,  in  one  fixed  posture,  the  wearing 
of  unprofitable  vacancy. 

I  set  out  with  a  wish,  as  well  as  a 
resolution,  to  act  well.  I  had  seen  the 
errors  of  married  men,  and  I  deter- 
mined to  avoid  them.  I  will  treat  a 
woman,  said  I,  with  that  attention 
which  she  is  entitled  to  demand — I  will 
not  render  her  miserable  by  my  dissi- 
pations— I  will  not  insult  her  by  slight- 
ing her  society — I  will  love  none  but 
Isabella  ;  and  with  her  my  hours  shall 
be  passed.  I  now  see  ill  omen  in  these 
my  first  resolutions.  A  man  does  not 
put  himself  upon  the  defensive,  unless 
he  feels  cause  to  apprehend  attack.  I 
suspect  that,  like  the  wolf  in  the  fable, 
the  sight  of  the  collar  already  made  me 
uneasy. 


I  shall  never  forget — for  my  time 
indeed  is  almost  come — the  torture 
which  it  cost  me  to  carry  my  good  re- 
solutions into  effect — the  days,  the 
weeks,  the  years,  that  I  suffered,  of  sa- 
tiety, weariness,  indifference,  disgust. 
I  am  convinced  that  the  decline  of  my 
passion  for  Isabella  was  only  hastened 
by  my  efforts  to  conceal  and  to  resist  it. 
The  love  of  full  liberty,  which  I  had 
been  used  freely  to  indulge,  acquired 
now  tenfold  force  from  the  restraint  to 
which  I  subjected  myself.  The  com- 
pany of  the  plainest  woman  of  my  ac- 
quaintance would  have  been  delightful 
to  me,  compared  with  the  uniformity 
of  beauty. 

I  bore  up  against  these  inclinations 
until  my  very  brain  became  affected. 
My  senses  grew  morbid  from  excess  of 
inflammation.  And,  withal,  I  could 
perform  but  half  the  task  I  had  impo- 
sed on  myself.  I  might  refuse  to  love 
other  women,  but  I  could  not  compel 
myself  to  love  Isabella.  My  attentions 
continued ;  but  they  were  the  atten- 
tions of  a  prescribed  duty.  The  feel- 
ings I  had  once  entertained  towards 
her — the  letters  I  had  written  to  her — 
for  I  chanced  once  by  accident  to  fall 
on  some  of  them — the  whole  seemed  a 
dream — a  delusion — a  delirium — from 
which  I  had  recovered,  and  the  remem- 
brance of  which  excited  wonder. 

Steadily  to  pursue  the  course  upon 
which  I  had  determined,  was  not  to 
cheat  myself  of  the  conviction  that 
that  course  was  destroying  me.  In  vain 
did  I  recollect  what  I  owed  to  Isabel- 
la ; — her  uniformly  excellent  conduct, 
— the  sacrifices  she  had  made  for  me. 
These  images  refused  to  dwell  upon 
my  imagination.  They  were  as  sha- 
dows in  the  water,  which  eluded  my 
grasp  when  I  would  have  seized  them. 
I  found  only  a  woman  who,  now,  was 
in  my  way ;  who,  no  doubt,  meant  to 
bestow  happiness  upon  me ;  but  who,  in 
fact,  drove  me  to  frenzy.  I  would  again 
have  been  left  destitute ;  I  would  have 
returned  to  my  ration  and  my  broad- 
sword ;  I  would  have  submitted  to  any- 
thing to  have  been  once  more  a  free 
man,  but  to  desert  Isabella,  or  to  be  de- 
serted by  her ;— I  was  not  (Heaven  be 
praised  !)  quite  villain  enough  to  take 
the  first  course ;  my  pride  could  not 
have  endured  that  she  should  take  the 
second. 

There  are  limits  to  the  capacity  of 
human  endurance.     We  are  none  of 
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us  so  far  from  insanity  as  we  believe 
ourselves.  My  temper  had  suffered  in 
the  course  of  these  conflicts,  a  shock 
from  which,  I  think,  it  never  after- 
wards recovered ;  when  a  train  of  new 
circumstances,  unforeseen  and  unex- 
pected, broke,  for  good  or  ill,  the  tram- 
mels which  entangled  me. 

We  had  been  five  years  together, 
and  I  had  been  four  years  miserable, 
when  a  habitual  depression,  which  I 
had  perceived,  but  neglected  to  speak 
of — for,  in  the  fever  of  my  own  soul, 
I  had  no  thought  for  the  distress  of 
others — this  terminated  in  the  serious 
illness  of  Isabella.  At  first,  supposing 
her  indisposition  to  be  transient,  I 
treated  it  as  an  affair  of  domestic  rou- 
tine, taking  every  precaution  for  her 
safety,  rather  as  a  matter  of  course,  than 
from  any  feeling  of  anxiety ;  but  an 
intimation  from  my  physician  that  she 
was  in  a  state  of  real  danger,  aroused 
me  from  that  apathy  with  which  I 
contemplated  all  passing  events. 

"Danger?  What  danger? — There 
could  be  no  danger;  the  man  must  be 
mistaken." 

"  He  was  not  mistaken.  My  wife's 
complaint  was  low,  nervous  fever ; 
brought  on,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  by 
some  cause  operating  upon  the  mind ; 
and,  if  her  spirits  could  not  be  kept  up, 
her  peril  was  immediate." 

I  never  received  any  intelligence 
with  greater  discomposure  in  my  life. 
A  variety  of  recollections,  very  like 
accusations,  crowded  one  after  the 
other  suddenly  upon  my  memory.  My 
heart  awoke  from  that  lethargy  into 
which  long  suffering  had  plunged  it. 
Still,  I  thought,  the  thing  must  be  ex- 
aggerated.— "  Her  spirits  kept  up  ?" — 
Why,  they  must  be  kept  up.  "  What 
was  to  be  done  to  keep  them  up  ?" — 
That,  the  adviser  left  to  me. 

I  visited  Isabella  with  feelings  which 
I  could  scarce  acknowledge  even  to 
myself.  She  sent  for  me  as  I  was  going 
to  her  chamber ;  and  my  purpose  of 
going  almost  changed.  I  know  not  how 
to  describe  the  sensation  which  her 
message  produced.  I  was  going  to  her 
at  the  very  moment  unsummoned;  and 
yet  the  summons  compelled  me  to  turn 
baclj.  It  was  not  the  feeling  of  a  man 
who  is  detected  in  a  crime ;  for  that 
must  suppose  a  previous  consciousness 
that  he  was  committing  one.  It  was 
the  alarm  rather  of  a  child  who  plays 
with  a  forbidden  bauble,  and  sudden- 
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ly  discovers  that  the  last  whirl  has 
broken  it. 

I  had  seen  Isabella  on  the  preceding 
evening ;  but  I  found  her  much  worse 
than  I  had  expected.  I  leaned  upon 
her  bed ;  it  was  some  time  before  she 
could  gather  firmness  to  express  her- 
self. At  length  she  spoke ; — and  I 
hear  her  accents  at  this  moment. 

She  spoke,  with  apparent  confidence, 
of  her  approaching  death.  "  She  re- 
gretted it,  for  my  sake,  because  her 
fortune  would  die  with  her." — "  Could 
she  but  have  secured  my  future  hap- 
piness and  safety,  as  she  had  nothing 
left  in  life  to  hope  for,  so  she  would 
have  had  nothing  to  desire." 

These  are  common-place  expres- 
sions, perhaps  I  shall  be  told.  The  fact 
may  be  so ; — Death  is  very  common- 
place. But  those,  who,  in  the  midst 
of  a  course  decidedly  evil,  have  been 
cursed  with  sufficient  perception  to 
abhor  the  guilt  they  could  not  abstain 
from — such  only  can  appreciate  my 
feelings  at  that  moment.  The  mere 
mention  of  Isabella's  death,  as  possible, 
carried  distraction  to  my  soul!  She 
told  me,  that  she  had  long  seen  the  de- 
cline of  my  affection  ; — "  her  only  wish 
was,  that  it  could  have  lasted  while 
she  lived !" — I  stood  before  her  a  con- 
victed villain.  1  could  not  lie — I  could 
not  speak ; — at  last,  I  wept,  or  I  had 
died. 

I  must  not  dwell  upon  the  particu- 
lars of  this  interview  ! — She  thanked 
me  for  the  uniform  kindness  I  had 
shewn  her ; — for  the  effort  with  which 
I  had  avoided  connexions  which  she 
had  but  too  plainly  seen  my  desire  to 
form. — "  Could  I  pardon  her  for  the 
pain  that  she  had  caused  me  ?  I  should 
be  happier  after  her  death ;  for,  if  it 
left  me  poor,  it  would  at  least  restore 
me  to  my  liberty." 

Let  me  do  myself  justice  here,  as  I 
have  visited  justice  upon  myself  else- 
where. I  was  not  quite  a  wretch.  If 
my  passions  were  habitually  fierce  and 
ungovernable,  their  impulse  in  the 
good  cause  was  as  powerful  as  in  the 
cause  of  ill. 

I  knelt  beside  Isabella's  bed.  I  con- 
fessed the  truth  of  all  she  charged  me 
with.  I  invoked  curses  on  my  restless 
temper; — swore  that  all  my  former 
love  for  her  was  rekindled; — that  I 
would  not  survive  her  death ; — that  I 
should  esteem  myself  her  murderer  ! 
Nor  did  I  at  that  moment,  so  help  me, 
3F 
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Heaven,  utter  any  sentiment  which  I 
did  not  feel.  If  I  did  not  at  that  mo- 
ment love  Isabella  passionately,  I 
would  have  laid  my  life  down  with 
pleasure  for  her  safety  —  for  her  happi- 
ness. And  I  trusted  that  I  had  in  some 


measure  restored  her  peace  of  mind  ; 
and  I  was  seriously  resolving  to  like  a 
peaceful  life  ;  when  a  circumstance  oc- 
curred well  calculated  again  to  put  my 
resolution  to  the  proof. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


HAD  I  been  asked  for  which  of  my 
virtues  I  should  ever  have  a  fortune 
given  me,  I  might  have  had  some  dif- 
ficulty, and  should  have  had,  in  an- 
swering the  question.  It  was  my  fate, 
however,  for  once  to  be  enriched  by  rny 
irregularities.  My  grandfather,  pene- 
trated orf  a  sudden  with  admiration  of 
the  man  who  had  brought  his  family- 
naine  so  much  into  discussion,  died, 
after  making  twenty  wills  in  favour  of 
twenty  different  people  ;  and,  passing 
over  my  father,  bequeathed  a  property 
of  A'4000  a-year  to  me. 

I  premised  that,  about  this  time, 
sovne  unforeseen  occurrences  befel  me. 
Two  of  these  I  have  already  described ; 
the  third  was,  of  all,  the  most  unex- 
pected. While  I  was  busy  in  prepar- 
ations for  returning  to  England,  and 
devising  schemes  out  of  number  for 
pleasures  and  splendour  when  I  should 
arrive  there — Isabella  left  me. 

It  was  a  blow  for  which,  less  than  for 
a  miracle,  I  was  prepared.  Returning 
one  evening  from  shooting, — we  were 
then  living  at  Condeixa, — I  found  a 
letter  in  her  hand  lying  sealed  upon 
iny  table.  The  sight  of  the  address 
alone  paralysed  me.  What  had  hap- 
pened, flashed  in  an  instant  across  my 
mind.  The  contents  of  the  letter  were 
these  :— 

"  If  I  have  used  deception  towards 
you,  Charles,  believe  me  it  is  now  for 
the  first  time.  I  wish  to  spare  you  the 
needless  agony  of  bidding  me  farewell ; 
I  wish  to  secure  myself  against  the 
danger  of  being  diverted  from  a  course 
which  reflection  has  convinced  me  is 
the  best.  I  caiftiot  forget  that  you  have 
ceased  to  love  me;  I  have  known  the 
fact  long,  but  circumstances  have  kept 
me  silent.  I  acquit  you,  Heaven  is  my 
witness!  of  unkindness,  or  ingrati- 
tude ; — esteem, — affection1 — regard — • 
comnassion — I  know  you  gave  me 
these  ;  and  love  is  not  at  our  command. 
There  are  men  from  whom  I  could  be 
satisfied  with  kindness  and  esteem  ; 
but  I  cannot  fall  so  low  as  to  accept 
pity,  Charles,  from  you ;  you  always 


will — you  always  must — love  some? 
woman ;  can  I  know  this,  and  yet  live 
with  you,  and  be  conscious  that  you* 
do  not  love  me  ? 

"  For  three  years  I  have  endured  to- 
see  you  wretched,  and  to  feel  myself 
the  cause  of  your  distress.  Could  I 
feel  this,  and  yet  be  happy  ?  What  did 
I  gain  by  depriving  others  of  your 
heart,  when  I  knew  that,  to  me,  your 
heart  was  lost  for  ever  ?  A  thousand 
times  have  I  wished  that  your  scruples- 
would  give  way,  and  that  you  would 
be  happy  in  a  course  which  could  have 
added  nothing  to  my  misery.  I  have 
borne  all  this  long ;  but  my  motive  for 
bearing  it  is  at  an  end.  Your  accession 
of  fortune  makes  my'presence  no  longer 
necessary.  You  have  now  open  before 
you  that  career  for  which  you  have  so* 
long  panted ;  I  believe  that  you  are 
capable  of  sacrificing  it  forme;  but 
can  I  accept  such  a  sacrifice  from  you, 
Charles  ?  Can  I  exact  it  ?  Do  you  think 
I  could  value  it  ? 

"  Farewell !  I  will  no  longer  continue 
to  hang  upon  you,  interrupting  enjoy- 
ments in  which  I  am  forbidden  to  par-- 
ticipate.  Farewell !  My  pen  trembles 
as  I  write  the  word  ;  but  be  assured 
that  I  write  it  irrevocably. 

"  Do  not  distract  us  both  by  vain 
endeavours  to  recall  me.  If  love  were 
yours  to  give,  I  know,  I  feel,  that 
you  would  give  it  to  me  ;  but  it  is  not, 
Charles,  at  your  disposal.  Farewell, 
once  more ;  for  I  had  intended  but  to 
say,  '  Farewell !'  May  you  be  happy, 
though  my  day  of  happiness  is  over. 
Thank  Heaven,  your  impetuous  tem- 
per is  no  longer  likely  to  be  excited  by 
want  of  means  to  those  cnterprizes, 
which  might  not  always  be  successful ; 
but,  if  ever  chance  should  place  you 
again  in  such  emergency,  as  to  make 
Isabella's  fortune— her  life — her  love 
— worth  your  acceptance^  then — and 
then  only — will  she  consent  again  to 
hear  from  you." 

She  is  living  yet, — I  trust  she  is  ? 
If  the  last  prayers  of  one  who  has 
prayed  but  too  seldom  ;— if  these 
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prayers  may  be  heard  which  merit  nor 
hearing  nor  value ; — if  mercy  for  an- 
other can  be  granted  to  him  who  dares 
not — cannot — ask  it  for  himself — then 
may  every  blessing  she  can  wish  for—- 
every blessing  which  can  wait  on  life, 
be  hers ;  may  she  know  that,  in  my 
last  hour,  my  thoughts  were  upon  her; 
that  my  latest  wishes  were  breathed 
for  her  safety — for  her  happiness  ! 

How  merely  is  man  the  creature  of 
events  over  which  he  has  no  control  J 
When  I  kissed  Isabella's  forehead, 
scarce  six  hours  before  she  wrote  that 
letter,  how  far  was  I  from  imagining 
that  I  then  beheld  her  for  the  last 
time  !  and  what  a  turn  did  our  separa- 
tion give,  probably,  to  my  destiny  !  I 
despise  the  pedantic  dogma  which 
says,  "  no  one  can  be  missed."  Ill  as 
I  think. of  human  nature,  I  think  that 
assertion  is  a  libel  upon  it.  Among 
creatures  who  have  as  little  of  discri- 
mination as  of  feeling, — to  whom  the 
newest  fool  is  always  the  most  welcome 
friend, — by  such  beings  it  may  be  true, 
that  "  no  one  can  be  missed  ;"  but  I 
deny  that  any  man  of  common  sensi- 
bility or  perception,  can  partjor  ever, 
even  from  a  mere  companion,  without 
remembrance  and  regret. 

I  paused,  for  my  brain  was  giddy 
after  reading  Isabella's  letter.  My  first 
thought  was  to  follow  her ;  but,  on 
reflection,  I  abandoned  the  design.  I 
felt  that  I  could  not  hope  to  overcome 
her  fixed  belief,  that  the  continuance 
of  our  connection  would,  on  my  part, 
be  a  sacrifice.  She  had  retired  into  a 
convent,  the  Lady  Superior  of  which 
had  long  been  known  to  us ;  and  I  felt 
that  she  must  be  happier  there,  or  any- 
where, than  with  me.  Should  it  seem 
that  my  decision  was,  under  the  cir- 
cumstances, a  convenient  one,  I  swear 
that  it  was  a  decision  in  which  my 
wishes  had  no  part.  No  honourable  or 
feeling  .man  will  doubt  my  candour  in 
this  statement.  He  will  know,  if  not 
from  experience,  from  instinct,  that, 
had  I  listened  to  my  own  wishes,  I 
should  only  have  thought  of  recover- 
ing Isabella.  He  will  know  that  her 
absence  left  a  blank  in  my  heart ;  that, 
spite  of  philosophy,  axiom,  or  authori- 
ty, I  felt  there  was  a  something  miss- 
ing— wanting ; — a  reliance,  a  consola- 
tion, a. point  d'appui  to  the  mind,  which 
nothing  but  the  society  of  woman 
ipould  supply. 
And,  if  I  have  loved  other  women, 
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Isabella  has  not  been  forgotten.  In  the 
maddest  moments  of  gaiety,  in  the 
wildest  hours  of  licence,  the  doubt  of 
her  existence — the  certainty  of  her 
wretchedness— has  dashed  across  my 
mind,  and  poisoned  the  cup  of  plea- 
sure at  my  lips.  Before  I  quitted  Por- 
tugal, I  wrote  her  letter  after  letter, 
in  treating,  promising,  in^ploring  her 
return.  If  it  was  not  for  my  love  that 
I  desired  to  change  her  resolution,  I 
swear  that  for  my  mere  quietude,  ,for 
my  peace  of  mind,  I  washed  to  do  it. 
Ah  !  what  have  I  to  regret  in  being 
compelled  to  quit  a  world,  where,  to 
possess  feeling  or  reflection,  is  to  be 
eternally  unhappy  ;  where  passion 
leaves  its  victim  no  choice,  but  in  his 
own  wretchedness,  or  in  the  misery  of 
those  whom,  at  his  soul's  hazard,  he 
would  shield  from  harm  ;  and  where 
the  being  who  enjoys  the  most  of  gra- 
tification, himself,  is  the  creature  who 
is  most  callous"  to  the  sufferings  of  ajl 
around  him  ! 

It  was  not,  however,  until  I  had 
completed  my  dispositions  as  to  Isa- 
bella's fortune  ;  until  I  was  about  to 
embark  for  England, — to  place  dis- 
tance— seas— between  us ; — I  did  not 
not  fully,  until  that  moment,  feel  what 
it  was  to  part  from  her  for  ever.  I  wrote 
to  her  once  more,  even  while  my  vessel 
was  under  sail.  Though  I  was  sensibje 
of  the  folly,  I  wrote  the  letter  with  my 
blood.  I  entreated  that  she  would  fol- 
low me — and  follow  me  without  delay. 
I  declared  that  I  should  expect  her — 
that  J  would  take  no  denial — that  I 
should  wait  for  her  at  the  first  English 
port.  With  that  strange  confidence 
which  men  often  have  when  their 
hopes  are  totally  desperate,  I  went  so 
far  even  as  to  appoint  the  hotel  at 
which  I  should  stay.  I  really  did  ex- 
pect that  Isabella  would  follow  me  to 
England.  I  wronged  her  firmness.  The 
ship  in  which  I  had  embarked  met 
with  contrary  winds.  A  subsequently 
sailing  vessel  reached  England  before 
us.  I  found,  on  landing  at  Falmouth,  a 
packet  from  Isabella;  but  it  contained 
only  her  picture,  and  these  words—r 
"  Do  not  forget  me." 

That  picture  hangs  about  my  neck 
at  the  moment  while  I  write.  I  will 
die  with  it  next  my  heart.  As  the 
magnet,  catching  eagerly  each  particle 
of  iron,  lets  golden  sands  roll  on  un- 
heedtdby,  so  memory  treasures  up  our 
moments  of  misfortune,  long  after 
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those  of  happiness  and  gaiety  are  for- 
gotten— Isabella,  lost,  was  to  be  re- 
membered for  ever. 

But  these  are  recollections  which 
unhinge  me  far  detail.  I  have  a  blow  to 
strike,  and  almost  within  this  hour,  for 
which  every  corporal  and  mental  agent 
must  be  nerved.  And  my  senses  rush 
along  in  tidj  as  furious  and  rapid  as 
my  fate  !  I  cannot  dwell,  amid  this 
whirl  of  mind  and  fancy,  upon  the 
measures  which,  in  seven  years,  dis- 
possessed me  of  L. 70,000.  I  am  not 
lamenting  that  which  I  have  done.  I 
began  with  a  resolution  to  live  while  I 
did  live.  Uncertain  of  the  next  mo- 
ment, the  passing  hour  was  all  to  me. 
What  mattered  it,  since  my  course 
must  cease,  whether  it  ceased  sooner 
or  later ;  provided,  while  it  lasted,  I 
was  in  all  things  content  ?  I  scorned 
the  confined  views  of  men  who,  pos- 
sessing means,  submitted  to  let  "  I 
dare  not"  wait  upon  "  I  would ;"  and 
vowed  when  I  put  myself  at  the  head 
of  my  fortune,  that  no  expenditure  of 
wealth,  no  exposure  of  person,  should 
ever  have  weight  to  disappoint  my  in- 
clination. 

Yet  my  estate  lasted  longer  than, 
tinder  such  a  resolution,  might  be  ex- 
pected. The  rich,  for  the  most  part, 
either  lavish  their  money  without  en- 
joying it,  or,  to  maintain  what  is  call- 
ed a  certain  "  state,"  suffer  depend- 
ants to  lavish  it  for  them.  As  it  hap- 
pened that  I  had  no  wish  for  common- 
place distinctions,  nor  was  very  desi- 
rous of  anything  which  money  alone 
could  buy,  I  escaped  all  those  rapidly 
ruinous  contests  in  which  the  longest 
purse  is  understood  to  carry  the  day. 
I  saw  something  of  the  absurdities  of 
fashion,  but  I  entered  very  little  into 
them.  Curiosity,  want  of  employment, 
and  that  natural  desire  which  even  the 
silliest  man  feels,  to  laugh  at  the  fol- 
lies of  those  about  him,  made  me  as- 
sociate sometimes  with  fine  gentle- 
men ;  but  I  never  became  a  fine  gen- 
tleman myself. 

And  yet  it  was  amusing,  in  the 
way  of  chasse  ennui,  to  glide  along 
with  the  frequenters  of  Bond  Street, 
and  with  the  loungers  at  the  opera ; 
and  to  observe  the  excessive — the  mon- 
strous— self-delusion  of  men,  who  had 
been  born  to  ample  means,  and  were 
not  incumbered  much  with  under- 
standing. Their  talk  was  such  fea- 
ther ;  and  yet,  even  in  what  they  ut- 
tered, they  were  generally  mistaken. 


If  they  were  vicious,  it  was  from 
thoughtlessness;  if  honest,  from  ac- 
cident. Their  conversation  was  so  ea- 
sy, and  yet  (to  themselves)  so  enter- 
taining. The  jest  so  weak  ;  the  laugh 
so  hilarious.  Their  belief,  too,  was  so 
facile, — I  did  envy  them  that  faculty! 
Not  one  of  them  ever  doubted  any- 
thing that  he  was  at  all  interested  in 
crediting.  All  about  them  was  fudge; 
and  yet  they  never  seemed  to  be  aware 
of  it.  Their  Bond-Street  dinners  were 
not  good.  They  would  talk  all  day 
about  the  fancied  merits  of  particular 
dishes;  and  yet  at  night  be  put  off 
with  such  wine  and  cuisine  as  really 
was  sad  stuff,  and  could  not  have 
passed  but  upon  men  of  fashion. 

But  the  most  striking  feature  in 
their  characters  was  their  utter  want 
of  self-respect.  I  have  seen  a  young 
man  literally  begging  for  half-crowns, 
who  but  a  few  months  before  had 
driven  his  curricle,  and  been  distin- 
guished for  his  insolence.  Another 
would  borrow  small  sums,  and  never 
pay  them,  until  not  even  a  servant  was 
left  who  would  lend  him  a  shilling. 
Others  would  endure  to  be  insulted 
by  their  tradesmen  ; — to  be  poisoned 
at  coffee-houses  where  they  could  not 
pay  their  bills  ; — to  truck  and  barter 
their  clothes  and  valuables  for  ready 
money  with  waiters  at  hotels  ; — and 
all  this  to  obtain  supplies  which  in 
reality  they  did  not  want,  and  because 
they  knew  no  mode  of  dissipating 
time,  but  in  dissipating  a  certain  quan- 
tity of  specie. 

These  were  the  people  who  went  to 
fights — to  races  ; — wore  large  hats, 
and  garments  of  peculiar  cut ;  with 
little  of  taste  or  fancy  in  '.heir  devices  ; 
and,  of  true  conception  of  splendour 
or  of  elegance,  none. 

Then  their  hangers  on  were  a  set  of 
men  fit  to  be  classed  per  sc  in  history. 
Fellows  culled  from  all  ranks  and  sta- 
tions, but  all  rascals  alike  ; — their 
avocations  various,  but  all  infamous. 
There  were  among  them  cashiered  of- 
ficers, or  men  who  had  left  the  army 
to  avoid  that  infliction ;  fraudulent 
waiters,  and  markers  from  billiard  ta- 
bles ;  shopkeepers'  sons,  black-leg  at- 
torneys, and  now  and  then  the  broken- 
down  heir  of  a  respectable  name  and 
family. 

I  recollect  one  or  two  of  these  fel- 
lows who  were  characters  for  posteri- 
ty in  their  way.  There  was  one  Mr 
M'Grath  in  particular,  a  native  of  the 
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sister  kingdom,  with  whose  history  in 
full  it  fell  to  my  lot  to  be  acquainted. 
I  traced  him  back  to  his  leaving  Dub- 
lin, where  he  had  acted  as  collecting 
clerk  to  a  distiller  ;  and  from  whence, 
on  account  of  some  trifling  embezzle- 
ments, he  had  come  over  to  England 
with  about  twenty  pounds  in  his  poc- 
ket. This  man  on  his  arrival  had  not 
a  friend  nor  a  connection  to  back  him ; 
his  address  was  bad ;  his  person  not 
prepossessing ;  and  he  had  an  uncon- 
querable aversion  to  anything  like  ho- 
nest labour ;  but  he  began  with  a  lit- 
tle, and,  by  industry,  rose. 

His  first  step  in  London  was  into  a 
second  floor  lodging  in  Jermyn  Street, 
Piccadilly, — for  he  laid  himself  out  as 
an  appendage  to  men  of  fortune  from 
the  beginning.  The  woman  of  the 
house  dwelt  herself  in  a  single  apart- 
ment; waited  upon  her  guests  as  a 
servant;  and  fleeced  them,  because  her 
house  was  "  in  a  situation !" 

This  woman  had  a  hump-backed 
daughter,  who  stood  a  grade  above  her 
mother.  I  saw  her  afterwards  in  a 
workhouse,  to  which  I  went  for  the 
purpose  of  ascertaining  the  truth  of 
MfGrath's  history.  She  did  the  bet- 
ter kind  of  labour,  while  her  mother 
attended  to  the  drudgery :  and,  by 
parsimony,  and  great  exertion,  they  had 
acquired  near  L.2000. 

M'Grath's  second  step  in  life,  ha- 
ving heard  of  the  L.2,000,  was  to  mar- 
ry-his  landlady's  humpbacked  daugh- 
ter ;  and,  with  part  of  the  money,  he 
bought  a  commission  in  the  Guards. 
Here  he  remained  but  a  short  time, 
his  real  character  being  discovered. 
Within  twelve  months  he  deserted  his 
newly  acquired  wife.  The  furniture 
of  the  mother's  house  was  next  seized 
for  his  debts.  The  two  miserable  wo- 
men then  came  for  support  upon  the 
parish  ;  and,  with  the  wreck  of  the 
L.2000,  M'Grath  commenced  gentle- 
man. 

And,  with  the  appointments  of  re- 
spectable station  about  him,  this  fel- 
low had  gone  on  for  more  than  twen- 
ty years  when  by  accident  I  met  with 
him  ; — the  most  handy,  and  univer- 
sally applicable  creature  in  the  world. 
Latterly  he  had  found  it  convenient 
to  call  himself  a  conveyancer ;  and  un- 
took  to  act  as  an  agent  on  all  occa- 
sions. He  was  a  money  lender ; — an 
assistant  in  borrowing  money,  or  in 
investing  it.  He  bought  or  sold  a 
horse ; — could  obtain  patronage  (upon 


413 

a  deposit)  for  a  curacy  or  a  colonel's 
commission.  Then  he  dealt  among 
the  bankrupts ;  could  indorse  a  bill ; 
— get  it  cashed.  He  would  arrange  a 
provision  for  a  distressed  lady  ; — wait 
upon  a  betrayer  at  the  hazard  of  be- 
ing kicked  down  stairs  ; — threaten  law 
proceedings ; — introduce  a  new  face  ; 
— in  short,  wherever  there  was  distress 
and  helplessness,  there,  as  if  by  in- 
stinct, you  were  sure  to  find  MS 
Grath. 

I  met  with  the  gentleman  under 
circumstances  (for  him)  peculiarly  un- 
lucky. He  had  been  settling  with  a 
certain  peer  the  terms  upon  which  he 
was  to  be  freed  from  the  importunity 
of  a  female,  from  whom  importunity 
ought  not  to  have  been  necessary.  I 
chanced,  shortly  afterwards,  to  fall  in 
with  the  lady ;  and  (she  really  had 
been  unfortunate)  to  become  interested 
for  her.  Mf Grath  in  this  case  had 
gone  to  work  with  less  than  his  usual 
prudence.  He  had  received  at  the 
end  of  his  negotiation  L.500  from  the 
nobleman  in  question,  upon  a  written 
promise  that  the  applicant  should 
trouble  him  no  more ;  of  which  L.500 
he  accounted  for  L.200  in  cash,  gi- 
ving his  own  note  to  his  client  as  se- 
curity for  the  rest.  This  was  a  safe 
L.300  gained  ;  but  M 'Grath  was  not 
content.  Distress  within  a  short  time 
obliged  the  same  woman  to  dispose  of 
some  jewels  and  other  personal  pro- 
perty which  she  possessed;  and  this 
property,  with  a  fatuity  apparently 
unaccountable, — even  after  what  had 
happened — she  employed  M 'Grath  to 
find  a  purchaser  for.  The  monstrous 
apparent  folly  of  such  an  act,  made 
me  doubt  the  truth  of  the  whole  story 
when  I  heard  it.  In  heavens  name, 
I  asked,  why  had  she  trusted  such  a 
fellow  as  M'Grath  even  in  the  first 
transaction  ? — "  And  who  but  such  a 
man,"  was  the  answer,  "  would  have 
undertaken  such  an  office  ?" 

M 'Grath,  however,  probably  had 
his  necessities  as  well  as  other  people ; 
for,  on  this  occasion,  he  took  a  mea- 
sure of  very  questionable  safety.  Re- 
lying upon  the  lady's  dread  of  public 
exposure,  he  pawned  the  whole  of  her 
jewels,  and  converted  the  money  to  his 
own  use.  I  caused  him  merely  to  be 
arrested,  although  his  offence  was,  I 
believe,  a  criminal  one ;  and  eventu- 
ally he  was  liberated  from  prison  by 
the  Insolvent  act ;  for  he  had  judged 
rightly  so  far — the  exposure  of  a  pro- 


T/te  Last  Wordt  of  Charles  Edwards,  Esq. 


4U 

sccution  could  not  be  borne ;  but,  by 
ft  singular  coincidence,  I  had  af'ter- 
jvards  to  kick  him  out  of  my  own 
liousc,  on  his  calling  for  the  particu- 
lars (he  did  not  know  upon  whom)  of 
a  next  presentation  to  a  living  adver- 
tised for  sale. 

Women,  however,  of  course,  among 
the  true  spendthrifts  of  my  acquaint- 
ance, were  the  principal  objects  of  dis- 
course and  of  attention.  But  their  ar- 
rangements even  upon  this  point  were 
of  so  odd  a  description,  that  the  ridicu- 
lous overpowers  every  other  feeling 
when  I  think  of  them.  I  forget  the 
man's  name  who  told  a  certain  king 
that  there  was  no  royal  road  to  the 
knowledge  of  mathematics.  I  doubt 
he  would  have  failed  to  impress  my 
acquaintances  with  that  truth.  On  a- 
chete  le  tout,  seemed  to  be  their  con- 
viction. One  loved,  in  order  that  he 
might  be  affirmed  a  person  in  the 
world.  Another,  for  the  fashion  of 
a  particular  lady.  A  third,  because 
a  mistress  was  a  good  point  to  shew 
' '  style"  in.  And  a  fourth,  because  it 
was  necessary  to  have  one.  The  non- 
chalance of  this  last  set  was  the  most 
exquisite  thing  in  nature.  They  af- 
fected (and  I  believe  felt)  a  perfect  in- 
difference towards  their  protegees  ;  in- 
troduced all  their  acquaintance,  with- 
out a  jot  of  jealousy,  at  their  houses  ; 
and  I  saw  a  letter  from  a  peer  to  a 
French  woman,  who  transacted  love 
affairs  for  him,  stating  that  he  meant 
to  form  an  attachment  of  some  dura- 
tion when  he  came  to  town  ;  and  de- 
scribing (as  to  person)  the  sort  of  la- 
dy upon  whom  he  should  wish  to  fix 
his  affections. 

The  nature  of  such  connections  may 
well  be  imagined.  No  regard  was 
ever  dreamed  of  for  the  feelings  of  the 
women ;  the  men  were,  of  course,  ap- 
preciated and  abused.  It  was  a  sacri- 
fice on  both  sides  ;  but  the  sacrifice  of 
the  man  was  merely  a' sacrifice  of  mo- 
ney, of  which  he  did  not  know  the  va- 
lue ;  and  that  sacrifice  neither  obtain- 
£d  nor  deserved  any  gratitude ;  for  the 
same  individual  who  would  ruin  him- 
self in  keeping  a  splendid  etat  for  his 
mistress,  would  lavish  nothing  upon 
her  that  did  not  redound  to  his  own 
"  fashionable"  notoriety. 

For  myself,  if  I  did  not  enter  into 
the  spirit  of  what  was  called  ton,  it 
did  not  arise  from  any  want  of  general 
good  reception.  As  soon  as  it  was  found 
that  I  cured  about  no  coterie,  all  cotc- 


ries  were  open  to  me.  But,  If  it  was 
much  to  be  one  of  the  few,  I  thought 
it  would  be  even  more  to  stand  alone. 
And  therefore,  although  I  kept  fine 
horses,  I  did  not  race  them  to  death. 
I  had" a  handsomely  furnished  house; 
but  I  refused  to  have  a  taste ;  that  is 
to  say,  I  did  not  lie  awake  fourteen 
nights  together,  imagining  a  new  scroll 
pattern  for  the  edge  of  a  sofa ;  nor  de- 
cide, (still  in  doubt,)  after  six  weeks 
perplexity,  which  was  the  properest 
tint  of  two-and-twenty  for  the  lining 
of  a  window-curtain.  In  short,  my 
private  arrangements  were  no  way 
guided  by  ambitious  feeling ;  whether 
I  rode,  drove,  drank,  or  dressed,  I  did 
the  act  merely  because  it  was  an  act 
gratifying  to  myself,  not  because  it 
had  been  done  by  Lord  Such-a-one, 
or  was  to  be  done  by  Mr  So-and-so  ; 
and,  although  my  fortune  wi*s  small, 
compared  witli  the  fortunes  of  some 
of  my  companions,  yet,  as  it  mattered 
not  how  soon  the  whole  was  expend- 
ed, I  generally  seemed,  upon  emer- 
gency, to  be  the  richest  man  of  the 
circle  I  was  moving  in. 

And  a  race  for  some  to  envy  has  my 
career  been  to  this  moment !  If  the 
last  few  months  have  shewn  note  of 
coming  evil,  that  evil  could  not  terrify 
me  when  I  was  prepared  to  elude  it. 
If  I  have  not  enjoyed,  in  the  posses- 
sion of  riches,  that  absolute  convic- 
tion, (my  solace  under  poverty,)  that 
what  tribute  I  did  receive  was  paid 
entirely  to  myself,  yet  the  caution  and 
experience  which  poverty  taught  me 
has  preserved  me  from  gross  and  de- 
grading imposition.  Let  me  keep  up 
my  spirits,  even  with  egotism,  in  a 
moment  like  this !  I  have  not  been 
quite  an  object  to  «ourt  imposition. 
The  same  faculties  and  powers,  which 
availed  me  when  I  was  without  a 
guinea,  continued  at  my  command 
throughout  my  high  fortune.  I  have 
not  been,  as  an  old  man,  wasting.  pror 
perty  which  I  could  not  spend ;  I 
have  not  been  a  wretched  pretender,, 
by  purchase,  to  place  and  to  circum- 
stance, to  which  desert  gave  me  no 
title  ;  I  have  not  been  the  thing  that 
I  am,  to  die,  because  I  will  not  be. 

Gold  is  worth  something,  inasmuch 
as  it  gives  certain  requisites  for  conti- 
nued enjoyment,  which  can  be  ob- 
tained from  no  other  source.  Apart 
from  all  pretension  to  severe  moral 
principle,  I  had  ever  this  feeling,  in 
its  fullest  extent — that  the  man  was 
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thrice  a  villain,  a  wretch  thrice  unfit 
to  live,  who  could  plunge  any  woman 
that  trusted  him  into  poverty,  into 
disgrace.  To  this  principle,  I  would 
admit  rfeither  of  exception  nor  eva- 
sion. I  do  not  say  that  every  man 
can  command  his  passions  ;  but  every 
man  can  meet  the  consequences  of 
them.  Again  and  again,  in  my  days 
of  necessity,  did  I  fly  from  connexions 
which  seemed  to  indicate  such  termi- 
nation. Money,  however,  as  Society 
is  constituted,  can  do  much — my  sub- 
sequent wealth  relieved  me  from  all 
obstacles. 

Yet,  let  me  redeem  myself  in  one 
point — I  shall  not  attempt  it  in  many 
— my  power  was  in  no  instance  (as  I 
believe)  employed  cruelly.  For  my 
fellow  men,  I  had  little  consideration. 
I  knew  them  merciless — I  had  felt 
them  so.  Still,  upon  man,  if  I  recol- 
lect well,  I  never  wantonly  inflicted 
pain  ;  and  in  no  one  instance — as 
I  leaven  shall  judge  me  ! — did  I  ever 
sacrifice  the  feelings  of  a  woman. 

A  portion  of  my  wealth  was  given 
to  relieve  my  father  from  debts  which 
he  had  incurred  in  expectation  of  the 
whole.  Another  portion,  I  trust,  will 
have  placed  in  security  beings  whose 
happiness  and  safety  form  my  latest 
wish  on  earth.  A  third  portion,  and  a 
large  one,  has  been  consumed  in  idle 
dissipation ;  but,  if  I  have  often  thrown 
away  a  hundred  guineas,  I  have^  some- 
times given  away  ten. 

Tire  whole,  however,  at  last,  is  gone. 
Parks,  lordships,  manors,  mansions — 
not  a  property  is  left.  As  my  object 
was  always  rather  pleasure  than  pa- 
rade, this  change  in  my  circumstances 
is  little  known  to  the  world.  I  am 
writing — and  I  shall  die  so — in  elegant 
apartments  ;  with  liveried  servants, 
splendid  furniture — all  the  parapher- 
nalia of  luxury  about  me.  The  whole 
is  disposed  of,  and  the  produce  con- 
sumed. To-morrow  gives  the  new 
owner  possession.  A  hundred  persons 
make  account  to  nod  to  me  to-morrow. 
I  have,  for  to-morrow,  four  invitations 
to  dinner. — I  shall  die  to-night. 

Let  me  not  be  charged  with  flying 
this  world,  because  I  fear  to  meet  the 
loss  of  fortune.  Give  me  back  the 
years  that  I  have  spent ;  and  I  can 
deem  lightly  of  the  money.  But  my 
place — my  station  among  my  fellow 
men? — It  totters;  it  trembles.  Youth, 
hope,  and  confidence — these  are  past ; 
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and  the  treasures  of  the  uufathomcd 
ocean  could  not  buy  them  back. 

Life  of  life — spirit  of  enjoyment— :- 
to  what  has  it  not  fallen  !  Does  it  still 
spring  in  the  heart,  like  the  w'ild 
flower  in  the  field — the  native  produce 
of  a  vigorous  soil,  which  asks  no  til- 
lage, defies  eradication,  and  rears  its 
head  alike  amid  the  zephyr  and  the 
storm  ?  No ;  it  is  this  no  longer.  It 
is  an  exotic  now — a  candle-light  flower 
— the  sensitive  plant  with  the  hue  of 
the  rose;  love  is  its  sunshine — wine 
the  dew  that  cherishes  it ;  it  blossoms 
beneath  the  ray  of  the  evening  star, 
and  blooms  in  the  illuminated  garden 
at  midnight ;  but,  in  the  cool  breeze 
of  morning,  it  droops  and  it  withers  ; 
and  day,  which  brings  life  to  all  else, 
destrbys  it  for  ever. 

Then,  if  I  had  the  Indies  still  in 
my  grasp,  would  I  endure  to  descend 
in  the  scale  of  creation  ?  Would  I  join 
the  class  of  respectable  old  men  ;  and 
sit  spectator  of  a  mellay  which  I  airi 
no  longer  able  to  engage  in  ?  Would 
I  choose  the  more  disgusting  course  of 
some  I  sec  around  me ;  and  let  the 
vices  of  manhood  degenerate  into  the 
weaknesses  of  age  ?  Would  I  struggle 
to  maintain  a  field  in  which  victory  is 
past  my  hope  ;  dispute  a  palm  which, 
of  necessity,  must  be  wrested  from  my 
hand  ?  Would  I  endure  to  have  men, 
whom  I  have  been  accustomed  to  see 
as  children,  pusfy  me  insolently  from 
the  stage  of  life,  and  seize  the  post 
which  I  have  occupied  ? 

.If  I  could  not  bear  this,  still  less 
could  I  endure  the  probable,  the  ine- 
vitable consequences  of  living  to  ex- 
treme old  age.  To  be,  if  not  distaste- 
ful to  my  own  depraved  and  doting 
sense,  conscious  of  being  distasteful 
to  all  the  world  beside  !  To  die  worn 
out  with  pains  and  aches  !  Helpless  in 
body — feebler  still  in  mind  !  The  tot- 
tering victim  of  decrepitude  and  idi- 
otcy,  cowering  from  that  fate  which  by 
no  effort  I  can  avoid  ! 

I  will  not  come  to  this.  I  will  not 
make  a  shirking,  ignominious  end  of 
life,  when  I  have  the  power,  within 
myself,  to  die  as  may  become  a  man. 
To  this  hour  I  have  had  strength  to 
keep  my  station  in  the  world.  In  a 
few  moments  it  would  be  gone — but 
I  shall  go  before  it.  And  what  do  I 
lose  by  thus  grappling  with,  my  fate  ? 
A  few  years  at  most  of  uncertainty  or 
uneasiness..  That  man  may  die  to- 
17 
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morrow,  I  know  afflicts  him  little; 
but  let  him  reflect,  in  his  triumph, 
that  he  must  die  on  the  next  day. 
Let  him  remember,  that  when  he  has 
borne  to  hear  people  inquire  after  his 
health,  listen  to  his  answer  with  im- 
patience, and  go  to  be  happy  out  of 
his  reach — when  he  has  borne  to  close 
the  eyes  of  the  last  friend  of  his  youth, 
to  lose  all  his  old  connexions,  and  to 
find  himself  incapable  of  forming  new 
ones — when  he  has  endured  to  be  a 
solitary,  excommunicated  wretch,  and 
to  read,  in  the  general  eye,  that  he  is 
an  intruder  upon  earth — he  is  still  but 
as  a  ball  to  which  a  certain  impetus  is 
given ;  which,  moving  in  a  fixed  track, 
can  neither  deviate  nor  pause ;  and 
which  has  but  (to  an  inch)  a  marked 
space  to  pass  over,  at  the  end  of  which 
comes  that  fall  from  which  the  world's 
worth  cannot  save  it. 

I  can  write  no  more.  My  hour  is 
fast  approaching.— Now  am  I  greater, 
in  my  own  holding,  than  an  emperor  ! 
He  would  command  the  fate  of  others  ; 
but  I  command  my  own.  This  is,  in 
very  choice,  the  destiny  which  I  would 
embrace.  There  is  something  sublime 
in  thus  looking  in  the  face  of  Death : 
he  sits  over  against  me  as  1  write;  and 
I  view  him  without  terror.  If  I  have 
a  predominant  feeling  at  this  moment, 
it  is  a  feeling  of  curiosity. 
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One  full  glass  more,  and  I  am  pre- 
pared. Wine  is  wanting  only  to  aid 
the  nerve,  not  to  stimulate  the  courage 
or  the  will.  My  pistols  lie  loaded  by 
my  side.  I  will  seal  this  packet,  ne- 
vertheless, with  a  steady  hand ;  and 
you  who  receive  it  shall  bear  witness 
that  I  have  done  so. 

Now,  within  this  half  hour,  I  will 
forget  even  that  care  must  be  the  lot 
of  man.  I  will  revel  for  a  moment 
in  the  influence  of  wine,  and  in  the 
smile  of  beauty — I  will  live,  for  one 
moment  longer,  the  being  I  could  wish 
to  live  for  ever. 

The  clock  strikes  eleven. — Friend, 
whom  I  have  selected  to  receive  my 
parting  words,  I  must  conclude.  I 
shall  send  this  letter  to  you  instantly. 
You  will  receive  it  while  I  still  exist  ; 
and  yet  you  will  be  unable— the  world 
would  be  unable — to  prevent  the  act  I 
meditate.  Do  me  justice — and  fare- 
well !  When  the  chimes  tell  twelve 
to-night,  I  shall  be  uppermost  in  your 
mind.  You  will  wonder — you  will  be 
troubled — you  will  doubt.  And,  when 
you  sit  at  breakfast  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, some  public  newspaper,  recording 
my  death,  will  give  you  perhaps  the 
real  name  of 


TITUS. 


LETTER  FROM  ODoHEUTV. 


DEAR  NORTH, — I  shall  be  obliged  by  your  sinking  scruples,  and  giving  a 
place  in  your  next  Number  to  the  enclosed  paper,  entitled,  "  The  Last  Words 
of  Charles  Edwards,  Esq."  The  production  will  of  itself  sufficiently  explain 
who  the  writer  was.  I  knew  him  in  the  Peninsula  as  a  dashing  fellow ;  and, 
notwithstanding  all  he  says,  he  was  a  great  favourite  with  his  mess.  Bad  as  he 
was,  he  did  not  want  some  good  points :  he  was  not  a  scoundrel  to  the  core. 
He  is  gone  !  May  the  history  of  his  errors  do  good  to  one  young  and  unhardened 
sinner  !  I  think  it  may  well  be  expected  to  do  good  to  hundreds  of  them. 

Some  people  will  say  you  act  wrongly  in  giving  publicity  to  such  a  record. 
Don't  mind  this — it  is  mere  cant.  The  paper  is  a  transcript — I  have  no  doubt 
a  faithful  one,  of  the  feelings  of  a  man  who  had  strong  passions  himself,  who 
understood  human  passion,  who  understood  the  world,  and  who  lived  miserably, 
and  died  most  miserably,  because  he  could  not,  or  would  not,  understand  him- 
self;  and  therefore  derived  no  benefits  from  his  acute  perceptions  as  to  others. 
Is  not  this  a  lesson  ?  I  think  it  is  not  only  a  lesson,  but  a  lesson  of  lessons  ; 
and  I  request  you  to  print  the  thing  as  it  stands. 

I  received  the  paper  from  an  old  friend  of  mine,  who  at  one  time  served  in 
the  same  troop  with  Edwards.  The  packet  was  left  at  his  house  on  Christmas 
night,  1822.  He  was  from  home  at  the  time,  and  did  not  reach  London  until 
a  week  had  elapsed.  The  hand-writing  was  disguised,  but  he  recognized  it 
notwithstanding,-  and  the  newspapers  of  the  day  sufficiently  confirmed  the 
import. — Yours  truly, 

MORGAN  ODoHEKTT. 
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ONE  dreary  evening  on  a  late  con- 
tinental tour,  I  sent  to  the  circulating 
library  of  the  little  town,,  where  I  was 
detained  a  few  days  by  illness,  for 
some  books.  I  received  a  bundle  of 
the  usual  class,  deplorable  translations 
from  English  novels  of  the  last  cen- 
tury, from  the  German  of  Pichler,  and 
Fouquei ;  and  French  fooleries  of  the 
same  tonsure  by  Pigault  le  Brun,  La 
Fontaine,  &c.  &c.  I  of  course  gave  up 
the  idea  of  relieving  the  weariness  of 
a  German  winter's  evening,  by  such 
specifics  for  the  promotion  of  ennui, 
and  was  about  to  fling  them  aside  in 
despair,  when  my  eye  was  caught  by  a 
pair  of  thin  volumes,  on  which,  (from 
the  chief  part  of  their  leaves  being  un- 
cut,) I  fairly  enough  concluded,  that 
few  eyes  of  gentle  or  ungentle  readers 
had  even  deigned  to  look.  It  was  in 
English — a  story  of  Irish  manners,  and 
had  the  singularity  of  having  been 
printed  in  Ireland,  so  late  as  last  year. 

I  dipped  into  it,  and  was  struck  by 
the  simplicity,  purity,  and  occasional 
eloquence  of  its  language.  The  au- 
thor is  altogether  beyond  my  conjec- 
ture ;  but  the  preface,  which  I  can 
scarcely  conceive  to  be  romance,  gives 
the  idea  of  misfortunes,  which  should 
not  be  suffered  to  fall  in  their  heavi- 
ness on  such  a  mind.  The  book  is 
stated  to  have  been  written  in  detach- 
ed parts  for  a  periodical  publication — 
under  great  necessity — and  literally 
within  a  prison.  In  the  writer's  own 
words : — 

"  To  urge  the  mind,  from  which  all  the 
incitements  of  social  intercourse,  all  know- 
ledge of  the  general  face  of  nature,  all  the 
aid  of  books,  and  all  the  hopes  which  give 
lifei  ts Value,  have  been  subtracted,  to  com- 
pose a  work,  which  shall  furnish  new 
sources  of  gratification,  is  somewhat  more 
unreasonable  than  the  Egyptian  command 
to  make  bricks  without  straw  ;  for  the  Is- 
raelites, unfortunate  and  oppressed  as  they 
were,  could  yet  roam  abroad  in  search  of 
materials  for  their  work. 

"  The  writer  of  these  pages  is  confined 
within  four  walls/ 

"  The  work  is  the  product  of  a  mind 
operating  under  every  possible  disadvantage 
and  depression,  and  uncheered  by  a  single 
hope.  The  reluctant  labour  is  offered  to 


the  public,  most  truly  as  the  desponding 
effort  of — An  Unwilling  Author.'1'' 

If  this  language  be  true — (and  its 
truth  may,  of  course,  be  ascertained 
from  its  publisher,)  it  would  be  a 
work  of  honourable  benevolence  to 
seek  out,  and,  in  the  first  instance,  al- 
leviate the  immediate  pressure ;  in  the 
next,  to  encourage  a  inind  of  such  in- 
telligence and  feeling  to  proceed  in  its 
career — to  point  out  a  higher  range  of 
view,  and  to  urge  it,  by  public  notice, 
to  the  cultivation  of  powers  capable  of 
fame.  As  a  man  and  a  Christian,  I 
look  upon  this  as  a  solemn  duty ;  as  a 
lover  of  literature,  I  feel  a  tendency  of 
spirit  towards  every  mind  excited  by 
the  graces  and  delights  of  literature. 
I  instinctively  regard  them  as  forming 
a  class  of  a  superior  order,  a  gentle  and 
lofty  brotherhood,  a  native  nobility  of 
genius,  among  whom,  all  that  was  ge- 
nerous and  pure,  accomplished  and 
splendid,  in  our  nature,  spontaneously 
assumed  its  place  ;  and  from  whose 
spirits,  all  meanness  and  vulgarity  of 
manners,  all  bitterness  and  avarice,  en- 
vy and  uncharitableness,  were  expelled 
without  an  effort,  and  without  a  stain. 
— And  this  is  the  unquestionable  truth. 
The  finer  imaginations  are,  in  the 
great  majority — assurances  of  the  more 
generous  and  kindly  hearts.  Those 
mightier  and  first-rate  intellects,  that 
form  a  race  by  themselves,  and,  like 
the  summit  of  the  Alps,  overtop  the 
world  with  undiminished  superiori- 
ty in  every  age — have,  almost  without 
exception,  been  tender,  pure,  and  full 
of  affection.  If  they  have  undergone 
their  periods  of  sterner  displays,  and 
had,  like  their  mountain  emblems,  the 
tempest  and  the  thunder  round  their 
awful  brows ;  their  habitual  purpose 
has  been  to  pour  down  fertility  and 
refreshing  to  the  borders  of  the  land. 

Something  ought  to  be  done  for  the 
"  Unwilling  Author." 

The  work,  from  its  minuteness  of 
general  observation,  and  close  know- 
ledge of  the  female  heart,  seems  to 
have  been  written  by  a  female.  An 
additional  claim.  But,  whether  or  not, 
it  is  written  with  a  power  which  prac- 
tice and  encouragement  might  raise  to 


*  Tales  by  an  Unwilling  Author.  2  vols.  8vo.  Milliken,  Dublin.   1822. 
VOL.  XIV.  3  G 


The  Unwilling  Author.  £0ct. 

no  trivial  distinction.     It  consists  of     together  simple,  and  such  as  may  have 


two  Tales— the  Agent  and  the  Pavi- 
lion. The  former,  purely  Irish,  detail- 
ing the  rise  of  an  obscure  man  of  pro- 
bity and  intellectual  acquirements  to 
competence  and  respect ; — the  story  of 
Jacob  Corr  might  be  no  useless  ma- 
nual for  many  an  Irish  landlord.  The 
jPa?;//zottisthe  more  attractive  and  pain- 
ful sketch  of  a  first  love,  broken  off  by 
the  death  of  one  of  the  parties,  a  girl 
of  beauty  and  talents.  The  lover  is 
Xaverius  Blake,  a  name  of  weight  in 
the  west  of  Ireland  :  the  lady  is  Clara 
de  Burgh, — both  sufficiently  opulent, 
and  on  the  point  of  marriage,  with  the 
fullest  approbation  of  their  families. 
Some  adventures  and  hair's-breadth 
escapes  diversify  the  narrative,  till, 
within  a  week  of  the  marriage,  Xave- 
rius leaves  Dublin  in  order  to  make 
preparations  for  his  bride.  Clara  is 
struck  with  some  superstitious  pre- 
sentiment of  seeing  him  no  more,  takes 
cold,  and  is  seized  with  a  fatal  illness. 
The  story  is  told  by  a  female  friend. 

"  IVly  sleep  that  night  was  so  disturbed 
by  indistinct  dreams,  that  it  could  not  just- 
ly be  called  rest.  One  moment  I  was  en- 
deavouring to  fly  from  a  furious  herd  of 
cattle,  which  all  my  endeavours  seemed 
only  to  bring  nearer  to  me  ;  the  next,  some 
irresistible  power  was  hurrying  me  down  a 
precipice  towards  a  dark  abyss,  into  which 
I  momentarily  expected  to  be  plunged.  No 
catastrophe  happened  to  rne  from  my  agony 
of  fear  ;  yet  in  a  second  the  floating  vision 
changed,  and  I  found  myself  crushed  un- 
der the  ruins  of  a  fallen  house,  a  heavy 
beam  lying  on  my  breast  and  impeding  re- 
spiration, so  that  I  could  not  speak  in  an- 
swer to  the  friends  who  were  calling  and 
searching  for  me.  Anon,  I  saw  Clara  in 
the  same  situation,  while  I  vainly  endea- 
voured to  move  to  her  assistance.  Again, 
I  saw  Xaverius  tie  her  to  the  tail  of  an 
unbroken  horse,  which  he  held  by  therein, 
and  lashed  into  fury,  while  bursts  of  wild 
and  demoniacal  laughter  declared  the  de- 
light with  which  he  saw  Clara  whirled 
round  the  ring.  I  heard  the  screams  of  the 
victim  ;  and  the  violence  of  the  efforts 
which  I  made  to  arise  to  her  rescue  at 
length  awoke  me,  with  nerves  too  much 
shaken  to  allow  me  to  sleep  again.  I  arose, 
though  it  was  only  just  day.  When  dress- 
ed, I  attempted  to  read,  but  found  it  im- 
possible, or  to  keep  my  thoughts  fixed  to 
the  book.  I  took  out  my  work  to  as  little 
purpose." 

After  this  ominous  agitation,  she 
whiles  away  some  hours  in  recovering 
her  self-possession,  and  then  visits  her 
friend.  The  scene  has  in  it  nothing  of 
singularity  ;  on-  the  contrary,  it  is  al- 


occurred  every  day  at  the  death-bed 
of  an  intelligent  and  sensitive  mind ; 
yet  it  takes  a  strong  hold  on  the  feel- 
ings, and  is  pathetic  to  a  remarkable 
degree. 

«'  With  a  heavy  heart  I  ascended  to  the 
room  of  my  friend.  I  saw  several  of  the 
servants  as  I  passed,  who  noticed  me  only 
with  a  silent  curtsey,  instead  of  the  smiling 
welcome  with  which  I  had  been  invariably 
received.  Their  noiseless  and  ghost-like 
tread  had  something  appalling  in  it,  and  I 
entered  my  poor  Clara's  chamber  with  a 
tenfold  depression  of  spirits.  As  I  opened 
the  door,  she  raised  herself  in  the  bed,  and 
putting  back  the  curtain,  said,  '  Ellen,  how 
I  have  longed  to  see  you  !' 

"  She  seemed  to  speak  with  great  diffi- 
culty ;  and  her  voice  was  so  hoarse,  that  had 
T  not  seen  her,  I  could  never  have  recog- 
nized it  as  hers.  *  *  ' 

"  She  laid  her  head  on  the  pillow  for  a 
moment,  then  turned,  and  exhibited  every 
symptom  of  restlessness  and  fear.  At 
length,  flinging  down  the  clothes,  she 
cried,  '  I  cannot  rest ;  my  poor  mother  ! 

Ellen,  be  a  child  to  her  when  I  am  gone ; 

she  will  grieve  beyond  measure.  I  have 
been  the  sole  source  of  happiness  to  her  ; 
she  had  identified  all  her  thoughts  with 
mine.  What  will  console  her  ?  So  young 
as  I  'am  !  it  is  no  life-wearied  pilgrim, 
prepared  by  infirmity  and  disappointment 
for  the  rest  of  the  grave,  whom  she  resigns, 
but  her  child,  her  only  remaining  child, 
who  has  known  nothing  of  life  but  its  plea- 
sures. Her  child  who  ever  closed  her  eyes 
in  hope,  and  waked  them  to  joy.  IMy  pros- 
pects were  so  bright  !  no  anticipation  of 
evil  for,  or  from  me,  has  taught  her  resig- 
nation to  this  infliction.  In  the  long  vista 
of  years  to  come,  even  the  perspicacious 
eye  of  maternal  anxiety  could  discern 
nought  for  me  but  felicity,  and  usefulness, 
and  peace,  and  honour.  What  will  console 
her  for  this  blight  ?  Oh,  my  mother  !  may 
you  never  know  how  unwilling  I  am  to 
die — But  I  am  so  young,  my  perceptions 
of  happiness  were  the  most  acute,  and  they 
were  all  realized.  But  yesterday  the  hap- 
piest of  the  happy  ;  to-day  a  gasping 
wretch,  struggling  on  the  brink  of  the 
dark  and  terrible  abyss  of  eternity;  to- 
morrow the  pale  cold  image  of  departed 
happiness — a  senseless  clod,  no  longer  the 
source  of  pride,  of  hope,  of  joy,  or  interest, 
to  any  human,  being.  The  creature  so 
beloved  will  be  an  object  of  abhorrence ; 
the  eye,  which  the  mind's  stern  resolve 
shall  compel  to  regard  me,  will  close  in 
involuntary  horror  ;  the  hand  which  shall 
touch  me  will  shudder,  and  the  muscles 
shrink  from  the  abhorred  contact.  Even 
now  my  flesh  creeps,  and  my  imagination 
turns  with  loathing  and  disgust  from  the 
idea  of  what  I  shall  be  then.  All  I  have 
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loved,  all  who  have  loved  me,  will  wish  to 
hide  me  in  the  darksome  grave  ;  there  no 
thought  shall  dare  to  visit  me,  or  picture 
to  itself  that  form  once  gazed  on  with  de- 
light— Ah  !  Ellen,  not  the  world's  wealth 
could  then  bribe  you  to  touch  the  hand  you 
now  so  fondly  caress.' — She  uttered  this 
with  such  a  continuous  glow  of  words,  that 
I  found  it  impossible  to  interrupt  her  ;  yet 
she  must  have  spoken  with  great  effort,  for 
her  voice  was  thick  and  hoarse,  and  its 
sound  scarcely  rising  above  a  whisper.  It 
seemed  more  the  internal  murmuring  of  the 
mind,  than  a  discourse  addressed  to  me.  I 
had  taken  her  hand  as  she  uttered  the  last 
words.  She  turned  her  heavy  and  languid 
eyes  on  me,  and  paused  as  if  she  expected 
an  answer.  4  Oh  !  Clara,  if  you  love  me, 
how  can  you  thus  rive  my  heart  ?  Why 
conjure  up  such  horrible  images  to  harass 
and  incapacitate  me  from  being  of  use  to 
you  ?'  She  seemed  offended,  and  said, 
'  From  my  infancy,  all  my  joys  and  my 
griefs — every  thought  of  my  soul  has  been 
confided  to  you  ;  but  in  death  I  must  learn 
a  new  lesson.'  She  turned  from  me  and 
sighed  heavily." 

The  disease  increases,  and  this  in- 
teresting creature  has  a  stronger  con- 
viction of  the  coming  of  death.  She 
takes  off  her  necklace — her  lover's  pre- 
sent— that  it  may  not  be  plundered  in 
the  tomb.  While  she  is  hoping  that 
her  mother  is  not  acquainted  with  her 
danger, 

"  The  door  was  softly  opened  by  Mrs  de 
Burgh,  who  put  her  head  into  the  room. 
4  I  am  not  sleeping,  mamma ;  but  I  have 
been  just  hoping  you  were.  Did  you  not 
go  to  bed  ?' — <•  I  did  indeed,  my  love.' — 
4  And  did  you  sleep  ?' — '  I  did,  and  had 
pleasant  dreams  of  you.' — '  What  did  you 
dream  ?'  said  she,  languidly,  apparently 
desirous  of  occupying  her  mother's  atten- 
tion with  anything  rather  than  a  scrutiny 
into  her  feelings — '  What  did  you  dream, 
mamma  ?' 

"  4  I  dreamed  that  your  wedding-day 
was  come,  and  that  I  entered  your  cham- 
ber early  in  the  morning,  to  awaken  and 
assist  you  ;  but  I  found  you  risen  and 
dressed  with  the  utmost  elegance  and  splen- 
dour, and  looking  more  Ipvely  than  you 
had  ever  done  before,  even  in  my  partial 
eyes.  Your  father  stood  by  your  side,  in 
appearance  such  as  he  was  when  he  led  me 
to  the  altar,  as  young,  as  blooming,  and 
as  bright  with  happiness.  I  did  not  re- 
ceive him  with  the  joy  due  to  a  long  absent 
friend,  nor  with  surprise  as  one  risen  from 
the  dead  ;  yet  I  had  some  faint  conscious- 
ness of  our  not  having  lately  met,  for  I 
said,  4  You  here  !' — '  Yes,'  he  replied,  4 1 
am  come  for  Clara ;  it  is  time.' 

"  4  Suddenly  we  were  in  church,  I  know 
not  how,  but  I  felt  no  surprise.  There  was 
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a  vast  crowd.  There  was  heavenly  music, 
and  such  a  resplendance  of  light,  that  my 
sight  became  dazzled  and  confused.  I  knew 
that  we  were  at  the  altar,  and  that  some- 
thing was  going  on  ;  but  I  could  see  no- 
thing distinctly.  There  were  bright  forms 
before  me,  which  I  felt  to  be  you,  your  fa- 
ther, and  Xaverius,  but  I  tried  in  vain  to 
look  at  you. 

"  'At  length  I  thought  the  ceremony  was 
finished,  and  that  your  father  had  placed 
you  in  the  bridegroom's  arms.  He  laid  his 
hand  on  me  and  said,  4  This  is  best ;  she 
is  happy  !'  Again  I  tried  to  look  at  you, 
but  again  the  effort  was  in  vain.  I  saw  no- 
thing but  light,  light  so  resplendent  as  to 
compel  me  to  close  my  aching  eyes.  When 
I  opened  them,  the  gay  scene  was  vanish- 
ed ;  the  light,  the  people,  the  music,  were 
gone.  I  was  alone  in  the  church,  without 
light,  yet  experiencing  no  sensation  of  fear 
or  perplexity  in  the  darkness, 

"  '  As  I  approached  the  door,  I  perceived 
Xaverius  seated  in  a  corner  near  it,  meanly 
dressed,  and  tossing  a  gold  ring  up  in  the 
air,  and  again  catching  it.  I  asked  him 
what  he  was  doing  there  ?  4  Waiting,'  he 
replied,  '  to  give  this  to  my  bride  ;  I  be- 
lieve I  must  go  to  look  for  her.'  As  he 
arose  for  the  purpose,  I  was  awakened  by 
Ellis,  who  came  to  tell  me  Mr  Russel  (a 
clergyman)  was  below.' " 

The  struggle  becomes  more  painful, 
hut  the  description  is  still  natural, 
touching,  and  true.  Intervals  of  reli- 
gious despair  and  hope  succeed  each 
other — a  letter  arrives  from  her  lover, 
long  and  full  of  the  detail  of  his  jour- 
ney— its  liveliness  revives  her  to  hopes 
of  life — she  talks  of  seeing  him  again 
— but  the  disease  rapidly  masters  her 
spirits — she  is  dying,  inevitably  dy- 
ing— 

"  I  am  going  fast,  Ellen,  let  the  coffin 
be  ordered.  Xaverius  will  be  here  on  Wed- 
nesday ;  he  will  come  to  claim  his  bride,  his 
Clara ;  let  him  not  find  what  was,  but  is 
not,  Clara.  Hide  me  instantly,  bury  me 
deep,  and  cover  the  grave  with  sods  ;  suf- 
fer me  not  to  become  loathsome  to  his  ima- 
gination ;  still  let  my  image  be  to  him  fair, 
lovely,  and  gracious  ;  let  it  dwell  in  his  re- 
collection, like  the  sweet  visions  of  youth- 
ful joy, — sad  only  because  they  will  be  seen 
no  more.  He  will  return  on  Wednesday ; 
light  will  be  his  bounding  step  along  the 
hall ;  quickly  will  he  ascend  the  stairs,  and 
reach  the  sitting-room  of  his  Clara — but 
Clara  is  not  there.  He  will  there  find  only 
her  bereaved  and  childless  mother,  in  her 
loneliness,  her  mourning,  and  her  despair. 
Yes,  there  he  will  also  find  thee,  Ellen ; 
yet,  sweetest  friend,  comfort  him  not  too 
soon. — Ah  !  let  him  feel,  let  him  mourn 
my  loss.  Deny  me  not  a  few  tears  from 
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him,  whose  image  intercepts  my  view  of 
heaven.  Suffer  him  not  to  forget  me,  El- 
len. When  his  courted  mistress — his  bride 
his  wife — the  mother  of  his  children- 
still,  still,  my  Ellen,  speak  to  him  of  his 
lost  Clara." 

Painful  as  the  subject  is,  the  charac- 
teristics of  dissolution  are  among  the 
most  interesting  of  all  speculations — 
and  the  writer  seems  to  have  survey- 
ed them  -with  a  singular  fidelity — yet 
without  the  harshness  of  a  mere  scien- 
tific inquiry.  The  description  is  at 
once  vivid  and  delicate,  powerful  and 
pathetic.  The  last  hour  comes — 

<c  She  gave  me  the  miniature  of  Xaverius. 

"  '  Ellen,  take  this  now,  you  will  not  like 
to  take  it  from  the  corpse.  Take  it,  I  say  ; 
when  he  marries,  claim  mine  from  him  ; 
you  will  love  it  still.  Ellen,  give  me  pa- 
per ;  I  would  write  to  Xaverius.' 

"  I  thought  it  impossible,  but  I  brought 
the  writing  materials.  Her  fingers  trem- 
bled, and  her  hand  wandered  over  the  pa- 
per, either  as  if  she  could  not  guide  her 
fingers,  or  keep  the  paper  in  her  sight. 

" '  I  cannot  write. — Where  is  my  mo- 
ther ? — let  her  be  called  ;  it  is  useless  to 
deceive  her  longer  :  I  am  just  going.' 

"  Poor  Mrs  De  Burgh,  who  had  long 
been  in  the  room,  now  came  forward. 

"  *  Your  blessing  and  your  pardon,  my 
mother  !  your  last  blessing  on  your  child.' 

"  <-  My  blessing,  and  the  blessing  of  our 
Father  in  Heaven,  be  upon  my  child  ;  my 
pardon  you  cannot  want,  for  when  have 
you  erred  ?' 

"  '  You  have,  my  mother,  a  daughter  in 
Ellen.  Tell  Xaverius — Oh  !  my  life  is  go- 
ing—Where is  Ellen  ?' 

"  «  Here,  my  Clara.' 

"  '  Is  it  very  dark  ?' 

"  «  It  is  dark — the  candle  is  shaded.' 

"  She  sat  up  in  the  bed. 

*< «  It  is  not  that ;  it  is  I  that  am  dark. 
Life  is  leaving  me.' 

"  Soon  after  she  said, — «  My  hands  are 
stiffening.' 

"  I  chafed  them — they  were  cold,  but 
this  brought  back  their  warmth.  She  ob- 
served, that  it  was  pleasant.  She  again 
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said,  in  a  hurried  tone  of  alarm,  and  cast- 
ing an  imploring  look  of  anguish  at  me,— • 
'  I  am  dying — Oh  !  oh  !  Ellen,  what  shall 
I  do?' 

"  *  Pray  to  God,  my  Clara.' 

" '  Do  you  :  my  heart  prays,  but  I  have 
no  words.  Oh  !  it  is  dark,  so  dark  I  can 
scarcely  see  you.' 

"  She  approached  nearer  to  me,  and  put 
her  arm  over  my  neck. 

" '  Now  I  cannot  see  at  all,'  speaking 
quick  ;  *  my  life  is  gone — I  am  going.' 

"  *  To  Heaven,  Clara.' 

" '  Yes,  to  Heaven,'  she  said,  loosed 
her  arm  from  my  neck,  placed  her  head 
on  the  pillow,  and  died." 

Xaverius  returns — is  thrown  into 
an  agony  of  grief,  which  is  followed 
hy  long  despondency,  and,  in  about  a 
year — I  grieve  to  say  it,  for  the  honour 
of  our  constancy — by  marriage.  But 
whether  from  lingering  regret,  or  ha- 
bitual fickleness  of  purpose,  he  suffers 
his  estate  and  the  world  to  glide  from 
him,  sinks  into  confined  circumstan- 
ces, and  is  presented  in  the  beginning 
of  the  volume,  yet  the  close  of  the  sto- 
ry, as  having  lost  all  the  vigorous  and 
manly  beauty  of  his  early  miniature. 

It  would  be  idle  to  speak  of  this  story, 
or  of  the  writer,  as  perfect.  The  work 
has  obvious  deficiencies :  its  simplicity 
is  sometimes  too  simple,  its  language  is 
often  negligent,  and  its  humour  always 
unlucky.  The  author  seems  to  have 
no  talent  for  the  ingenious  drollery 
which  is  so  great  a  favourite  in  Ire- 
land. Pathos,  and  sweetness  of  de- 
scription, the  mastery  of  the  human 
heart,,  are  higher  attributes ;  and  those 
.are  in  the  mind  that  produced  this 
unostentatious  and  dejected  labour. 
I  have  selected  only  passages  of  this 
character;  but  the  description  of  a 
painting  of  Lazarus  and  Dives,  in  the 
house  of  Jacob  Corr,  might  justify  the 
praise  of  rich  conception,  and  power- 
ful and  picturesque  eloquence.  The 
author  should  write  again. 
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NOTICES  OF  MODERN  BRITISH  DRAMATISTS. 

No.  I.     Tennant. 

CARDINAL  BEATON.* 


IT  is  the  fashion,  the  cant,  over 
Scotland  now,  to  speak  and  scribble 
with  much  vehemence  and  pomposity 
about  the  Covenanters.  They,  and  all 
in  any  way  connected  with  them,  be- 
fore or  after  the  Religious  Persecution, 
are  represented  as  pure,  spotless,  high- 
souled,  heavenly-minded  men  ;  while 
no  picture  is  dark  and  devilish  enough 
for  their  adversaries,  who  are  perpe- 
tually painted  with  the  spirit,  and  al- 
most the  forms  and  lineaments,  of  de- 
mons. The  "  Tales  of  my  Landlord" 
are  said  to  be  a  series  of  libels  on  those 
men,  to  whom  we  owe  our  civil  and  re- 
ligious liberty ;  and  nothing  can  ex- 
ceed the  bitterness  of  reprobation  with 
which  they  are  spoken  of  by  those 
persons,  whose  veneration  of  the  saints 
martyred  of  old,  is  somewhat  singu- 
larly found  united  either  with  an  indif- 
ference to  the  piety  of  holy  men  in  the 
present  day,  or  with  scepticism  and  in- 
fidelity. This  cannot  but  excite  doubts 
of  their  sincerity ;  for  it  seems  impos- 
sible for  the  same  persons,  with  heart 
and  soul,  to  venerate  the  religious 
martyrs,  perishing  in  the  fire  to  pre- 
serve the  Word  of  God,  and  to  admire, 
as  the  best  and  foremost  men  in  mo- 
dern times,  those  who  have  striven  by 
all  the  means  in  their  power  to  de- 
stroy the  Bible,  by  denying  its  inspi- 
ration, and  to  strike  at  the  root  of  the 
Christian  faith.  No  doubt,  it  would 
not  be  difficult  to  shew  how  all  this 
happens;  political  feeling  is  at  the 
bottom  of  the  whole ;  and  too  many  of 
"  the  fond  admirers  of  devoted  worth," 
would  be  thought  to  kindle  into  noble 
rage  over  the  sufferings  of  the  saints, 
while,  in  good  truth,  they  are  feeding 
their  hearts  with  anger  and  malignity 
towards  their  political  opponents,  to 
whom  the  memory  of  all  such  martyrs 
must  be  dearer  far,  just  as  the  faith  is 
more  dearly  prized  for  which  they 
burned  or  bled. 

But  without  saying  one  word  more  on 
this  point,  (and  we  do  not  expect  that 
all  our  friends  will  agree  with  us  in 
these'sentiments,)  we  may  observe,  that 
the  great  charge  against  those  immor- 


tal Tales  is,  that  they  give  a  degrading 
character  of  the  Covenanters.  Do  they 
indeed  ?  Power,  vigour,  energy,  pas- 
sion, and  imagination,  are  all  made  at- 
tributes of  that  character ;  the  writer 
wishes  to  raise  terror  rather  than  pity  ; 
or,  if  we  weep,  that  they  shall  be  tears 
of  blood.  A  stern  pathos  is  over  all  the 
history  of  that  troublous  time  ;  for 
persecution  drove  grief  into  guilt,  and 
remorse  groaned  over  the  crime  that 
yet  rid  the  land  of  an  oppressor.  The 
souls  of  the  righteous  were  stained  as 
they  became  shedders  of  blood;  and 
the  bigot  of  intolerant  religion,  and 
the  tool  of  arbitrary  power,  although 
baser,  were  not  more  cruel  than  the 
prey  they  hunted  in  the  moors  and  on 
the  mountains.  It  required  a  power- 
ful and  fearless  genius  to  meddle  with 
those  men  of  iron,  to  shew  them  as 
they  were,  Bible-bosomed  murderers 
on  the  high-way ;  yet  worshipping 
God,  if  ever  men  did,  in  fervour  and 
in  truth,  among  sullen  mosses  and  so- 
litary mists.  Tenderness  might  be  in 
their  hearts,  for  they  had  wives  and  chil- 
dren whom  they  had  loved  in  the  days 
of  peace.  But  of  all  tender  thoughts, 
it  might  then  be  said,  "  O  that  they 
had  the  wings  of  doves,  that  they  might 
flee  away  and  be  at  rest !"  Strength 
sufficient  for  those  evil  days  lay  in 
another  region  of  the  soul — in  the  re- 
gion of  its  power.  And  who  ever  rose 
from  the  perusal  of  those  Tales  with- 
out feeling  his  spirit  dilated  and  ex- 
panded into  a  strong  dark  sympathy 
with  the  character  of  these  stern  "fore- 
fathers of  the  hamlet  ?"  Not  the  less 
do  we  hold  sacred  the  cause  in  which 
they  slew,  or  were  slain,  because  we 
see  that  they  too  were  men  of  sin ;  we 
think  of  them  with  more  awful  reve- 
rence, because  the  frailty  of  our  fallen 
nature  was  visible  upon  them,  even 
when  willing  to  go  to  God  through  the 
flames;  and  we  loath  with  a  more  heart- 
sick loathing  all  tyranny,  and  cruelty, 
and  oppression,  as  we  see  them  gene- 
rating evil  in  their  victims,  when  it 
appears  almost  to  be  impossible  to  shed 
the  blood  of  the  wicked  without  some 
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"  damned  spot"  on  our  own  souls,  or 
to  approach,  without  something  like 
presumptuous  freedom  with  God,  those 
altars  of  religion  before  which  we  have 
stood  in  conflict  with  man. 

Now,  if  there  be  any  truth  in  our 
observations,  it  is  not  likely  that 
those  authors  will  meet  with  more 
than  a  temporary  success,  (if,  indeed, 
they  meet  even  with  that,)  who  en- 
deavour to  write,  as  it  were,  in  op- 
position to  the  UNKNOWN,  and  to 
paint  anew  the  character  of  the  old 
Covenanters.  For  it  will  be  found 
that  their  portraits  are  not  only  less 
impressive  than  the  others,  but  also 
not  so  true  to  history,  and  not  so  ac- 
cordant with  our  knowledge  of  human 
nature  at  large.  We  lay  down  Ringan 
Gilhaize,  with  all  its  manifest  and 
manifold  merits,  and  take  up  the  ma- 
gical volumes  again,  convinced  more 
than  ever,  that  such  were  the  living 
men,  and  that  such  only  could  they 
be ;  allowing,  at  the  same  time,  that 
the  Unknown  has  his  prejudices  and 
his  peculiarities,  as  well  as  his  neigh- 
bours, and  is  no  more  exempt  than 
ordinary  people,  from  sins  that  easily 
beset  him,  although  their  indulgence, 
it  must  be  allowed,  has  worked  no 
deadly  effect  on  his  noble  and  potent 
spirit. 

Perhaps  Mr  Tennant  (in  our  opi- 
nion) is  somewhat  in  the  same  pre- 
dicament with  Mr  Gait.  But  as  this 
is  the  first  time  we  have  had  the  plea- 
sure of  introducing  any  work  of  his  to 
our  readers,  we  shall  not  occupy  with 
discussion  or  disquisition  the  space 
which  will  be  much  better  filled  with 
his  poetry. 

The  subject  of  the  drama  is  a  con- 
spiracy— and  we  are  partial  to  conspi- 
racies. They  cannot  but  be  interest- 
ing— and  every  human  being,  however 
odious,  becomes  an  object  almost  of 
compassion,  when  we  know  that  he  is 
about  to  be  murdered.  Yet,  in  spite 
of  a  conspiracy,  it  must  be  confessed, 
that  this  drama  moves  rather  heavily; 
and  it  is  not  possible  to  pay  a  gentle- 
man a  worse  compliment,  than  to  fall 
asleep  while  he  is  informing  you  that 
he  has  laid  a  plan  to  murder  a  Cardi- 
nal, or  even  a  Bishop.  The  first  and 
second  acts,  which  rather  flag,  and,  al- 
though classically,  are  not  spiritedly 
written,  are  occupied  in  various  collo- 
quies between  the  Cardinal  and  his 
creatures,  and  also  between  different 
Scottish  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  the 
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object  of  which  is  to  acquaint  us  with 
the  enormities  of  Beaton,  and  the  mi- 
serable evils  they  are  bringing  upon 
Scotland.  We  quote  the  whole  of  the 
last  scene  of  the  second  act,  which  ex- 
hibits Mr  Tennant's  powers  in  a  high- 
ly favourable  light,  and  is  certainly, 
although  a  little  languid,  very  beau- 
tiful. Beatrice  is  the  daughter  of  a 
sea-captain  confined  in  a  dungeon  by 
the  Cardinal,  and  has  had  her  virtue 
basely  assaulted  by  him  on  visiting 
the  palace  to  pray  her  father's  release. 

SCENE  IV — A  Garden  near  the  Cathedral. 

Enter  BEATRICE  STIIAXG. 
I've  seen  my  mother  to  her  couch  to  rest, 
And  I  have  said  my  evening  prayers  with 

her; 

And  now  I  seek  this  flowery  solitude, 
To  entertain  my  desolated  mind 
With  moonlight,  and  the  garden's  silent 

scenes. 

How  beautiful,  above  the  sea,  the  moon 
Has  lighted  up  her  sky-adorning  torch, 
Dimming  th'  abashed  stars,  and  paving  all 
The  bay's  expansion,  as  with  twinkling 

sheets 

Of  silver  fluent  on  the  fluttering  wave  ! 
Nearer,  the  hillocks,  valleys,  rocks,  and 

shores, 
Flame  out  in  night's  best  glory  ;  and  the 

spires 

And  copper-garnish'd  roofs  and  pinnacles 
Of  yon  Cathedral,  gleam  and  tower  on  high, 
As  if  exulting  to  give  back  the  moon 
Her  image,  and  requite  her  with  a  sight 
Of  her  own  glory  flung  amended  back 
By  roofs  the  brightest  that  she  sees  on  earth. 
The  garden,  too,  is  proud,  and  plumes  her- 
self 

On  her  fair  early  flowers,  which  she  expands 
Full  to  the  moon,  as  bragging  how  her 

brother 
Has  busk'd  her  out,  though  she  regrets 

not  now 

His  absence  in  his  sister's  sweeter  beams. 
Welcome,  sweet  light,  and  with  thee  wel- 
come too 

Thoughts  of  divinely-soothing  melancholy, 
That  slide,  as  if  by  stealth,  into  the  soul, 
And  fill  it  with  a  stillness  calm  as  thine ! 
The  day,  with  all  its  flashy  glaring  light, 
Its  brawl  of  bus'ness.  shouts,  and  din  of 

wheels, 

Is  well  away  and  buried  in  the  sea. 
To  me,  and  to  the  sorrowful  of  heart, 
And  to  the  pious  saint,  and  to  the  lover, 
This  lonely  hour  comes  on  more  peace- 
giving, 

And  more  accordant  to  their  museful  mood; 
For  I  have  been  in  sorrow  all  the  day, 
And  having  wiped  my  tears,  now  forth  repair 
To  feed  with  thoughts  my  meditative  heart. 
Haply  he  too,  to  whom  my  heart  is  vow'd, 
As  late  he  promised,  will  appear  to  bless 
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My  solitude  with  his  rejoicing  presence. 
He  knows  the  house  where  I  am  sojourner  ; 
This  is  th'  appointed  place,  and  this  the 

hour 

He  for  the  golden  interview  assign'd. 
SEAT  ON,  (appearing  through  the  bushes.) 
'Tis  she  herself — I  see  the  moonlight  lie 
Asleep  upon  her  neck  and  on  her  bosom, 
As  fain  to  find  such  precious  resting-place  ; 
Diana  is  not  jealous  of  her  beauty, 
Only  because  she's  like  herself  so  chaste  ; 
And  therefore  does  the  comely  Queen  of 

Night, 

As  if  right  merry  to  behold  in  her 
A  maiden  so  completely  her  compeer, 
Concentre  all  her  yellow  streaming  beams 
To  gild  my  love  more  ravishingly  fair ! — 
[To  BEATRICE. 
Heaven's  richest  happiness  be  with  thee, 

sweet, 

And  every  joy  which  thy  perfection  merits  I 
O  let  me  press  to  this  unworthy  bosom 
A  beauty  and  a  worth  so  excellent, 
It  is  my  ardour  only  merits  it ! 

Beat.  O,  thou  art  come,  my  love,   in 

needful  time, 

To  gladden  me  amid  the  household  griefs 
That  Heaven  hath  sent  to  purify  our  hearts : 
How  strange  to  meet  here  in  a  place  so 

strange, 

In  such  an  hour,  and  plight  so  sorrowful ! 
How  diff'rent,  when  we  took  our  evening 

walks 

By  the  moon's  light  upon  the  lofty  shore, 
Whence  we  o'erlook'd  the  rolling  ocean 

from 

The  sea-marge  to  the  fiery-beacon'd  May  ! 
Then  how  light-hearted  in  our  happiness  ! 
How  little  boded  we  our  present  cares  ! 
Yet  there  are  yet,  I  hope,  good  things  for 

us; 
He  who  commands  this  stillness,  and  o'er- 

spreads 
Heaven's  changeful  face  with  such  a  robe 

of  light, 
Will  yet  o'erspread  our  count'nances  with 

j°y- 

Scat.  Oh,  fair  !  thou  canst  not  be  where 

joy  is  not ! — 

Methinks  thy  person  is  enshrined  within 
An  unseen  heav'nly  tabernacle  of  joy  ; 
And  Ltve  and  Honour  are  the  cherubim 
That  hover   o'er  thee   with   their  golden 

wings. 

Where  goodness  is,  there  must  be  happi- 
ness; 

Sorrow  may  fly  across  it  as  a  bird  ; 
But  in  the  virtuous  bosom,  as  its  nest, 
Peace  as  the  halcyon  builds,  as  did  the 

swallow 
Within  God's  altar  at  Jerusalem. 

Beat.  Yea,  Peace  must  be  where  Pa- 
tience is ;  and  I 

Can  keep  my  spirit  patient  and  submiss, 
When  God,  who  gives  the  grief,  requires 

submission, 
As  sign  of  acquiescence  in  his  will ; 


That 


I  can  do,  and  Heaven  requires  no 
more. 
But  joy's  rich  cup,  though  tender'd  to  my 

lips, 

I  cannot,  may  not  taste,  but  pass  it  by  ; 
Deferring  till  a  father's  doom  be  clear'd 
From  doubt  and  danger,  which  surround  it 

now, 

The  darker  from  to-day's  occurrences. 
Seat.  What  has  to-day  begot  of  darker 

doubt, 

To  add  to  yesterday's  as  striking  perils  ? 
He,  whose  stem  gripe  commands  thy  fa- 
ther's life, 
Is  cruel,  cruel,  every  day  alike. 

Beat.  His  cruelty  is  madden'd  now  by 

spite, 

And  indignation  of  imagined  wrong. 
Seat.  What  means  my  fair  by  these  un- 
certain words  ? 
Beat.  Oh,  Seaton  !  I  to-day  have  dared 

a  deed 

Above  the  venture  of  a  timid  maid : 
Into  thy  heart  I  will  confide  it  all — 
Him,  the  proud  master  of  yon  citadel, 
The  tyrant  of  our  shire,  and  of  the  land, 
Whose  arbitrary  gripe  of  iron  seized 
And  dragg'd  my  father  to  his  house  of 

gloom, 

Him  have  I  pray'd,  and  on  my  knees  be- 
sought, 

Reck'ning  too  strongly  on  the  fervency 
Of  a  fond  daughter's  suit,  to  liberate 
His  innocent  and  pining  prisoner. 
That  prayer  refused  as  bold,  I  did  beseech 
A  little  boon— leave  to  revisit  oft 
And  cherish  him  with  tender  offices. 
Alas,  a  fruitless  suit !  I  might  as  well 
Beseech  the  blast  to  blow  not,  and  to  spare 
The  wrecking  ship  it  drives  upon  the  shore. 
Nay,  his  chid  spirit,  roused  and  mortified 
By  my  contemning  his  opprobrious  proffers. 
Burns  now  with  hotter  irritation,  which 
May  fall  too  fatal  on  a  father's  head. 
Scat.  Oh,  hideous  heart  of  cruelty  and 

wrong ! 

Oh,  fiend  !  too  worthy  of  thy  hate  and  mine  ! 
Though  well  to  thee  I  could  have  prophesied 
That  idle  supplication's  evil  issue. — 
He  is  incensed,  not  only  that  thy  father 
Has  foster'd  what  is  misnamed  heresy, 
Incurring  thence  an  honourable  blot ; 
But  that  Balcaskie's  house  of  Strang,  whose 

name 

You  share,  with  distant  consanguinity, 
Exerts,  with  all  the  neighb'ring  families, 
A  bold  hostility  against  his  power. 
Thence,  as  if  conscious  of  conspiracy, 
He  shuts  himself  in  stern  relentlessness  : 
But  long  he  cannot  rule.     Already  he 
O'erplays  the  tyrant,  to  his  own  destruction; 
Which  hovers  now,  suspended  o'er  his  head 
By  a  thin  hair,  like  Damocles's  sword. 
Some  plot  is  sprouting,  and  will  ripen  soon  : 
Events  must  burst ;  and  fate  can't  labour 

long 
Against  the  pressure  of  necessity. 
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Heat.  Yet,  Seaton,  if  this  man  upon  him- 

self 

Compels  destruction  from  the  hands  of  foes, 
I  cannot  bear  that  thou  shouldst  be  involved 
In  being  party  to  the  fate  of  him, 
Whom  thou  had'st  reason,  for  thy  damsel's 

sake, 
To  call  and  deem  a  cruel  enemy. 

Seat.  My  fair  one  !  I  revere  thee  for 

that  word : 

Though  not  the  less  for  thee,  and  for  my- 
self, 

And  for  my  country,  I  might  well  be  clear'd, 
In  aiding  that  the  murderer  may  perish, 
Who  seeks  to  rid  the  world  of  honest  men — 
You  see  how  he  has  summon'd  to  this  city 
His  crowd  of  minion  priests,  that  swarming 

come 

To  cause  to-morrow  perish  at  the  stake 
A  saint,  whose  vestments  are  of  holiness. 
And  he  has  other  deaths  more  manifold 
On  hand,  comprizing  all  the  flower  of  Fife. 
These  slaughters  can  be  only  obviated, 
By  crushing  the  contriver's  cursed  head  : 
His  own  devices  must  entangle  him  ; 
His  pit,  for  others  dug,  must  swallow  him  ! 
Beat.  I  see  the  meaning,  then,  of  all  this 

stir 

And  flocking  thither  of  the  laity  ; 
Their  broils  and  bickerings  with  priestly 

men  ; 
Their  scoffs  at  girdled  friars  and  mitres 

passing ; 
Their  mutterings  and  whispers  where  they 

stand 

In  lonely  lanes,  and  corners  of  the  streets, 
Group'd  into    gloomy   knots,    discussing 

something 

Mysterious,  and  of  terrible  import. 
Even  now,  we  hear  at  times  the  distant 

sound, 

As  of  th'  explosion  of  confined  wrath  ; 
Shouts,  as  of  furious  quarrellers;  and  cries, 
As  of  fierce  men  infuriated  with  wine, 
Assaulting,  or  assaulted  in  the  streets. 
Such  signs,  I  doubt,  betoken  some  black 

storm 

About  to  agitate  this  fated  town. 
Yet  those  have  nought  to  fear,  whom  love 

and  peace 

Unite  and  harmonize  in  holy  joy. 
As  the  moon  rides  serene,  regarding  not 
Earth's  petty  noises,  far  beneath  her  orb  ; 
E'en  so,  may  both  our  happy  hearts,  su- 
blimed 

Into  the  orbit  of  celestial  peace, 
Look  down  unharm'd,  exulting  from  their 

height, 

On  the  black  storm  of  passion  as  it  breaks, 
Wrecking  the  lives  of  miserable  men  ! 
Scat.  Thy  words,  my  love,  are  all  of  hea- 
venly charm, 

And  too  divine  for  earthly-minded  men, 
Who  borrow  from  the  very  dregs  they're 

made  of 

Inevitable  dressiness  of  soul. 
But  see,  the  moon  seems  now  high-pitch'd 
above 
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The  glitt'ring-roof 'd  cathedral's  midmost 
spire, 

Flinging  its  long  sharp  shadow  at  our  feet, 

Reminding  us  of  midnight,  and  the  hour 

At  which  even  those  who  love  like  unto  us 

Must — 'tis  a  word  I  scarce  can  speak — 
Beat.  Must  part. 

We  have  too  long  made  solemn  night,  with 
all 

Her  serious  starry  daughters  of  the  sky, 

A  witness  of  our  idle  colloquy. 

And  yet  I  cannot  err  while  talking  with 
thee; 

And  yet Good  night ! — that  word  must 

come  at  last, 

Though  long  it  loiters  on  a  lover's  lips. 
Seat.  Good  night,  my  love  !  Good  an- 
gels guard  you  well ! 
Beat.  Adieu,  my  boy  !  sweet  sleep  be- 
dew your  pillow  ! 

And  Heaven  awake  us  to  sweet  peace  to- 
morrow !  [Exeunt  severally. 

The  conspirators  are  long  baffled  in 
their  designs  against  Beaton's  life;  and 
Wishart,  whom  they  had  hoped  to 
save,  is  martyred.  The  description  of 
the  martyrdom  is  good. 

Carmichacl.  No  sooner  had  th'  appoint- 
ed moment  come, 
When  from  the  Castle's  gate  the  gentle 

saint 
Appear'd,  all  radiant  with  sweet  smiles  of 

fry? 

Amid  a  threat'ning  multitude  of  spears  : 
His  hands  were  shackled,  yet  his  lips  were 

free 

To  utter  blessings  on  the  guards  about  him : 
Their  ruffian  faces,  as  they  heard  his  words, 
Stream'd  down  a  river  of  unwonted  tears, 
Beseeching  pardon,  they  were  thus  enforced 
To  do  their  office  so  unmercifully. 
Two  beggars  stood  by  the  wayside,  and 

craved 

An  alms  ;  /  have  no  hands  to-day,  he  said, 
To  give  an  alms,  ~but  God  will  give  his 

blessing'. 

Thus  onward  all  the  way,  serene  as  if 
He  was  to  mount  the  pulpit,  not  the  scaf- 
fold, 

Till  he  arrived  at  the  prepared  place  : 
And  then  he  kiss'd  his  executioner, 
Who  blubber'd  sorrow,  as  he  chain'd  him  to 
The  stake,  and  lighted  the  first  faggot  up  ; 
A\rliich  when  the  crowd  saw  flaming,  all 

its  mass, 

Out  from  the  nearest  to  th'  extremest  circle, 
'Gan  heave  throughout  with  surly  agita- 
tion, 

Like  ocean  by  a  sudden  whirlwind  whipt : 
Then  shouts  of '  shame,'  and  cries  of '  mur- 
der,' rose ; 

Then  had  they  forward  press'd,  and  tram- 
pled out 
At  once  both  headsman's  life  and  faggot's 

fire, 

But  that  they  saw,  high  on  the  Castle's 
walls, 
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The  cannon  iers  a-tiptoe,  with  their  reeds 
Just  hov'ring  for  th'  explosion,  and  the 

mouths 

Metallic,  that  were  glutted  rich  with  death, 
Frowning  upon  them,  ready  at  one  volley 
To  sweep  th'  encumber'd  street  from  end 

to  end. 

Meantime  the  heavens  had  pall'd  them- 
selves all  round 

In  mourning  of  funereal  thunder-clouds ; 
And,  just  as  that  first  faggot  was  lit  up, 
Wept  such  a  show'r  of  heavy  drops,  as  soon 
Quench'd   into  blackness   the   obnoxious 

flame. 

Thrice  was  it  fired  by  man,  and  thrice  again 
Heaven's  rain  descended  to  extinguish  it ; 
Till,  at  the  last,  man's  stubborn  hate  pre- 
vail'd: 
At  which  the  thunder  niutter'd  down  to 

earth 

His  indignation,  and  the  eastern  sky 
Let  loose  a  blast  upon  the  town,  that  shook 
Men-cover'd  steeples,  walls,  and  tottering 

roofs, 

Whereby  all  hearts  were  terrified,  lest  God 

Was  loosening  the  foundations  of  the  world. 

Norman.  And  what  were  Beaton  and 

his  pack  about, 

Amid  this  elemental  hurly-burly  ? 
Stood  he  beside  the  pile  to  ply  the  bellows  ? 
Or  sat  he  in  his  painted  room  at  ease, 
Playing  at  cards,  and  cheating  Paisley's 

Abbot  ? 
Carm.  I  saw  the  villain — he  was  thrust 

upon 

Mine  and  the  people's  eyes  obtrusively  ; 
I  watch'd  his  looks,  his  gestures,  as  he  lay 
Prank'd  in  his  Romish  ceremonial  robes, 
On  tufts  of  purple,  o'er  his  western  window, 
Marking  with  hellish  curiosity 
The  progress  of  the  saint -devouring  flame ; 
I  saw  him  and  his  prelates  laughing  loud, 
And  wagging  to  each  other,  where  they  lay, 
(O  monstrous  !)  nods  of  execrable  triumph, 
As  round  the  suff'rer,  waving  red  and  high, 
The  flames  reluctantly  came  narrowing, 
And  closed  him  in  at  last  amid  those  spires, 
Whence  his  just  spirit  bounding  sprung  to 

heaven  ! 

Nor.  Abominable  outrage  !  tell  it  not 
Again,  Carmichael,  in  fair  Scottish  ground ; 
Lest  stones  and  turf  should  rise  up  in  our 

faces, 

And  brand  us  publicly  with  cowardice  ;— 
Nay,  tell  it  everywhere — sound  it  about 
From  tops  of  hills,  from  parish-churches' 

spires, 

At  borough-crosses,  ferries,  and  fire-sides, 
That  men  may  rise  in  mass  exasperated, 
And  rush  into  our  county,  rating  us, 
Crying,  Lives  there  a  Sheriff  in  this  shire, 
That  like  a  stream  injustice  so  runs  down  ? 
Or  are  there  men,  or  are  there  milksops  in 

it?— 

Ay,  there's  a  Sheriff,  'twill  be  said,  but  he 
Wears  breeches  only,  not  the  sword  of 

justice ; 
VOL.  XIV. 


He  swaggers  in  his  words,  a  well-tongued 

braggart, 

But  Card'nal's  big  hat  is  the  bug  for  him  ; 
It  scares  him  as  the  scare-crow  does  the 

bird 

0  shame,  shame,  shame  !  I  will  not  brook 

it  longer ; 

1  will  be  at  him  greedily  to-morrow  ; 

I  will  not  sleep  till  I  have  purged  our 
shire, 

And  made  it  cleaner  by  the  scoundrel's 
death  ! 

What  say  you  to  it  ?    Shall  I  go  alone, 

And  through  some  port-hole  worm  into  his 
castle  ? 

Or  will  ye  be  my  pioneers,  to  break 

Way  through  his  doors,  with  lever  and 
with  axe  ? 

Were  I  but  in,  I'd  hang  him  on  his  bed- 
post; 

He  is  too  vile  for  stabbing  now,  I  think  ! 

Let  us  hasten  on  to  the  catastrophe, 
which  is  stern  and  murderous. 

Cardinal.  If  ye  but  spare  my  life,  I'll 

let  you  in. 
Melvil.  Haply  we  may,  my  Lord,  if  ye're 

but  kind, 

And  entertain  us  strangers  hospitably, 
Admitting  us  at  once  into  your  heart. 
Card.  Swear  by  God's  wounds,  that  you 

will  spare  my  life, 
And  I'll  unbolt. 

Nor.  By  Heav'n,  I'll  njot  swear  so  ; 
I  should  be  perjured-guilty  and  blasphemer, 
T'  uns-wear  by  such  an  impious  startling 

oath 

What  I  have  sworn  more  piously,  and  more 
Conform' dly  to  the  customs  of  good  men. 
Open,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  trifle  longer — 
[  They  break  open  the  door,  and  rush 

in, 

Car.  (falling  Into  a  chair.)  Oh,  Norman 
Lesslie  !  wilt  thou  murder  me  ? 

Spare — I  was  once  thy  friend — I'll  give 
thee  gold, 

Lands,  houses,  anything,  but  spare  my 

life ! 

Nor.  Gold,  houses,  lands  !  No,  no,  I'm 
not  the  man 

To  barter  vengeance  for  a  candle's  snuff; 

I  do  not  come  a  pedlar  to  your  chamber  ; 

I  come  th'  avenger  of  myself  and  country. 

Card'nal,  I'll  not  detain  you  long  ; — thou 
hast 

Upon  thy  hand  a  journey  tedious  long, 

(Though  not  to  Falkland — that  is  superse- 
ded ;) 

The  pale  hell-follow'd  horse  stands  at  thy 
gate, 

With  pendent  stirrups  ready  for  thy  feet 

T'  ascend  and  seat  thee  in  the  vacant  sad- 
dle ; 

I  hear  him  neighing  for  thee  in  thy  court ; 

Therefore  I  shall  be  brief.  Card'nal,  thou 
know'st 

3H 
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This    paper,   this   poor-written,    crooked 

scribble— 
[Takes  out  and  shercx  him  the  list  of 

names  marked  in  his  hand-writing 

for  death.] 
Kenn'st  it  ?    The  crank  o'  the  writing, 

kenn'st  thou  it  ? 
Seest  thou  my  father's  name,  my  uncle 

John's, 

Mine  own,  all  damnably  consign 'd  to  death, 
By  some  most  cowardly  and  cruel  foe, 
Whom,  could  I  once  find  out,  and  see  be- 
fore me, 

I'd  rate  him  to  the  teeth  with  his  misdeeds, 
Till  his  teeth  chatter'd  with  the  chill  of 

death ; 
I  would  unsheath  mine  honest  poniard  at 

him, 
And  stab  him — thus. —  [Stabs  him. 

Card.  Fy,  fy,  I  am  a  priest 

Mel.  Yea,  so  indeed 

Thou  nit,  but  one  of  Satan,  not  of  God  : 
The  priest  of  God  died  yesterday,  and  rode 
To  Paradise  upon  his  wheels  of  fire. 
The  priest  of  Satan  only  dies  to-day, 
Though  he  deserved  long  ago  to  die, 
That  so  the  priest  of  God  might  yet  have 

lived; 

In  part  'twas  my  neglect,  which  to  atone 
I  give  it  thee,  though  late.       [Stabs  him. 
Carm.  Hold,  hold,  my  friends,  though 

wrathful,  hold  a  space  ; 
Too  hotly  Passion,  for  such  serious  act, 
Inflames  and  irritates  the  body's  nerve, 
Casting  a  shade  of  blame  on  that  which 

ought 

To  be  all  blameless  as  fair  Justice  is — 
O  wicked  man,  repent  thee,  ere  thou  die, 
Of  thy  most  cruel  murder-stained  life  ! 
Lo,  lo,  the  dry  white  ashes  of  God's  saint, 
Seen  from  thy  window,  yet  lie  heaped  high, 
Crying  to  heaven  for  thy  nefarious  blood, 
To  slake  and  satisfy  and  keep  them  down 
From  being  scatter'd  by  the  scoffing  winds  ! 
Here  then,  before  my  God,  I  do  protest, 
That  nor  thy  person's  hatred,  nor  the  love 
Of  thy  large  treasured  wealth,  nor  any  fear 
Of  danger   from   thy  lawless   boundless 

power, 

M oves  me  to  this  ;  it  is  because  thou  art 
Th'  obstinate  foe  of  God,  and  of  his  saints, 
And  of  his  holy  gospel  and  his  law, 
That  I  have  urged  my  long-demurring  soul 
To  this  revenge,  so  cool,  so  unimpassion'd, 
For  God,  and  for  his  Church.  [Stabs  him. 
Card.  Fy,  fy,  oh,  all  is  gone  !   [He  dies. 
Nor.  Ay,  all  is  gone  ; 

All  cruelty,  all  wickedness,  all  lust, 
Through  which  our  poor  land  hath  been 

weeping  long, 

Happily  gone,  evanish'd  with  thy  life  ! 
Men  now  shall  breathe  in  Scotland  ;  they 

shall  read 

Their  Bibles  on  the  house-tops  all  aloud 
Unto  the  passers-by  ;  and  lovers  now 
Shall  'spouse  their  pretty  virgins,  quite  se- 


From  violation  ere  the  nuptial  night ; 
All  these  abominations  are  gone  down 
To  Tophet  with  thee,  to  perfume  thy  soul 
With  very  quintessence  of  sin's  rank  odours, 
And  make  it  dear  to  Satan  ! 

Strong.  How  he  died 

Like  to  a  coward  ! 

Carm.  Like  a  fool  he  died  ; 

Heard  you  him  recommend  his  flying  soul 
Unto  his  Maker  ?  Not  a  word  of  that ; 
His  thoughts  and  his  regrets  were  fixt  alone? 
On  loss  of  life  and  lucre,  hugging  them, 
Poor  worldlings  to  the  last. 

Lumsdain.  E'en  let  him  go  ; 

Now  that  we're  fairly  done  with  him  on 

earth, 

Let  him  e'en  pass  away  into  his  place, 
Without  unworthy  words  of  contumely. 
All  blotch'd  with  sinful  vileness  as  he  is, 
In  pace  reqtiiescat :  So  I  say. 

Kirkaldij,  (entering.)  Surely  he's  caught ; 
he  'scaped  not  from  my  postern. 

Carm.  See  the  wolf  slain  that  raged  in 
God's  fold  ! 

Kirk.  'Tis  but  a  bloody  sight,  and  yet, 

my  friends, 

I  give  you  gratulation  for  myself 
And  for  my  country  ! 

Strong.  Yea,  except  the  Guise, 

And  her  oppressive  Frenchmen,  who  will 

not 
Be  merry  at  the  news  ? 

Carm.  But  see,  the  people, 

Alarm'd  and  anxious,  are  collecting  fast 
Before  the  gate,  to  know  what's  going  on  ; 
To  satisfy  and  quiet  them,  let  us 
Uplift  for  exposition  on  the  window 
The  body  of  the  man,  who  yesterday 
Gazed  from  that  very  place  upon  the  death 
Of  one  his  malice  had  condemn'd  to  fire  ; 
Ah  !  little  boding  his  own  sudden  end  ! 
So  shall  his  cruel  blood,  like  Jezebel's, 
Be  sprinkled  on  the  wall ;  and  linger  there, 
Its  stains   unwash'd    by   future   winters' 

rains 

For  many  a  generation,  that  our  sons, 
And  our  sons'  sons,  may  take  good  note  of 

it, 

And  passing,  say,  Yet  sec  upon  these  stones 
The  blood  of  him  -who  slew  the  Saints  of 
God! 

[Curtain  falls. 

There  are  no  fewer  than  thirty  cha- 
racters in  this  drama.  Of  course,  they 
are  almost  all  sketches ;  and  we  do 
not,  in  general,  see  in  them  much 
power,  freedom,  or  originality.  Nor- 
man Lesslie  is  the  best ;  and  Beatrice 
Strang,  as  will  have  been  seen,  is  an 
interesting  maiden.  The  chief  merit  of 
the  drama  lies  in  the  simplicity  and 
strength  of  its  language,  which  is  at 
once  homely  and  classical,  and  through- 
out shews  the  scholar.  It  is  full  of 
indisputable  proofs  of  Mr  Tennant's 
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talents ;  and  by  three  long  and  con- 
tinuous extracts,  we  have  enabled  the 
public  to  form  their  own  opinion  of 
his  powers.  This,  after  all,  is  infinite- 
ly the  best  way  of  treating  a  work  of  rior  productions, 
merit,  especially  one  like  the  present, 


which  has  not,  so  far  as  we  know,  yet 
attracted  the  attention  of  our  critical 
brethren,  whose  boundless  panegyricks 
have  often  been  lavished  on  far  infe- 


HOGG  S  THREE  PERILS  OF  WOMAN.' 

(See  Nodes  Ambrosiance.     No. 


WE  know  not  whether  Hogg,  the 
Well-Beloved,  is  greatest  as  a  chi- 
valrous or  moral  writer.  In  the  one 
character,  many  prefer  him  to  Scott ; 
and,  in  the  other,  he  is  thought  to 
beat  Pope  black  and  blue.  His  knights 
are  wonderful  creations  of  genius,  and 
altogether  above  the  military  standard; 
and  as  for  his  ladies,  none  more  mag- 
nanimous ever  followed  a  marching  re- 
giment. When  he  leaves  the  lists,  and 
sports  poet  of  peaceful  parlour  life,  he 
looks  with  his  large  goggle  eye  through 
the  dim  window  in  the  human  heart, 
and  discovers  the  party  within  at  tea 
or  punch,  or  all  retiring  to  rest.  He 
paints  them  as  he  detects  them  in  their 
privacy,  figged  out  in  their  Sunday's 
best,  indulging  in  dishabille,  or  strip- 
ped, as  lords  and  ladies  used  to  strip 
during  the  dark  ages,  puris  naturali- 
bus.  It  is  indeed  this  rare  union  of 
high  imagination  with  homely  truth 
that  constitutes  the  peculiar  character 
of  his  writings.  In  one  page,  we 
listen  to  the  song  of  the  nightingale, 
and  in  another,  to  the  grunt  of  the 
boar.  Now  the  wood  is  vocal  with 
the  feathered  choir ;  and  then  the  sty 
bubbles  and  squeaks  with  a  farm-sow, 
and  a  litter  of  nineteen  pigwiggins. 
Now  "  it  is  an  angel's  song,  that  bids 
the  heavens  be  mute  ;"  and  then  it  is 
Jamie  himself,  routing  ce  Love  is  like 
a  dizziness ;  it  will  not  let  a  puir  bodie 
gang  about  his  bizziness."  Now  en- 
ters bonny  Kilmenie,  or  Mary  Lee, 
preparing  to  flee  in  to  Fairy-land,  or  beat 
up  the  quarters  of  the  Man  in  the 
Moon ;  and  then,  lo  and  behold,  some 
huggered,  red-armed,  horny-fisted, 
glaur-nailed  Girrzy,  removing  on  the 
day  before  term,  from  the  Hen-coop  to 
the  sign  of  the  Kilt,  on  an  advance  of 
six  shillings  on  the  half-year's  wage. 
Never  was  there  such  a  bothering  re- 
past set  down  before  the  reading  public 
by  any  other  caterer.  It  is  impossible 
to  foresee  whether  we  are  about  to  help 


ourselves  to  a  pine-apple  or  a  fozey- 
turnip — to  a  golden  pippin  or  a  greeii 
crab — to  noyau  or  castor-oil — to  white 
soup,  syllabub,  and  venison,  or  to 
sheep-head  broth,  haggis,  and  hog's 
flesh.  The  table-cloth,  too,  is  damask, 
and  richly  figured ;  but  villainously 
darned  and  washed  in  its  own  grease 
— a  china  tureen,  filled  to  the  brim 
with  hodge-podge,  undergoes  uncea- 
sing domiciliary  visits  from  a  huge 
wooden  spoon,  fitter  to  stir  tar  for 
sheep-smearing.  Here  a  broken-nosed 
mustard  pot,  purchased  from  Peter 
Bell's  thirteenth  wife ;  and  there  a  piece 
of  plate  from  the  Shakespeare  Club  of 
Alloa  ;  a  magnum  of  claret  is  cooling 
itself  in  a  utensil  that  shall  be  anony- 
mous in  periodical  literature ;  and  slap- 
bang  goes  a  bottle  of  barmy  into  the 
eye  of  Tom  Purely,  whose  velveteen 
breeches  contrast  boldly  with  the  imi- 
tation yellow  of  Tims'  inexpressibles. 
The  flunkies  are  of  all  sexes,  linsey- 
woolsey,  kilts,  and  pantaloons.  If  you 
surfer  your  plate  for  a  single  moment 
to  escape  from  the  shelter  of  your  own 
bosom,  a  hundred  to  one  but  you  see 
one  of  the  Tweeddale  Yeomanry  lick- 
ing it  up  with  a  tongue  half  a  yard 
long,  and  as  rough  as  a  bison's.  Ever 
and  anon,  by  way  of  a  song,  some  gra- 
zier, with  a  throat  like  a  black-booter 
guzzling  slug-worms  in  a  quagmire, 
gutturalizes  something  pastoral  out  of 
George  Thomson's  Collection  of  Scot- 
tish Songs ;  the  landlord  plays  a  spring 
on  the  "  trump ;"  a  lad  "  o  genius," 
attempts  the  inimitable  Sandy  Ballan- 
tyne  on  the  "  bit  whistle ;"  and  all  the 
Bulls  of  Bashan  rejoice  in  the  chorus 
of  "  Auld  lang  syne."  Such,  in  a  very 
few  words,  is  a  plain,  intelligible,  un- 
exaggerated,  and  philosophical  charac- 
ter of  James  Hogg,  as  a  chivalrous, 
and,  we  believe  also,  as  a  moral  writer. 
The  "  Three  Perils  of  Woman  ;  or, 
Love,  Leazing,  and  Jealousy,"  is  one 
of  our  shepherd's  most  agreeable  and 
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bamboozling  productions.  His  know- 
ledge of  the  female  heart  is  like  a  ge- 
neral rule,  not  without  exceptions ;  but 
hal  f  the  quantity  would  be  very  avail- 
able to  a  man's  happiness  in  younger 
life.  What  with  his  genius,  and  what 
with  his  buck-teeth  ;  what  with  his 
fiddle,  and  what  with  his  love-locks 
lolling  over  his  shoulders  as  he  "  gaed 
up  the  Kirk,"  tastily  tied  with  a  blue 
ribbon  ;  what  with  his  running  for 
prize-hats  up  the  old  avenue  of  Tra- 
quhair,  "  with  his  hurdies  like  twa 
distant  hills,"  to  the  distancing  of  all 
competitors ;  and  what  with  his  lister- 
ing  of  fish  and  grewing  of  mawkins, 
a  gentler  and  more  irresistible  shepherd 
was  not  to  be  found  from  Moffat  to 
Mellerstain.  We  have,  in  these  three 
volumes,  the  cream,  and  butter,  and 
cheese,  of  his  experience — the  pail,  the 
churn,  and  the  press.  Now  the  Shep- 
herd must  on  no  account  whatever  fly 
into  a  passion  with  us  for  the  above 
good-humoured  little  bit  of  persona- 
lity. In  his  "  Own  Life,"  he  describes 
his  friends  by  "  hair  like  feathers," 
and  "  nails  like  eagle-claws,"  and  so 
forth,  which  is  all  very  proper  and 
pretty  portraiture.  More  than  once 
hath  he  scoffed  at  our  crutch  and  our 
rheumatiz  ;  and,  from  these  and  sun- 
dry other  hints,  we  presume  he  wishes 
vis  to  favour  the  public  with  a  carica- 
ture of  himself  in  an  early  Number. 
We  have  done  one  that  is  thought  ca- 
pital, and  he  has  only  to  say  the  word, 
and  out  it  comes  at  Christmas. 

Many  have  been  the  writers  on  Love, 
the  tender,  the  beautiful  passion,  from 
Homer  to  Hogg;  and  still  the  subject 
would  seem  to  be  inexhaustible.  Must 
a  man  be  in  love  to  write  of  love  ?  Not 
necessarily.  The  Shepherd  writes  as  if 
he  held  Cupid  in  a  tarry  tow,  and  sent 
him  to  bed  by  times  with  a  flea  in  his 
ear.  He  keeps  the  urchin  in  order, 
without  breaking  his  spirit.  Not  so 
that  other  "  gentle  shepherd,"  Willy 
Hazlitt.  He  falls  in  love  with  a  tailor's 
daughter ;  and  after  whining,  puking, 
snivelling,  and  droning,  for  half  a  year ; 
after  relinquishing  various  lucrative 
appointments  as  a  "  gentleman  of  the 
press,"  that  brought  him  in  tripe  and 
twist  almost  sufficient  for  a  bare  sub- 
sistence ;  after  going  down  to  Scotland 
at  a  very  considerable  expense,  in  the 
steerage  of  a  steam-boat,  to  commit  an 
act,  as  he  himself  has  informed  the 


world,  that  his  wife  might  divorce  him, 
he  gets  finally  outwitted,  jockeyed  oft* 
the  course  of  Knavesmire,  by  a  man 
called — TOM  KINS. — Oh  the  Confes- 
sions of  an  English  BEET-ROOT  EAT- 
ER ! 

Contrast  Hogg  and  Hazlitt  as  ama- 
tory writers,  each  with  his  Liber  Amo- 
ris*  in  his  hand.  Hogg  is  coarse,  but 
potent ;  hairy,  but  headlong ;  flatter- 
ing, but  not  always  flatulent;  no  doubt 
a  gay  deceiver,  but  then  is  certainly,  if 
not  a  handsome,  at  least  a  veil-built 
man  ;  enough  for  all  purposes  of  civic 
and  domestic  economy,  either  in  large 
towns,  small  villages,  or  a  solitary 
house.  He  knows  little  of  foreign 
tongues,  but  occasionally  can  spell  his 
own  ;  he  has  a  neive  to  nip,  a  knee  to 
dandle  ;  a  mouth  to  dimple,  and  to  de- 
vour unutterable  things ;  free  and  easy 
at  times  can  James  unquestionably  be, 
but  he  respects  the  laws  of  God  and 
man  ;  and  he  shines  as  a  friend,  a  bro- 
ther, a  master,  a  husband,  a  father,  a 
shepherd,  a  farmer,  a  hunter,  a  gen- 
tleman, a  citizen,  a  man,  and  a  Chris- 
tian. Hazlitt,  on  the  contrary,  is 
coarse  as  canvass,  but  cannot  hold  the 
wind  ;  hairy  and  hirsute  he  seemed  to 
be  in  his  late  indecent  exposure  on 
the  high-way,  but  spavined  and  with 
a  string-gait ;  in  panegyric,  he  is  Sir 
Toby  Belch;  a  dull  deceiver,  pluckless, 
but  not  unpimpled.  Alas  !  for  the  do- 
mestic economy  of  the  unsuccessful  ri- 
val of  Mr  Tomkins  for  the  favours  of 
a  tailor's  daughter,  dallying  with  the 
impotent  ardour  of  an  unprincipled 
adulterer,  verging  on  threescore ;  for 
misquotations,misrepresentations,mis- 
begettings,  misbelievings,  and  mischief 
in  general,  see  the  ignominious  ignora- 
mus passim  ;  and  as  for  the  relations 
and  duties  of  private  life,  has  he  not, 
for  the  sake  oi'  puff  and  pudding, 
avowed  himself,  in  one  damning  act, 
the  shameless  violator  of  them  all  ; 
and  with  his  own  hand  written  tool  and 
knave  on  his  own  brazen  forehead,  that 
the  public  as  she  runs  may  read  ? 

Now,  our  most  excellent  friend,  the 
Shepherd,  would  not  have  allowed  him- 
self to  have  been  jilted  like  the  New 
Pygmalion.  He  would  have  made  love, 
not  like  a  small,  fetid,  blear-eyed  pug, 
but  like  a  big  curly  Newfoundlander, 
who  had  broken  his  chain,  and  boun- 
ced like  a  rocket  out  of  his  kennel 
upon  the  beauty  of  Southampton- 
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Row.  The  whole  affair  could  hare 
been  over,  while  Pug,  or  Pygmalion, 
was  shedding  his  rheum  down  "  the 
pimple  pass"  of  his  nose,  and  most  dis- 
consolately brandishing  over  his  back 
that  tail,  which  is  fixed  for  ever  and 
aye  in  one  ludicrous  circumbendi- 
bus. James  is  a  man,  and  that  is  well 
known  among  friend  and  foe  all  over 
the  Forest ;  but  silly  Billy  was  taken 
up  for  an  indecent  exposure  of  his  per- 
son, and  acquitted  solely  on  the  ground, 
that  the  New  Pygmalion  was  incapable 
of  any  misdemeanour  implying  man- 
hood. 

After  this  elaborate  eulogy  on  the 
Shepherd,  we  proceed  to  analyse  the 
first  Peril  of  Woman,  Love.  The  tale 
opens  with  a  pretty  picture  of  Gatty 
Bell,  in  bed,  and,  for  the  first  time, 
feeling  love. 

"  '  I  fear  I  am  in  love,'  said  Gatty 
Bell,  as  she  first  awakened  in  her  soli- 
tary bed  in  the  garret-room  of  her  fa- 
ther's farm-house.  '  And  what  a  business 
I  am  like  to  have  of  it !  I  have  had  such 
a  night  dream  dreaming,  and  all  about 
one  person  ;  and  now  I  shall  have  such 
a  day  thinking  and  thinking,  and  all  about 
the  same  person.  But  I  will  not  mention 
his  name  even  to  myself,  for  it  is  a  shame 
and  a  disgrace  for  one  of  my  age  to  fall 
in  love,  and  of  her  own  accord  too.  I 
will  set  my  face  against  it.  My  resolu- 
tion is  taken.  I  will  not  fall  in  love  in  any 
such  way.' 

"  Gatty  sprung  from  her  bed,  as  light- 
ly as  a  kid  leaping  from  its  lair  on  the 
shelf  of  the  rock.  There  was  a  little 
bright  mirror,  fourteen  inches  by  ten, 
that  hung  on  the  wall  at  the  side  of  her 
gable-window,  but  Gatty  made  a  rule  of 
never  looking  into  this  glass  on  a  morn- 
ing till  once  she  had  said  a  short  prayer, 
washed  her  hands  and  face,  and  put  on 
her  clothes ;  then  she  turned  to  her  mir- 
ror to  put  her  exuberant  locks  under 
some  restraint  for  the  day.  But  that 
morning,  being  newly-awakened  out  of  a 
love -dream,  and  angry  with  herself  for 
having  indulged  in  such  a  dream,  she 
sprung  from  her  couch,  and  without  think- 
ing what  she  was  about,  went  straight  up, 
leaned  both  her  spread  hands  on  the  dress- 
ing-table, and  looked  into  the  mirror. 
Her  pretty  muslin  night-cap  had  come  all 
round  to  one  side,  and  having  brought  her 
redundancy  of  fair  hair  aside  with  it,  her 
left  cheek  and  eye  were  completely  sha- 
ded with  these ;  while  the  right  cheek, 
which  was  left  bare  and  exposed,  was 
flushed,  and  nearly  of  the  colour  of  the 
damask  rose.  At  the  same  time,  her  eyes, 
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or  at  least  the  one  that  was  visible,  were 
heavy  and  swollen,  and  but  half  awake. 
'  A  pretty  figure  to  be  in  love,  truly !' 
said  she,  and  turned  away  from  the  glass 
with  a  smile  so  lovely,  that  it  was  like  a 
blink  of  the  sun  through  the  brooding 
clouds  of  the  morning. 

"  Gatty  drew  on  her  worsted  stockings, 
as  white  as  the  lamb  from  whose  back 
they  had  been  originally  shorn,  flung  her 
snowy  veil  over  her  youthful  and  sylph- 
like  form,  and  went  away,  as  it  were  me- 
chanically, to  an  old  settee  that  stood 
in  a  corner,  where  she  had  been  accus- 
tomed for  a  number  of  years  to  kneel 
every  morning  and  say  her  prayers.  But 
that  morning  Agatha  stood  still  with  ap- 
parent hesitation  for  a  considerable  space, 
and  did  not  kneel  as  she  was  wont.  '  I 
cannot  pray  any  to-day,'  said  Gatty,  and 
returned  sobbing,  while  the  tears  dropped 
from  her  eyes. 

"  She  sat  down  on  the  side  of  her  bed, 
and  continued  sobbing, — very  slightly, 
and  as  softly,  it  is  true, — but  still  she 
could  not  refrain  from  it,  and  always  now 
and  then  she  thrust  her  hair  up  from  her 
eye  in  beneath  her  oblique  cap,  until  her 
head  appeared  quite  deformed  with  a 
great  protuberance  on  the  one  side.  '  It 
is  not  yet  my  accustomed  time  of  rising,' 
said  Gatty  again  to  herself.  '  I  will  ex- 
amine myself  with  regard  to  these  feel- 
ings, that  are  as  strange  as  they  are  new 
to  my  heart.'  " 

Gatty  then  cross-examines  herself 
with  considerable  acuteness,  and  for- 
ces the  witness  to  let  the  cat  out  of  the 
bag.  But  she  pumps  her  nurse  as  fol- 
lows. 

"  '  Dear  nurse,  how  does  one  know  if 
she  is  really  in  love  ?'  said  Gatty. 

"  *  Ah !  dearest  child,  it  is  too  easy  to 
know  that !  By  this  token  shall  you  know 
it,  that  you  think  of  nothing  but  the  be- 
loved object,  whether  by  night  or  by  day, 
waking  or  sleeping,  alone  or  in  company. 
You  measure  and  estimate  all  others  ac- 
cording as  they  approximate  to  the  pro- 
portions of  his  person,  or  qualities  of  his 
mind.  You  long  incessantly  to  be  near 
him,  and  to  feast  your  eyes  on  his  looks 
and  his  perfections ;  yet,  when  he  ap- 
proaches your  person,  you  feel  a  desire 
to  repulse  him  so  irresistible,  that  it  is 
almost  ten  to  one  you  behave  saucily,  if 
not  rudely  to  him.' 

"  '  Oh,  dear  me,  what  a  strange  ridicu- 
lous passion  that  must  be  !  Dearest  nurse, 
were  you  ever  in  love  ?' 

"  '  O  fie,  my  loved  Gatty,  how  can  you 
ask  that  question  ?  Do  you  not  know  that 
I  nursed  you  at  my  breast  ?' 

"  « I  crave  your  pardon,  dear  nurse ; 
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that  expression  of  yours  speaks  volumes. 

I  never  in  all  my  life  thought  of  it  before ; 

but  I  cannot  promise  never  to  think  of 

it  again.' 

"  « Mine  was  a  hard  and  a  cruel  fate. 

Let  no  maid  after  me,  without  long  and 

thorough  acquaintance,  trust  the  protest- 
ations of  a  lover." 

"  *  I  wonder  who  made  all  the  songs 

about  love,  nurse  ?' 

"  *  What  a  ridiculous  matter  to  wonder 

at!' 

"  *  Because  they  are  all  true,  it  would 

appear,  in  what  they  affirm  regarding  the 

cruelty  of  man.' 

"  '  Not  one  of  them  comes  half-way  up 
to  the  truth  in  their  descriptions  of  man's 
cruelty.' 

•"  *  Oh  dear,  what  shocking  creatures 
they  must  be  !  Is  it  not  a  crying  sin  to 
fall  in  love  with  any  of  them  ?' 

"  '  Perhaps  I  am  singular  in  my  opi- 
nion, and  perhaps  I  may  be  wrong  ;  but 
it  is  from  hard-earned  experience  that  I 
have  imbibed  it,  and  I  truly  think  that  no 
woman  ought  to  be  in  love  with  a  man 
until  once  she  is  married  to  him,  and  then 
let  her  love  with  all  her  soul  and  mind. 
All  youthful  love  is  not  only  sinful,  but 
imprudent  in  the  highest  degree  ;  and 
besides,  it  is  like  Jonah's  gourd,  it  grows 
up  in  a  night,  and  perishes  in  a  night, 
leaving  the  hapless  being  that  trusted  in 
a  shelter  under  its  delicious  foliage  to 
wretchedness  and  despair.  O  dearest 
Catty,  as  you  love  virtue,  as  you  love 
yourself, your  parents,  and  your  God,  never 
yield  to  the  giddy  passion  of  youthful  love ! 
— But  your  mother  calls  for  me  through 
the  whole  house,  I  must  begone.' " 

When  Gatty  was  left  alone,  we  are 
told  "  she  hung  down  her  head,  and 
sat  for  a  space  the  very  picture  of  con- 
templation." The  innocent  creature, 
feeling,  by  certain  symptoms  not  to  be 
mistaken,  that  her  complaint,  or  ra- 
ther crime,  is  love,  ejaculates,  "  So 
here  am  I,  only  eighteen  years  of  age 
past  in  April,  and  have  already  been 
overstepping  the  sacred  bounds  of  ri- 
gid decorum,  and  sinning  against  my 
parents,  and  against  Heaven,  which  is 
far  worse,  by  giving  my  heart  before 
it  was  asked."  In  this  quandary,  Gatty 
is  sent  to  Edinburgh,  to  be  out  of 
harm's  way  ;  and  her  father  thus 
shrewdly  and  sensibly  elucidates  his 
views  on  the  subject  of  female  educa- 
tion. 

"  '  What  branches  of  education  do  you 
propose  for  her  ?' 

"  *  I  want  her  to  go  over  her  English, 
French,  writing,  and  arithmetic.  I  would 


scorn  to  have  her  bitting  thrumming  and 
bumming  at  a  piano,  at  which  every  tai- 
lor's, Webster's,  and  sutor's  daughter  must 
now  be  a  proficient ;  but  1  would  delight 
to  hear  her  sing  a  good  Scots  sang  to  one 
of  our  native  melodies,  without  rising- 
from  her  place  at  table,  which  I  think  a 
thousand  times  more  becoming  than  trail- 
ing fo'k  away  to  another  room,  and  plunk- 
ing and  plunning  on  bits  o'  loose  black 
and  white  sticks,  and  turning  o'er  the 
leaves  o'  great  braid  beuks.  It  looks  al- 
ways to  me  as  if  the  woman  were  a  part 
of  the  machine  she  is  sitting  at ;  but  I 
am  determined  that  my  bairn's  music  shall 
be  all  inherent,  and  depend  on  the  tones 
of  her  own  voice,  of  which  all  artificial 
tones  are  but  mean  imitations.  And  then 
I  want  to  have  her  mistress  of  both  the 
new  and  old  dances.  Naebody  kens  what 
company  ane  may  chance  to  be  in,  and  a* 
kinds  of  awkwardness  are  grievous  and 
distressing,  particularly  to  those  that  are 
forced  to  witness  them.' 

"  '  Well,  I  won't  go  against  you  any 
more  in  this,  Mr  Bell.  1  like  this  last 
plan  of  yours  much  better  than  a  board- 
ing-school. With  honest  Mrs  Johnson, 
I  can  trust  my  children  as  with  myself. 
Gatty's  education  will  be  much  better,  at 
one-third  of  the  expense.  And  their  pre- 
sence will  be  a  constant  and  effectual 
check  on  that  boy,  should  he  incline  to 
any  licentious  company,  or  gather  any 
wild  irregular  associates  about  him,  to 
prey  on  him,  and  lead  him  astray. '  " 

Accordingly,  Gatty,  her  brother  Jo- 
seph, and  old  nurse,  leave  Bellsburn- 
foot,  and  proceed  to  Edinburgh  on  the 

15th  of  May,  A.  D. ,  and  not 

before  Mr  Bell  had  given  her  the  fol- 
lowing sound  parental  advice. 

"  '  Now,  daughter  Gatty,'  said  he,  '  ye 
hae  just  four  things  to  learn  in  Edinburgh 
—no  to  learn,  but  to  perfect  yoursel  in  : 
— ye  hae  to  learn  to  manage  your  head, 
your  hands,  your  feet,  and  your  heart. 
Your  head  will  require  a  little  redding  up, 
baith  outside  and  inside.  It's  no  the  bobs 
and  the  curls,  the  ribbons  and  the  rose- 
knots,  the  gilded  kames,  and  the  great 
toppings  o'  well-sleekit-up  hair,  that  are 
to  stand  the  test  for  life ;  and  yet  these 
are  a'  becoming  in  their  places.  But  there 
is  something  else  required.  Ye  maun 
learn  to  think  for  yoursel,  and  act  for 
yoursel,  for  you  canna  always  have  your 
mother  and  me  to  think  and  act  for  you. 
Ye  maun  learn  to  calculate  and  weigh, 
not  only  your  own  actions,  but  your  mo- 
tives of  action,  as  well  as  the  actions  and 
apparent  motives  of  those  with  whom  you 
have  to  deal ;  and  stick  aye  by  that,  my 
woman,  of  which  you  are  sure  you  will 


1823/3 


Hogg's  Three  Perils  of  Woman. 


never  be  ashamed,  cither  in  this  world, 
or  the  one  that's  to  come.  But  I  am 
growing  ower  serious  now,  and  I  never 
likit  sermons  muckle  mysel;  therefore, 
in  the  management  of  your  feet,  I  wad 
advise  you  to  learn  a'  the  reel-steps,  horn- 
pipe-steps,  and  transpey-flings,  that  have 
ever  been  inventit ;  and  be  sure  to  get  a' 
the  tirliewhirlies  of  country-dances,  and 
town-dances,  cost  what  they  like.  I  canna 
name  the  sum  I  wad  whiles  hae  gien  in 
my  life  to  hae  been  master  of  twa  or  three 
o'  them,  especially  when  I  was  made 
head-manager  o'  the  Duke's  balls.  There 
was  my  Lady  Eskdale  and  I  set  up  at  the 
top  o'  the  dance.  She  got  her  choice  o' 
the  figure,  as  they  ca'd  it,  and  she  made 
choice  o'  the  ane  that  they  ca'  the  Med- 
ley. Weel,  the  music  strak  up  wi'  a  great 
skreed,  and  aff  we  went,  round-about 
and  round-about,  back  and  forret,  setting 
to  this  ane,  and  setting  to  the  tither, — 
deil  hae  me  an  I  ken'd  a  foot  where  I  was 
gaun  ;  and  there  was  I,  flying  and  rinning 
like  a  sturdied  toop,  and  the  sweat  drap- 
ping  aff  at  the  stirls  of  my  nose.  But  it 
was  mair  through  shame  than  fatigue  j 
for,  when  I  heard  the  young  gillies  laugh- 
ing at  me,  I  lost  a'  sense  and  recollection 
thegither,  and  just  ran  looking  ower  my 
shoulder,  to  see  what  my  partner  was 
gaun  to  do  neist.  Ten  shillings  worth  o* 
dancing,  when  I  was  young,  wad  hae  set 
me  aboon  a'  that ;  and  1  am  resolved, 
afore  ye  should  ever  be  in  sic  a  predica- 
ment, to  ware  ten  times  ten  on  your  dan- 
cing, fbrbye  a'  that  I  hae  gien  already.'  " 

Gatty  has  not  been  many  days  in 
Auld  Reekie  before  she  falls  in  with 
M'lon  of  Boroland,  the  identical  Celt 
of  whom  she  had  been  dreaming  the 
morning  she  first  felt  love,  and  his 
appearance  goes  at  once  smack  to  her 
heart.  She  feels  herself  to  be  a  dying 
woman,  and  says  to  her  father,  "  Yes, 
father,  I  do  feel  a  dream  preying  on 
my  vitals,  which  no  one  knows  the 
na'ture  of  but  myself,  nor  ever  shall 
know,  though  it  should  carry  me  to 
the  grave."  The  old  farmer,  one  of 
the  Dandy  Dinmont  breed,  was  con- 
founded, as  well  he  might  be,  "  and 
was  summoning  a  resolution  to  take 
her  home  with  him  in  the  Fly,  when 
the  nurse  interposed  with  that  strength 
of  solid  reasoning  for  which  she  was 
remarkable,  and,  in  a  short  time,  made 
both  the  father  and  daughter  ashamed 
of  the  parts  they  were  acting,  so  that 
they  had  not  another  word  to  say  on  the 
subject.  Daniel  went  off  in  the  Fly, 
£c." 

Soon  after  the  old  gentleman's  de- 
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parture,  Gatty  and  M'lon  suffer  the 
most  dreadful  tortures.  They  are  over 
head  and  ears  in  love,  but  both  ob- 
stinate as  well-driven  corks.  Gatty 
will  sooner  die  than  peach  against  her- 
self, and  M'lon  will  not  pop  the 
question,  not  he  indeed.  There  never 
was  such  a  Pygmalion  in. this  world, 
and  we  cannot  imagine  what  brother 
Joe  was  about,  not  to  force  him  to  de- 
clare, if  his  intentions  were  honour- 
able. At  page  58,  a  crisis  seems  fast 
approaching. 

"  In  despite  of  all  that  Gatty  could  say, 
old  Elen  still  sauntered  on  with  her,  till 
at  length  up  started  M'lon  out  of  a  busli 
before  them,  and  stood  waiting  their  ap- 
proach. Elen  let  the  skirt  of  her  stuff 
gown  fall  down  from  about  her  shoulders, 
shook  down  her  apron  with  both  hands, 
and,  looking  with  inquiring  astonishment 
in  Gutty's  face,  whose  cheek  burnt  to  the 
bone,  she  said,  in  a  hurried  whisper, 
*  Peace  o'  conscience  !  who  is  that  ?  Ah 
wickedness,  wickedness  !  the  very  High- 
landman  that  was  here  last  year  !  Oh,  I 
thought  the  waist  was  unco  sma,  and  the 
curls  unco  neat,  an'  unco  bright  and  shi- 
ning. Ay,  ay,  it's  a  ower  wi'  somebody ! 
It's  a  mercy  he  hasna  a  kilt,  though. 
'  Goodbye,  Elen,  ye  maunna  gang  nae 
farther  the  day,'  quo'  she  !  Oh  sirs,  the 
bits  o'  wiles,  and  the  bits  o'  harmless  lees, 
and  the  bits  o'  cunning  links,  that  love 
has  in  its  tail !  Fare-ye-weel,  dear  heart, 
and  take  care  o'  yoursel,  for  I'll  warrant 
him  o'  the  blood  o'  the  wild  rebellioners, 
that  gae  our  fathers  and  our  mothers  sic 
a  glif — wi'  their  kilts,  ye  ken.' 

"  Elen  left  them,  and  the  lovers  pursued 
their  route  homeward,  M'lon  still  fishing 
for  an  opportunity  of  declaring  his  love, 
and  Gatty  still  panting  for  dread  of  the 
subject,  and  doing  all  that  she  could  to 
waive  that,  which,  of  aught  in  the  world, 
she  liked  the  best  to  hear.  He  once  got 
the  following  length,  but  soon  was  damp- 
ed. '  Have  you  no  wish  nor  desire  to 
have  a  view  of  the  North  Highlands,  Miss 
Bell  ?' 

"  '  O,  gracious  me,  no,  no,  no  !  What 
would  I  do  seeing  a  country  where  all  the 
people  are  Papists,  rebels,  and  thieves  ? 
where  I  could  not  pronounce  a  word  of 
the  language,  nor  a  local  name  of  the 
country  ?  How  could  I  ask  the  road  over 
Drumoachder,  or  Carreiyearach,  orMeeal- 
fourvounnich?  God  keep  me  out  of  that 
savage  country!' 

"  What  could  a  lover  say  in  reply  to 
,  such  a  stigma  thrown  out  on  his  country 
as  this  ?  M'lon  said  nothing,  but  smiled 
at  the  girl's  extravagant  ideas  of  the 


Hogg's  Three  Perils  of  Woman. 


432 

Highlands,  which  he  well  knew  to  be  af- 
fected, but  nevertheless  took  the  hint  as 
a  protest  against  his  further  proposals ; 
arid  the  two  strolled  on  in  rather  awk- 
ward circumstances,  till  they  met  with 
Mrs  Bell,  which  was  a  great  relief  to 
Gatty's  oppressed  and  perturbed  mind. 

"  That  night,  when  she  retired  to  her 
garret-room  by  herself,  her  mind  was  ill 
at  ease.  She  repented  her  sore  of  having 
snubbed  her  lover's  protestations  in  the 
very  first  opening  of  the  desired  bud,  and 
in  particular,  of  the  ungenerous  reflection 
cast  upon  his  country,  which  looked  like 
an  intended  affront.  She  could  not  but 
wonder  at  her  own  inconsistency,  in 
checking  the  words  that  she  longed  most 
to  hear,  and  determined  with  herself  to 
make  it  all  up  in  complacency  the  next 
time. 

"  Another  opportunity  soon  arrived, 
for  they  were  to  be  had  every  day ;  and 
though  nothing  save  common-place  ob- 
servations passed  between  them,  with 
some  toying  and  tilting  of  words,  yet  it 
proved  a  happy  and  delightful  afternoon 
to  both  parties.  But,  like  the  other,  it 
passed  over  without  any  protestations  of 
love.  Twice  or  thrice  did  the  tenor  of 
their  discourse  seem  approaching  to  it ; 
but  then,  when  it  came  to  a  certain  point, 
each  time  it  stood  still,  and  silence  pre- 
vailed till  some  common  remark  relieved 
them  from  the  dilemma. 

"  There  was  now  but  one  other  time 
remaining,  in  which,  if  M'lon  did  not 
declare  himself,  he  was  never  to  hiive 
another  chance  in  the  way  that  lovers 
like  best.  Long  was  it  ere  Gatty  durst 
risk  that  sole  remaining  chance ;  for  she 
hoped  always  to  find  matters  in  a  better 
train ;  in  a  state  that  the  declaration  could 
not  be  eluded.  Again  she  condescended 
to  give  him  her  hand  in  the  dance  at  the 
gentlemen's  evening  parties,  (for  every 
farmer  is  a  gentleman  in  that  country.) 
Again  she  condescended  to  give  him  her 
arm  to  church,  in  the  face  of  the  assem- 
bling congregation,  and  even  saluted  old 
Elen,  as  she  passed,  as  if  proud  of  the  si- 
tuation she  occupied.  After  these  things, 
she  accepted  of  an  invitation  to  go  and 
visit  the  Rowntree  Lynn,  where  they  had 
often  been  the  year  before.  They  admired 
the  scenery,  spoke  in  raptures  of  the  won- 
derful works  of  nature,  and  the  beauties 
of  the  creation.  They  even  went  so  far 
as  to  mention  the  happiness  of  the  little 
birds,  and  the  delight  they  had  in  their 
young,  and  in  each  other,  and  then  M'- 
lon  fixed  his  manly  eyes  on  the  face  of 
his  youthful  and  blooming  companion. 
It  seemed  overspread  with  a  beam  of  pure 
nnd  heavenly  joy,  a  smile  of  benevolence 
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and  love  placed  upon  it,  and  her  liquid 
eye  met  his  without  shrinking;  there  was 
neither  a  blush  on  the  cheek  nor  a  shade 
of  shame  on  the  brow.  Their  eyes  met 
and  gazed  into  each  other  for  a  consider- 
able space. — O  M'lon,  where  was  thy 
better  angel,  that  thou  didst  not  avail 
thyself  of  this  favourable  moment,  and 
divulge  the  true  affections  of  thine  heart? 
What  delight  it  would  have  given  to  a 
tender  and  too  loving  breast,  and  how 
kindly  it  would  have  been  received!  But 
his  evil  destiny  overcame  the  dear  intent ;, 
and,  instead  of  uttering  the  words  of  af- 
fection, he  snatched  up  her  hand  and 
pressed  it  to  his  lips.  Gatty  turned  away 
her  face,  and  the  tear  blinded  her  eye. 
This  was  not  what  she  expected,  but  the 
mere  fumes  of  common  gallantry ;  «  And 
is  my  heart  to  be  made  a  wreck  for  this  ?' 
thought  she ;  *  No,  it  never  shall.  I  must 
know  better  on  what  stay  I  am  leaning 
before  I  trust  my  happiness  and  my  repu- 
tation in  the  hands  of  mortal  man,  far  less 
in  those  of  a  young  and  deluding  stran- 
ger, any  more.' 

"  During  the  rest  of  their  walk,  she 
kept  silence,  save  by  simply  giving  assent 
to  some  of  his  observations.  She  was 
busied  in  making  up  her  mind  to  abide, 
without  shrinking,  by  her  former  resolu- 
tion. But  as  it  was  the  last  chance  ever 
her  lover  was  to  have,  she  determined  to 
hear  all  that  he  had  to  say.  She  stood 
still  five  or  six  times  to  listen  to  what  he 
was  saying,  and  after  he  was  done,  she 
was  standing  and  listening  still.  When 
they  came  to  her  father's  gate,  she  turned 
her  back  on  it,  to  breathe  a  little  before 
going  in ;  and  while  in  that  position,  she 
fixed  on  him  a  look  so  long,  and  so  full 
of  pathos,  that  he  was  abashed  and  con- 
founded. It  was  a  farewell  look,  of  which 
he  was  little  aware,  for  his  constant  aim 
had  been  to  gain  a  hold  in  her  youthful 
affections,  and  he  flattered  himself  that 
he  was  succeeding  to  his  heart's  desire. 
But  delays  are  dangerous  ;  at  that  mo- 
ment was  she  endeavouring  to  eraze  his 
image  from  her  heart ;  and  the  speaking 
look  that  she  fixed  on  his  face,  was  one 
of  admiration,  of  reproach,  and  of  regret, 
each  in  its  turn.  She  laid  her  hand  on 
the  latch,  and  pressed  it  slowly  down, 
keeping  it  for  a  good  while  on  the  spring. 
'  Would  he  but  speak  yet,'  thought  she, 
'  I  would  hear  and  forgive  him.'  He 
spake  not;  so  the  gate  opened  slowly, 
and  closed  again  with  a  jerk  behind  them ; 
and  with  that  closing  knell,  was  the  door 
of  her  affections  shut  against  the  farther 
encroachments  of  a  dangerous  passion. 
So  the  maiden  conceived,  and  made  up 
her  mind  to  abide  by  the  consequences. 
12 
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"  From  that  day  forth  her  deportment 
towards  her  lover  underwent  a  thorough 
change.  He  lost  her  countenance,  and 
no  blandishment  of  his  could  recover  it  j 
but  for  all  that,  love,  in  either  heart,  con- 
tinued his  silent  ravages,  and  M'lon  re- 
tired from  Bellsburnfoot  that  second  year, 
under  grievous  astonishment  how  he  had 
offendedhisbelovedmistress,butresolved, 
nevertheless,  to  continue  his  assiduities, 
until  he  could,  in  the  full  assurance  of  her 
affections,  ask  and  obtain  her  as  his  own. 

"  Gatty's  mind  continued  in  torment. 
In  the  bosom  of  that  maid  there  was  a 
constant  struggle  carried  on  for  the  su- 
periority, by  duty  and  prudence  on  the 
one  part,  and  love  on  the  other.  The 
former,  indeed,  swayed  the  outward  de- 
meanour; but  the  latter  continued  to 
keep  the  soul  in  thrall.  She  spent  not  a 
thought  on  the  conqueror  of  which  she 
did  not  disapprove,  yet  she  continued  to 
think  and  languish  on.  '  I  fear  I  am  in 
love  still,'  said  Gatty ;  '  and  what  a  bu- 
siness I  am  like  to  have  of  it !'  And  thus, 
by  a  retrograde  motion  round  a  small  but 
complete  circle,  am  I  come  again  to  the 
very  beginning  of  my  story." 

Quarrels — misconceptions —  Flirta- 
tions on  the  sly — beatings  about  the 
bush — and  various  arts  of  self-tor- 
menting, follow  each  other  for  several 
months,  all  very  knowingly  and  amu- 
singly described,  in  the  Shepherd's 
best  manner.  Gatty  begins  to  get  jeal- 
ous of  cousin  Cherry,  and  M'lon,  like 
an  ass  between  two  bundles  of  hay, 
knows  not  towards  which  to  direct  his 
iaws.  Gatty  takes  a  fever  and  blabs  in 
her  delirium — but  by  judicious  medi- 
cal attendance  her  pulse  is  brought 
down  to  70  in  a  few  days. 

"  Mrs  Johnson  and  Cherry  both  ac- 
quiesced in  the  dame's  certification,  that 
Miss  Bell  looked  charming;  and  the  con- 
sciousness of  beauty  lent  that  never-fail- 
ing charm,  that  improves  it  more  than  all 
the  borrowed  roses  and  ornaments  that 
the  world  produces.  What  a  pity  that 
M'lon  would  not  come  in  while  that 
lovely  bloom  continued  !  It  is  little  that 
most  men  know  either  what  is  said  or 
what  is  thought  of  them,  and  it  is  some- 
times a  mercy  that  it  is  so.  But  O,  what 
a  grievous  circumstance  it  was,  that  one 
should  be  sitting  fretting  and  pining  in 
one  room,  from  an  idea  that  he  is  forbid 
admission  into  the  one  next  him  ;  and 
that  another  dear  object  should  be  sitting 
in  this  latter,  like  a  transplanted  flower 
blighted  in  the  bud,  fretting,  and  pining 
even  worse,  because  he  will  not  enter  ! 
One  would  have  thought  that  an  eclair- 
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eissement  might  easily  have  been  brought 
about  in  such  a  case  ;  but  it  seems  that 
etiquette  had  withstood  that,  for  it  was 
never  effected." 

We  cannot  follow  the  progress  of 
this  most  affecting  story  step  by  step ; 
suffice  it  to  say,  that  Gatty's  misery 
gathers  head  and  is  ripe  for  bursting. 

" '  Did  he  ever  proffer  you  marriage  ?' 
said  Mrs  Johnson. 

" «  There  you  have  struck  upon  the 
chord  from  which  all  the  discordance  in 
our  love  has  flowed/  -said  Gatty ; — '  he ' 
never  did.  And  after  giving  him  oppor- 
tunity after  opportunity,  I  took  a  resolu- 
tion of  standing  on  my  guard,  lest  all  his 
professions  might  have  no  farther  mean- 
ing than  common  gallantry  warranted ; 
and  of  all  things,  I  dreaded  being  made 
the  butt  of  ridicule  by  his  boasting  of  my 
favours.  But  I  now  believe  in  my  heart, 
that  I  have  wronged  him,  and  that  he 
meant  honourably  and  kindly  toward  me, 
but  mistook  my  reserve  for  scorn ;  where- 
as I  meant  only  to  bring  him  to  the  test. 
I  now  regret  every  step  I  have  taken ; 
every  disdainful  look  and  word  I  have 
bestowed  on  him.' 

« «  Hold,  hold,  my  beloved  Gatty !' 
said  the  affectionate  nurse,  interrupting 
her  rhapsody :  *  You  have  acted  with  the 
most  perfect  propriety.  When  once  a 
man  has  declared  himself,  reserve  may 
be  partly  laid  aside,  but  not  till  then  ;  and 
it  ought  to  be  a  lover's  care  to  set  his 
mistress's  heart  at  ease  on  that  score. 
Far  be  it  from  me  to  suspect  M'lon's 
honour.  On  the  contrary,  1  think  him 
all  that  is  becoming  and  honourable  among 
his  contemporaries.  Still,  I  say  that  you 
have  acted  properly  in  checking  his  ad- 
vances, till  such  time  as  his  object  be 
avowed.  Had  you  checked  them  at  an 
earlier  period,  the  sequel  might  have  been 
fraught  with  less  danger  to  your  peace. 
But  better  late  than  never;  for  oh,  my 
dear  Gatty!  you  little  know  of  the  perils 
and  disappointments  of  youthful  love,  of 
which  I  stand  this  day  a  blighted  and  for- 
saken beacon,  never  more  to  enjoy  hope 
or  happiness,  except  in  what  relates  to 
your  welfare.  Like  you,  I  loved  early, 
and  but  too  well;  but  then  I  was  be- 
loved again  with  an  affection  that  I  deemed 
sincere.  I  was  privately  married  to  my 
lover,  a  young  soldier,  entirely  dependant 
on  his  rich  relatives,  and  lived  several 
months  with  him  in  this  city  in  the  most 
perfect  felicity.  By  what  means  his  re- 
lations wrought  upon  him  I  never  knew, 
but  I  was  abandoned,  and  never  more 
acknowledged,  either  as  a  wife  or  a  mo- 
ther, to  this  day,  although  I  was  both. 
They  bereaved  me  of  my  child  ere  ever  I 
3  I 
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knew  him — ere  ever  I  had  kissed  his  ten- 
der lips,  or  pressed  him  to  my  bosom,  and 
all  manner  of  explanation  or  acknowledg- 
ment has  been  denied  me.  Take  warning 
by  my  fate,  and  shun  that  flowery  and  be- 
witching path ;  for  in  its  labyrinths  the 
good,  the  gentle,  the  kind-hearted,  and 
the  benevolent,  are  too  often  lost ;  while 
the  sordid  and  the  selfish  scarcely  so  much 
as  run  a  hazard.  Fly  from  the  danger 
with  your  father.  If  your  lover  loves  as 
he  ought  to  do,  and  as  you  deserve  to  be 
loved,  he  will  follow  you  into  your  re- 
treats where  he  first  found  you.  If  he 
do  not,  he  is  unworthy  of  being  remem- 
bered, and  you  will  soon  forget  him. 
Little  did  I  ween  from  your  behaviour 
that  your  heart  was  so  wholly  engaged, 
else  how  I  should  have  trembled  for  you  ! 
and  even  yet  my  heart  is  ill  at  ease ;  but, 
if  I  can,  I  will  manage  all  things  right. 
In  the  meantime,  fly  with  your  father, 
and  leave  the  matter  to  me,  for  there  is 
one  great  concern ; — as  yet,  none  of  us 
knows  who  or  what  he  is.  He  is  said  to 
spend  his  money  freely,  and  to  be  named 
by  a  property  that  he  possesses  in  fee. 
But  we  never  so  much  as  heard  him  name 
his  father ;  and  such  a  house  or  clan  is 
entirely  unknown.  You  may  conceive 
such  a  supposition  to  be  ungenerous; 
but  it  is  quite  possible  that  he  may  be 
an  impostor,  and  spending  the  money  of 
others.  After  what  you  have  told  me,  I 
need  not  ask  how  you  affect  this  new 
match  that  your  parents  have  provided 
for  you  in  your  rich  and  hopeful  cousin  ?' 

" '  Oh,  how  my  soul  sickens  at  the 
great  boisterous  ragamuffin !'  exclaimed 
Miss  Bell.  '  I  would  not  bear  his  com- 
pany for  one  natural  day,  for  all  the  wealth 
he  possesses.' 

"  '  Do  not  say  so  much,  my  dear  Gatty. 
I  have  noted,  from  experience,  that  no 
mortal  fancy  can  conceive  what  a  woman 
will  do  in  cases  of  marriage.  Believe  me, 
1  have  seen  things  that  I  deemed  more 
unlikely,  come  to  pass.' 
.  "  '  The  very  thought  of  such  an  event 
being  possible,  is  enough  to  kill  me,'  re- 
plied Gatty.  '  I  would  rather  suffer  the 
pangs  of  dissolution  every  day,  than  con- 
tinue to  live  three  days  the  wife  of  such 
a  man.  Compare  him  with  M'lon — the 
amiable,  the  accomplished,  the  high-spi- 
rited M'lon !' 

"  '  I  say  again  hold  there,'  said  Mrs 
Johnson.  «  Believe  me,  you  have  said 
enough.  And,  at  all  events,  it  appears 
that  your  cousin  Richard  does  not  want 
courage.  Such  feats  as  he  has  performed 
this  morning,  are  not  to  be  found  in  the 
annals  of  duelling.' 

"  *  It  is  for  these  that  I  hate  him  still 
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the  more,'  returned  she.  •  What  right 
had  such  a  savage  as  he  to  lift  his  hand 
against  a  real  gentleman  ?  The  boor  ! 
The  ruffian  !  Would  that  M'lon  had  shot 
him  through  the  body!'  " 

At  last  M'lon  conceiving  that  Gatty 
hates  him,  resolves  out  of  spite  to 
marry  cousin  Cherry.  And,  upon  our 
souls,  had  we  been  offered  our  choice, 
some  thirty  years  ago,  Cherry  should 
have  been  the  girl  for  our  money.  Mr 
Hogg  describes  with  great  power  the 
delighted  gratitude  of  this  warm- 
hearted creature  towards  M'lon  for 
condescending  to  love  her ;  and  al- 
though some  may  think  her  prattle 
to  be  tedious,  it  is  really  very  inno- 
cent and  piquante.  But  no  sooner 
does  Gatty,  who  had  gone  home  to 
Bellsburnfoot,  hear  of  the  intend- 
ed nuptials,  than  she  takes  a  pain  in 
her  stomach,  and  goes  to  bed.  What 
is  to  be  done  now  ?  Why,  Mrs  Bell, 
a  cunning  old  fox  of  a  mother,  con- 
trives, along  with  Mrs  Johnson,  the 
nurse,  to  cheat  Cherry  out  of  the  Celt 
by  their  united  machinations.  M'lon 
confesses  to  Cherry  that  he  longs  for 
other  fruit ;  she  magnanimously  gives 
him  up  to  Gatty  ;  and  after  standing 
out  the  light  of  the  honey-moon,  which 
ought  to  have  been  her  own,  she  dies, 
poor  thing,  of  a  broken  heart.  This 
catastrophe  is  described  with  very 
considerable  pathos ;  although  the  de- 
scription now  and  then  is  disfigured 
by  such  utterly  absurd  and  unmean- 
ing words,  and  also  by  expressions,  so 
totally  the  very  reverse  of  what  the  ho- 
nest Shepherd  intended  to  use,  that  it 
is  more  than  enough  to  cause  laughter 
in  a  field  of  four-year-olds. 

Cherry  being  now  out  of  the  way, 
M'lon  and  his  Gatty  might  be  hap- 
py. No  such  thing.  Gatty  becomes 
mopish  and  pious,  and  is  seized  with 
a  belief  that  at  a  certain  hour  of  a 
certain  morning,  she  shall  surely  die. 
All  her  fears,  and  all  the  anxieties  of 
her  husband  and  parents,  are  descri- 
bed with  great  prolixity,  but  with 
little  effect.  At  last  it  would  seem 
that  she  is  dead,  at  the  very  hour  of 
her  foreboding.  This  is  an  old  story, 
ill  told ;  and  could  be  made  impres- 
sive only  by  high  imagination.  In 
the  Shepherd's  verses  there  are  occa- 
sional touchesofgood  superstition;  but 
his  prose  is  good  only  on  subjects  of  a 
very  homely  or  vulgar  nature. 

Gatty,  however,  is  not  dead.  We 
extract  a  long  passage,  not  without 
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force,  but  sadly  exaggerated,  and  too 
palpable  an  imitation  of  the  style  of 
Frankenstein. 

"M'lon  again  laid  his  hand  on  the 
breast  of  the  deceased,  (if  that  term  be 
proper,)  and  still  there  was  a  slight  mus- 
cular motion,  though  at  that  time  hardly 
perceptible.  Daniel,  however,  felt  it,  and 
lifting  up  his  hands  and  eyes,  he  cried  out 
in  ecstacy,  'Yes,  yes!  Blessed  be  his 
name,  there  are  certainly  some  remains  of 
life  !  O  let  us  pray  to  God !  Let  us  pray 
to  God !  for  no  other  hand  can  now  do  any- 
thing for  us  but  his.' 

"  With  that  he  prostrated  himself  on 
the  bed,  with  his  brow  leaning  on  his  dear 
child's  peaceful  bosom,  and  cried  to  the 
Almighty  to  restore  her,  with  so  much 
fervency  and  bitterness  of  spirit,  that  even 
the  hearers  trembled,  and  durst  hardly 
say  Amen  in  their  hearts.  Poor  man  ! 
He  neither  knew  for  what  he  asked,  nor 
in  what  manner  his  prayer  was  to  be  an- 
swered. Let  the  issue  be  a  warning  to 
all  the  human  race,  cautioning  them  to 
bow  with  humble  submission  to  the  awards 
of  the  Most  High.  While  in  the  midst 
of  his  vehement  and  unrestrained  suppli- 
cation, behold  the  corpse  sat  up  in  the 
bed  in  one  moment !  The  body  sprung  up 
with  a  power  resembling  that  produced 
by  electricity.  It  did  not  rise  up  like  one 
wakening  out  of  a  sleep,  but  with  a  jerk 
so  violent  that  it  struck  the  old  man  on 
the  cheek,  almost  stupifying  himj  and 
there  sat  the  corpse,  dressed  as  it  was  in 
its  dead-clothes,  a  most  appalling  sight  as 
man  ever  beheld.  The  whole  frame  ap- 
peared to  be  convulsed,  and  as  it  were 
struggling  to  get  free  of  its  bandages.  It 
continued,  moreover,  a  sort  of  hobbling 
motion,  as  if  it  moved  on  springs.  The 
women  shrieked  and  hid  their  faces,  and 
both  the  men  retreated  a  few  steps,  and 
stood  like  fixed  statues,  gazing  in  terror 
at  seeing  the  accomplishment  of  their 
frantic  petitions.  At  length  M'lon  had 
the  presence  of  mind  to  unbind  the  nap- 
kin from  the  face.  But  what  a  face  was 
there  exhibited  !  It  was  a  face  of  death 
still  j  but  that  was  not  all.  The  most 
extraordinary  circumstance  was,  that  there 
was  not,  in  one  feature,  the  slightest  re- 
semblance to  the  same  face  only  a  few 
hours  before,  when  the  apparent  change 
took  place  from  life  into  death.  It  was 
now  like  the  dead  countenance  of  an 
idiot, — the  eyes  were  large  and  rolled  in 
their  sockets,  but  it  was  apparent  that 
they  saw  nothing,  nor  threw  any  reflection 
inward  on  an  existing  mind.  There  was 
also  a  voice,  and  a  tongue,  but  between 
them  they  uttered  no  intelligible  word, 
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only  a  few  indistinct  sounds  like  the  bab- 
ble of  a  running  brook.  No  human  heart 
could  stand  this;  for  though  the  body 
seemed  to  have  life,  it  was  altogether  an 
unnatural  life ;  or  rather,  the  frame  seem- 
ed as  if  agitated  by  some  demon  that 
knew  not  how  to  exercise  or  act  upon  any 
one  of  the  human  powers  or  faculties. 
The  women  shrieked,  and  both  of  them  fell 
into  fits  on  the  floor.  M'lon  stood  lean- 
ing against  a  bed-post,  shading  his  face 
with  his  hand,  and  uttering  groans  so  pro- 
longed, and  in  a  voice  so  hollow  and 
tremulous,  that  it  was  frightful  to  hear 
him  ;  in  all  that  terrible  scene  there  was 
nothing  so  truly  awful  as  these  cries  of 
the  distracted  husband,  for  cries  they  cer- 
tainly were,  rather  than  groans,  though 
modulated  in  the  same  manner.  To  have 
heard  these  cries  alone  from  an  adjoin- 
ing apartment,  would  almost  have  been 
enough  to  have  put  any  ordinary  person  out 
of  their  right  mind.  Daniel,  when  her  face 
was  first  exposed  to  view,  staggered  back- 
ward like  one  stunned,  until  he  came  to 
a  seat  beside  the  entrance  door,  on  which 
he  sunk  down,  still  keeping  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  animated  corpse.  He  was  the  first 
to  utter  words,  which  were  these  : — '  Oh ! 
sirs,  it's  no  her !  It's  no  her !  It's  no  her ! 
They  hae  looten  my  bairn  be  changed. 
Oh  God,  forgie  us !  What's  to  come  o* 
us  a'  now  wi'  that  being  ?' 

"  Death  would  now  have  been  a  wel- 
come visitor  indeed,  and  would  have  re- 
lieved the  family  from  a  horror  not  to  be 
described ;  but  now  there  was  no  reme- 
dy ;  there  the  creature  sat  struggling  and 
writhing,  using  contortions  both  in  body 
and  feature  that  were  truly  terrific.  No 
one  knew  what  to  do  or  say ;  but  as  they 
were  all  together  in  the  same  room,  so 
they  clung  together,  and  neither  sent  for 
divine  nor  physician,  unwilling  that  the  de- 
plorable condition  of  the  family,  and  the 
nakedness  of  their  resources,  should  be 
exposed  to  the  blare  of  the  public  voice. 

"  Mrs  Bell  was  the  first  to  resume  as 
much  courage  as  again  to  lay  hands  on 
this  ghastly  automaton,  which  her  pride 
and  dignity  of  spirit  moved  her  to,  al- 
though in  a  half-stupified  state.  «  You  see 
what  you  have  brought  us  to  by  your  un- 
sanctified  rhapsodies,'  said  she.  *  This  is 
the  just  hand  of  Heaven.  There  is  no 
doubt,  however,  that  it  is  the  body  of  my 
child,  although  it  appears  that  the  soul 
is  wanting.' 

" '  Na,  na,  na !'  exclaimed  Daniel, '  that's 
no  my  bairn !  The  spirits  hae  brought  an 
uncouth  form  an'  changed  it  on  ye,  an* 
the  body  of  my  dear  bairn's  ta'en  away.  Ye 
hae  neither  had  the  Bible  aneath  the  head, 
nor  the  saut  an'  the  candle  aboon  the 
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breast*  Never  tell  me  that  that's  the  face 
o'  my  Gatty.  Dead  or  alive,  hers  was  a 
bonny  face.  But  what's  that  like?' 

"  Mrs  Bell  loosed  the  bandages  from 
the  hands  and  the  feet,  though  not  with- 
out great  perturbation  ;  but  she  suffered 
the  dead-clothes  to  remain  on  the  body, 
in  the  hopes  that  it  might  still  die  away. 
She  tried  also  to  lay  it  backward,  and 
compose  it  decently  on  the  bed,  but  felt 
as  if  it  were  endowed  with  unnatural 
force,  for  it  resisted  her  pressure,  and  re- 
bounded upwards.  It  also  lifted  its  hand 
as  if  with  intent  to  put  away  her  arm,  but 
could  not  come  in  contact  with  it.  It  was 
like  the  motion  of  one  trying  to  lay  hold 
of  something  in  a  dream.  It  was  not 
long,  however,  till  the  body  fell  backward 
of  itself,  and  with  apparent  ease  turned 
itself  half  over  in  the  bed  with  its  face 
away  from  the  light.  This  was  a  sensi- 
ble relief  to  the  distracted  group ;  they 
spread  the  sheets  again  decently  over  the 
frame,  remained  all  together  in  attend- 
ance, and  by  the  time  that  the  sun  rose 
they  heard  distinct  and  well-regulated 
respirations  issuing  from  the  bed. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  give  anything  like 
a  fair  description  of  the  hopes,  the  ter- 
rors, and  the  transitions  from  one  to  ano- 
ther of  these,  that  agitated  the  individuals 
of  that  family  during  this  period  of  hideous 
suspense.  These  were  no  doubt  propor- 
tioned to  their  various  capacities  and  feel- 
ings; but  there  is  as  little  doubt  that 
they  were  felt  to  a  degree  seldom  expe- 
rienced in  human  nature.  There  lay  the 
body  of  their  darling— of  that  there  could 
be  no  doubt,  for  they  had  never  been 
from  its  side  one  moment — but  the  judg- 
ment of  God  seemed  to  be  upon  them ; 
for  they  all  felt  an  inward  impression  ad- 
monishing them  that  the  soul  had  depart- 
ed to  the  bosom  of  its  Creator  at  the  very 
moment  foretold  by  its  sweet  and  heaven- 
ly-minded possessor,  and  that  the  Al- 
mighty had,  in  derision  of  their  unhallow- 
ed earnestness  for  the  prolongation  of  a 
natural  life,  so  little'worthy  of  being  put 
in  competition  with  a  heavenly  one,  either 
suffered  the  body  to  retain  a  mere  ani- 
mal existence,  or  given  the  possession  of 
it  to  some  spirit  altogether  unqualified  to 
exercise  the  organs  so  lately  occupied  by 
the  heaven-born  mind.  Yet,  when  they 
saw  the  bed-clothes  move,  and  heard  the 
regular  breathings,  they  experienced  many 
a  thrilling  ray  of  hope  that  all  they  had 
witnessed  might  have  been  the  effect  of 
some  strong  convulsion,  and  that  she 
might  yet  be  restored  to  mental  Mght,  to 
life,  and  to  all  their  loves.  Every  time, 
however,  that  they  stole  a  look,  of  the 
features,  their  hopes  were  blasted  anew. 


"  For  three  days  and  three  nights  did 
this  incomprehensible  being  lie  in  that 
drowsy  and  abstracted  state,  without  tas- 
ting meat  or  drink,  nor  did  she  seem  af- 
fected by  any  external  object,  save  by 
M'lon's  entrance  into  the  room.  On  such 
occasions,  she  always  started,  and  uttered 
a  loud  and  unintelligible  noise,  like  some- 
thing between  laughing  and  anger ;  but 
the  sound  soon  subsided,  and  generally 
died  away  with  a  feeble  laugh,  or  some- 
times with  an  articulation  that  sounded 
like  '  No-no-no !' 

"  All  this  time  no  servant  or  stranger 
had  been  suffered  to  enter  that  chamber ; 
and,  on  the  third  day,  they  agreed  to  raise 
up  this  helpless  creature,  and  endeavour 
to  supply  nature  with  some  nourishment. 
They  did  so  ;  and  now,  inured  to  an  in- 
tensity of  feeling  that  almost  rendered 
them  desperate,  they  were  enabled  to  in- 
spect the  features,  and  all  the  bodily  or- 
gans, with  the  most  minute  exactness. 
The  countenance  had  settled  into  some- 
thing like  the  appearance  of  human  life, 
— that  is,  it  was  not  so  thoroughly  the 
face  of  a  dead  person  as  when  it  was 
at  first  reanimated  ;  the  lips  had  resumed 
a  faint  dye  of  red,  and  there  were  some 
slight  veins  on  the  cheeks,  where  the 
roses  had  before  blossomed  in  such  beau- 
ty and  such  perfection.  Still  it  was  a  face 
without  the  least  gleam  of  mind — a  face 
of  mere  idiotism,  in  the  very  lowest  state 
of  debasement ;  and  not  in  one  lineament 
could  they  find  out  the  smallest  resem- 
blance between  that  face,  and  hers  that 
had  so  lately  been  the  intelligent  and  the 
lovely  Agatha  Bell.  M'lon  studied  both 
the  contour  and  profile  with  the  most 
particular  care,  thinking  that  these  must 
have  remained  the  same ;  but  in  neither 
could  the  slightest  likeness  be  found  out. 
They  combed  her  beautiful  exuberance  of 
hair,  changed  her  grave-clothes  for  others 
more  seemly,  and  asked  her  many  kind 
questions,  ail  of  which  were  either  un- 
heard or  disregarded.  She  swallowed  the 
meat  and  drink  with  which  they  fed  her 
with  great  eagerness,  but  yet  she  made 
no  motion  for  any  more  than  was  prof- 
fered to  her.  The  entrance  of  M'lon  in- 
to the  room  continued  to  affect  her  vio- 
lently, and  nothing  else  besides;  and  the 
longer  his  absence  had  been,  the  more 
powerful  his  impression  on  her  frame,  as 
well  as  on  <her  voice  and  tongue, — for 
that  incident  alone  moved  her  to  utter- 
ance. 

"  It  would  be  oppressive  and  disgust- 
ing farther  to  continue  the  description  of 
such  a  degradation  of  our  nature, — all  the 
more  benign  faculties  of  the  soul  revolt 
from  the  contemplation  of  such  an  oh- 
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ject ;  let  it  suffice,  that  she  continued  so 
long  in  the  same  state,  maintaining  a 
mere  animal,  or  rather  vegetable  existence, 
that  it  was  judged  proper,  and  agreed  to 
by  them  all,  that  she  should  be  conveyed 
to  a  private  asylum,  established  for  the 
accommodation  and  treatment  of  persons 
of  distinction  suffering  under  die  most 
dreadful  of  all  human  privations." 

Gatty  remains  in  the  Asylum  for 
some  years,  and  is  delivered  of  a  child 
there,  who  afterwards  becomes  a 
Highland  nobleman,  for  M'lon,  it 
seems,  is  a  chieftain.  She  finally  is 
cured  of  her  sad  distemper,  and  the 
book  ends  happily  ;  and  this  is  Love, 
the  first  Peril  of  Woman  ! 

Now,  James  Hogg,  Shepherd  of 
Ettrick,  and  would-be  author  of  the 
Chaldee  Manuscript,  and  of  the  mur- 
der of  Begbie,  this  style  of  thinking 
and  writing  will  not  by  any  means 
enable  your  pot  to  boil,  as  we  wish  it  to 
do.  The  public  taste  is  not  very  re- 
fined, not  over-delicate  ;  but  there 
are  things  innumerable  in  these  three 
volumes,  which  the  public  will  not 
bolt.  You  have  no  intention  to  be  an 
immoral  writer,  and  we  acquit  you  of 
that ;  but  you  have  an  intention  to 
be  a  most  unmannerly  writer,  and  of 
that  you  are  found  and  declared  guil- 
ty. You  think  you  are  shewing  your 
knowledge  of  human  nature,  in  these 
your  coarse  daubings ;  and  that  you 
arc  another  Shakespeare.  But  con- 
sider that  a  writer  may  be  indelicate, 
coarse,  gross,  even  beastly,  and  yet  not 
at  all  natural.  We  have  heard  such 
vulgarity  objected  to  even  in  Glasgow ; 
and  it  is  not  thought  readable  aloud 
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at  the  Largs.  Confound  us,  if  we  ever 
saw  in  print  anything  at  all  resembling- 
some  of  your  female  fancies ;  and  if 
you  go  on  at  this  rate,  you  will  be 
called  before  the  Kirk  Session.  This 
may  be  thought  vigour  by  many  of 
your  friends  in  the  Auld  Town,  and 
originality,  and  genius,  and  so  forth  ; 
deal  it  out  to  them  in  full  measure 
over  the  gin-jug,  or  even  the  tea-cup; 
but  it  will  not  do  at  a  Public  Enter- 
tainment. It  is  impossible  to  know 
you,  James,  and  not  love  and  admire 
you  ;  and  we  frankly  tell  you  of  your 
errors,  before  your  books  are  sent  to 
Coventry.  You  ave  a  man  of  an  ori- 
ginal mind ;  a  shrewd,  noticing,  in- 
telligent man.  Nay,  more  than  that, 
a  man  of  fancy  and  imagination.  What 
is  the  use  of  sickening  you  with  our 
eternal  praises  ?  You  are  worth  twen- 
ty score  of  Stots  and  dogs ;  and  have 
written  what  will  make  your  name  re- 
membered with  respect  ages  after  the 
broad  laugh  on  your  honest  counte- 
nance has  been  extinguished.  But 
you  know  little  or  nothing  of  the  real 
powers  and  capacities  of  James  Hogg, 
and  would  fain  be  the  fine  gentleman, 
the  painter  of  manners,  and  the  dis- 
sector of  hearts.  That  will  never  do 
in  this  world.  Your  book  will  sell ; 
we  know  that,  else  we  never  had  in- 
dited the  good  matter  of  this  article. 
But  only  take  our  advice,  and  your 
books  to  come  will  make  you  a  Cock- 
Laird.  So  kt  us  see  you  at  Ambrose's 
before  the  first  fall  of  snow,  and  we 
will  put  you  in  the  way  of  getting  five 
hundred  gold  guineas  for  your  next 
undertaking. 
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THERE  are  few  things  we  have  been 
accustomed  to  regard  with  greater  sus- 
picion than  those  great  money-collect- 
ing Associations,  the  flourishing  ex- 
istence of  which  is  so  frequently  held 
up  as  a  distinguishing  honour  and 
glory  of  our  time.  The  great  objection 
to  them  all  is,  the  total  irresponsibili- 
ty under  which  they  act.  If  they  do 
good,  it  is  well ;  but  if  they  do  evil, 
there  is  no  redress.  Everybody  is  a- 
ware,  that  what  figures  as  the  act  of 
such  or  such  a  society,  institution,  or 
association,  is  in  truth  the  act  of  one, 
two,  or  more  busy  individuals.  Every- 
body knows  that  the  Royal  Duke  in 
the  chair  is  as  innocent  of  any  under- 
standing about  the  objects  of  the  meet- 


ing, as  his  coach-horse.  Everybody 
knows  that  the  old  ladies  whose  tens 
and  twenties  of  guineas  appear  in  the 
subscription  list,  are  guiltless  of  com- 
prehending anything  more  intricate 
than  the  moves  of  Pope  Joan.  Every- 
body appreciates  the  intellectual  glance 
of  the  "  few  friends  at  Doncaster ;" 
"  the  deceased  Mr  A.  B.,  of  York;" 
"  Jeremy  Jolter,  Esq.  Bath ;"  "  the 

Rev. ,  and  congregation, 

Paisley."  Nobody  imagines  that  all 
these  inkle-weavers,  or  that  any  of 
them,  have  the  capacity  to  take  in,  in 
all  its  bearings  and  consequences,  any 
great  question  of  any  kind  whatever. 
Every  one  knows,  that  be  the  thing 
good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  the  mass  of 
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people  who  subscribe  for  it,  under- 
stand nothing  whatever  about  it.  The 
blazon-loving  herd  of  dowagers,  and 
the  more  modest  herd  of  initialists,  are 
acquitted  with  equal  ease  by  the  can- 
dour of  a  Christian  public  such  as  ours. 
But  if  this  Association,  thus  propped, 
thus  fed,  errs — if  it  libels  you  or  me 
in  its  Report — if  its  agitations  fill  you 
or  me  with  rational  fear  for  our  lives, 
or  our  fortunes — what  is  to  be  done  ? 
What  is  the  use  of  indicting  all  the 
letters  of  the  alphabet,  or  what  avails 
a  claim  of  damages  brought  by  one  in- 
jured individual  against  a  purse  which 
is  as  inexhaustible  as  the  widow's 
cruize,  because  all  the  wealthy  wi- 
dows, from  Land's-End  to  John-o'- 
Groat's,  think  they  do  God  good  ser- 
vice by  clubbing  their  mites  to  re- 
plenish it  ?  Parliamentary  privilege  is 
not  a  surer  shield  than  this  privilege 
of  HUMBUGS.  The  evil  has  increased 
— is  increasing — and  must  be  dimi- 
nished. 

Far,  however,  be  it  from  us  to  at- 
tribute seriously  any  bad  intentions  to 
those  who  have  been  chiefly  active  in 
the  establishing  and  supporting  of  the 
greater  proportion  of  these  institutions. 
It  is  not  deliberate  evil  intention  that 
we  dream  of  ascribing  to  them — it  is 
the  mere  evil  of  dulness — the  sin  of 
narrow  views  and  violent  prejudices — 
the  exaltation  of  shallow  brains — the 
tyranny  of  some  one  particular  set  of 
feelings  unopposed  by  any  capacity 
for  understanding  the  range  of  cir- 
cumstances by  which  their  operation 
ought  to  be  bounded.  This  is  the 
sort  of  sin  which  we  must  lay  more  es- 
pecially to  the  charge  of  "  the  Afri- 
can Institution,"  in  some  of  the  recent 
operations,  and,  above  all,  publications, 
of  that  very  extensive  and  very  for- 
midable association  of  names  and  pur- 
ses. 

Mr  Wilberforce  and  Mr  Zachary 
Macaulay  are  the  two  leading  cha- 
racters in  this  Institution.  Nobody 
can  doubt  that  these  are  two  most 
worthy  men.  Nobody  can  doubt  that 
one  of  them  at  least  has  done  much 
good  in  his  generation.  But  does  any- 
body dream  of  attributing  talents  of 
any  extraordinary  importance  to  both 
or  to  either  of  them  ?  Nobody  what- 
ever. Good  worthy  Mr  Wilberforce 
—excellent  Mr  Macaulay.  These  are 
the  epithets  they  are  known  by,  even 
among  their  own  warmest  worshippers. 
But  are  these  the  only  epithets  which 


ought  to  characterize  men  who  dash 
on  adventures  such  as  theirs — Men 
who  volunteer  to  manage  the  concerns, 
and  some  of  the  very  greatest  con- 
cerns, too,  of  this  great  and  enlighten- 
ed empire  ?  Are  these  "  fine  bodies" 
(as  Dr  Chalmers  would  call  them)  the 
sort  of  people  to  ride  the  whirlwind 
and  direct  the  storm  of  polity  ? — No 
— no.  They  have  totally  mistaken  the 
matter;  nature  and  education  have 
qualified  them  for  vestry  meetings  and 
tavern  dinners.  They  have  stepped 
"  ultra  crepidam"  and  it  is  high  time 
they  should  retreat  again  to  their  own 
sphere. 

What  insane  ambition  is  this  that 
agitates  these  worthy  philanthropists  ? 
Why  is  it  that  THEY  must  meddle 
with  everything? — Why  is  it  that  they 
neglect  the  Strand,  and  its  myriads  of 
street-walkers,  to  sigh  over  the  "  li- 
centiousness" of  Barbadoes?  Why, 
within  smell  of  St  Giles's,  do  they 
howl  about  the  degradation  of  the 
children  of  Ham  ?  Have  they  no  bowels 
for  the  tread-mill  ?  Have  they  no  sym- 
pathies for  Smithfield  ?  No  horror 
for  the  hulks  ?  Are  not  the  Irish  still 
fed  on  watery  potatoes,  and  the  Latin 
Bible  ?  Do  not  peat-reek  and  crowdie 
still  load  the  atmosphere  of  the  High- 
land cabin,  and  mock  the  stomachs  of 
its  unfortunate  inhabitants  ? 

The  subject  is  truly  one  of  the  deep- 
est gravity — the  consequences  to  be 
apprehended  from  this  craze  are  most 
appalling ;  and  yet,  when  one  looks  to 
the  men  rather  than  the  thing,  it  is 
really  a  matter  of  no  inconsiderable 
difficulty  to  adopt  any  other  tone  than 
one  which  may  easily  be  mistaken  for 
that  of  levity.  We  are  conscious  of 
this,  however,  and  we  are  not  uncon- 
scious that  another  line  must  be  a- 
dopted,  if  any  serious  good  is  to  be 
done ;  and  we  shall  therefore  do  our 
best  endeavour  to  keep  our  eyes  fixed 
rather  on  the  magnitude,  the  tremen- 
dous magnitude,  of  the  danger,  the 
existence  of  which  few  can  be  so  blind 
as  not  to  see,  than  on  the  benevolent 
imbecility  of  the  individuals  in  whose 
proceedings  (unless  they  be  speedily 
and  effectually  checked)  this  peril  is 
involved. 

There  is  no  need,  surely,  that  we 
should  say  one  word  in  explanation  of 
our  views  concerning  the  great  question 
of  the  abolition  of  the  slave  trade.  We 
feel — and  we  demand  it  as  our  right, 
that  we  shall  be  believed  to  the  very 
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letter  when  we  say  this — we  feel  as 
much  pride  in  that  great  event  as  any 
of  our  readers  can  be  disposed  to  do. 
We  regard  it  as  one  of  the  greatest  and 
most  glorious  achievements  of  the  spi- 
rit of  the  age  in  which  we  live.  Nay, 
we  go  farther  than  many  even  of  those 
who  sympathize  most  warmly  with  us 
as  to  this  matter,  may  as  yet  be  pre- 
pared for  accompanying  us.  In  one 
word,  we  conceive  that  the  English 
Government  ought  to  declare  the  traf- 
fic in  slaves  piracy.  Good  Heavens ! 
are  we  to  be  told  that  there  is  that  vir- 
tuous, confessedly  virtuous,  thing  in 
this  world,  which  the  Government  of 
the  United  States  of  America  has  da- 
red to  do,  and  which  ours  dares  not 
set  its  face  to  ?  We  cannot  suffer  this 
degrading  chimera  to  stand  unrebu- 
ked  before  us.  We  demand  of  the  Mi- 
nisters of  England,  the  pride  as  well 
as  the  benevolence  of  the  English  spi- 
rit. We  laugh  to  see  Mr  Canning  and 
Lord  Liverpool  subscribing  their  ten 
guineas  a-piece  to  the  African  Institu- 
tion— an  institution  which  has,  or 
ought  to  have,  nothing  at  all  to  do 
with  the  polity  of  this  great  nation. 
We  smile  to  see  them  giving  the  sup- 
port of  their  names  even  to  this  ex- 
tent, to  an  Association  which  dares  to 
meddle  with  things  so  totally  beyond 
its  province.  If  these  statesmen  are 
sincere  enemies,  as  who  can  doubt  they 
are,  to  everything  in  the  shape  of  a 
slave  trade,  let  them  say  so  within  the 
walls  of  Parliament,  not  in  the  Appen- 
dix to  Mr  Wilberforce's  pamphlet. — 
Let  them  say  boldly,  Is  it  the  sense  of 
the  British  Senate,  that  such  or  such 
things  ought  to  be  done — Ay,  or  no  ? 
No  fear  for  the  answer.  But  let  not 
THEM  at  least  countenance  this  system 
of  irresponsible  Parliaments,  without 
the  walls  of  the  responsible  place.  Let 
not  THEM  compromise  the  character  of 
the  offices  with  which  they  are  invest- 
ed, and,  through  that,  the  character  of 
the  nation  by  which  they  are  trusted. 
Let  others  speak,  if  they  will.  It  be- 
comes these  men,  and  such  as  these, 
to  remember,  that  in  then- case,  speech- 
ification  never  is,  at  least  never  should 
be,  the  end,  but  the  mean — that  their 
own  dignity,  and,  above  all,  that  the 
majesty  of  the  empire  whose  first  ser- 
vants they  are,  requires  at  their  hands 
something  very  different  from  the 
conduct  in  which  private  individuals 
may  occasionally  be  indulged.  Let 
others  speak,  if  they  will,  in  taverns 


or  in  pamphlets— these  men  are  the 
ministers  and  the  representatives  of 
England,  and  their  speaking  should 
always  have  action  at  its  back— ef- 
fectual action,  national  action — the  arm 
and  the  strength  of  an  empire,  not  the 
jingle  of  ten  guineas. 

We  are  well  aware  that  some  part 
of  this  language  may  appear  unbeco- 
ming in  us ;  but  really  it  seems  to  us 
that  the  distinguished,  enlightened,  and 
philanthropic  statesman,  who  now  re- 
presents his  Majesty's  Colonial  Govern- 
ment in  the  House  of  Commons,  owes 
it  to  himself,  and  to  the  country,  to  be 
a  little  more  careful  than  he  has  been, 
in  regard  to  the  maintenance  of  some 
apparent  consistency  of  conduct  re- 
specting this  great  and  important  ques- 
tion of  policy.  When  we  turn  to  the 
African  Institution,  what  do  we  see  ? 
We  see  a  host  of  "  pamphlets,"  "  Re- 
ports," "  Appendices,"  "  Statements," 
"  Views,"  "  Appeals,"  and  what  not, 
all  proceeding  from  the  same  quarter 
—all  characterized  by  the  same  gla- 
ring specimens  of  rashness  and  fanati- 
cal zeal — all  abounding  in  incorrect 
narration  of  facts,  and  teeming  with 
diatribes  of  the  most  inflammatory 
tendency.  We  see  these,  and  the  just 
feelings  of  distrust  which  necessarily 
arise  within  us,  do  not  indeed  prevent  us 
from  believing  that  the  two  or  three 
individuals,  in  whom  alone  the  whole  of 
these  things  originate,  are  well-mean-, 
ing,  good,  worthy,  benevolent  people—- 
not at  all — but  we  certainly  do  see  quite 
enough  to  satisfy  us,  that  these  well- 
meaning  people  are  treading  upon 
most  delicate  and  dangerous  ground- 
that  they  are  outstepping  their  own 
sphere,  and  violating  every  principle 
of  rational  prudence.  We  see  all  this, 
and  we  turn  to  the  end  of  any  one  of 
their  REPORTS  ; — and  there,  at  the 
end  of  these  rash  and  ill-advised  pro- 
grammes of  impracticable  polity  and 
mistaken  zeal,  we  see  the  name  of  "•  The 
Right  Honourable  George  Canning," 
duly  blazoned,  as  an  annual  subscri- 
ber to  the  fund,  by  which  all  the  ex- 
penses of  this  perilous  paper-battery 
are  defrayed.  We  see  this_,  and  we 
turn  back  to  the  file  of  last  winter's 
newspapers  ;  and  what  do  we  find 
there  ? — Why,  do  we  not  find  a  long 
series  of  columns,  occupied  with  the 
particulars  of  a  most  solemn  debate  in 
the  House  of  Commons — a  debate,  in 
the  course  of  which  these  Leading  Men 
of  the  African  Institution  spouted  all 
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their  own  old  pamphlets  over  again, 
in  the  shape  of  speeches  ;  and  in  the 
course  of  which,  all  these  pamphlet- 
speeches  were  most  beautifully,  clear- 
ly, and  convincingly  proved  to  be  fill- 
ed with  flagrant  inaccuracies,  and 
pregnant  with  appalling  dangers-r-by 
whom  ? — Why,  by  this  very  man,  this 
very  statesman,  who  allows  his  eminent 
name  to  figure,  year  after  year,  in  the  list 
of  those  by  whose  contributions  alone 
these  rash  men  are  enabled  to  do  what 
requires  the  utmost  exertion  of  his 
parliamentary  eloquence  and  autho- 
rity, and  that  of  his  colleagues,  to 
counteract  and  keep  within  any  tole- 
rable limits.  Such  is,  really  and  sim- 
ply, the  true  state  of  the  case ;  and 
we  certainly  have  a  great  deal  too  much 
respect  for  the  character  of  this  pre- 
eminently accomplished  statesman,  not 
to  be  anxious  for  the  disappearance  of 
a  circumstance  which,  it  is  impossible 
to  deny,  furnishes  his  enemies  with  a 
fair  pretence  for  charging  him  with 
the  fault  of  personal  inconsistency — 
a  fault  from  which  we  know  of  no 
public  life  that  is,  upon  the  whole, 
more  proudly  free  than  his  glorious 
one. 

But  to  the  question — and,  after  all, 
it  is,  in  the  shape  recent  events  have 
given  it,  a  very  narrow  one.  It  is  ad- 
mitted on  all  hands  that  SLAVERY  is, 
in  its  essence,  a  bad  thing.  It  is  ad- 
mitted on  all  hands  that  the  abolition 
of  the  slave  trade  confers  honour  on 
this  age  of  British  legislation.  That 
abolition,  followed  up  by  the  registry 
enactments  (of  which  it  is  unnecessary 
to  say  anything  more  at  present)  has, 
in  spite  of  all  the  insinuations  of  the 
African  Association  agitators,  put  an 
end,  completely  and  effectually  put  an 
end,  to  the  introduction  of  new  slaves 
from  Africa  into  the  British  West  In- 
dian colonies.  Mr  Wilberforce  and 
his  brother  pamphlet-writers  do  insi- 
nuate that  this  is  not  so — but  their  in- 
sinuations are  made,  not  only  without 
the  slightest  support  in  the  shape  of 
facts,  but  in  the  teeth  of  an  array  of 
solemn  assertions,  which  have  convin- 
ced all  the  rest  of  the  world  except  the 
few  who  will  not  believe  that  black  is 
black,  if  they  see  the  converse  of  that 
proposition  maintained  by  Messrs  Wil- 
berforce and  Macaulay,  and  enforced 
with  quotations  from  the  Pentateuch 
and  the  Apocalypse,  in  the  sage  and  au- 
thoritative pages  of  their  organ,  "  the 
Christian  Observer."  We  say  that  it  is 
proved  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  world, 
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that  an  effectual  stop  has  been  put  to  the 
introduction  of  any  new  slaves  into  any 
of  his  Majesty's  West  Indian  colonies. 
This  being  the  case,  the  only  remain- 
ing subject  for  rational  consideration 
is  that  of  the  condition  of  the  slaves 
actually  there.  It  is  admitted  on  all 
hands,  that  it  is  much  to  be  regretted 
there  should  be  eight  hundred  thou- 
sand human  beings  living  in  this  con- 
dition within  the  dominions  of  the 
King  of  England.  This  was  admitted 
— or  rather,  we  should  say,  this  was 
taken  for  granted,  in  every  speech  that 
was  delivered,  either  on  the  one  or  the 
other  side  of  the  question,  in  the  course 
of  the  debate  on  Mr  Buxton's  mo- 
tion in  the  last  session  of  Parliament. 
At  the  conclusion  of  that  debate,  Mr 
Buxton  withdrew  his  motion ;  and  a 
series  of  counter-resolutions,  proposed 
by  Mr  Canning,  were  unanimously 
adopted  by  the  House  of  Commons. 
These  resolutions  embody  an  admis- 
sion, as  large  and  full  as  any  human 
being  can  desire,  that  the  condition  of 
slavery  is  an  evil.  They  embody  also 
the  solemn  belief  of  the  British  House 
of  Commons,  that  the  existence  of  this 
condition  cannot  be  done  away  with  in 
the  West  Indian  colonies  of  this  em- 
pire, under  any  circumstances,  or  by 
any  other  means,  than  those  of  a  most 
deliberate,  gradual,  and  sober  charac- 
ter. And,  to  conclude,  the  circum- 
stances under  which  these  resolutions 
were  brought  forward,  and  under 
which  they  were  unanimously  adopt- 
ed by  Parliament,  render  it  absolute- 
ly impossible  for  any  sane  man  to  de- 
ny that  the  British  Ministry  has  given 
its  most  solemn  pledge  to  the  British 
Legislature,  that  everything  which  Go- 
vernment can  do,  will  be  done  for  the 
gradual  improvement  of  the  condition 
of  the  slaves — for  the  gradually  bring- 
ing of  them  into  that  state  wherein 
freedom  may  be  beneficially  conferred 
on  them — due  regard  being  had,  by 
careful  preparations,  moral,  political, 
and  economical,  to  the  bringing  of  these 
colonies  at  large,  and  everything  con- 
nected with  them,  into  such  a  state  as 
may  admit  of  that  change  being  effect- 
ed, without  the  infliction  of  patrimo- 
nial injury  upon  those  who  possess 
property — vested  under  the  eye,  the 
patronage,  and  the  protection  of  the 
Crown  and  Parliament  of  England — in 
the  soil  and  shipping  of  these  ancient 
and  valuable  appendages  of  this  em- 
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This  is  the  state  in  which  the  con- 
11 


1923/3  The  West  Indian  Controversy. 

elusion  of  that  most  interesting  dis- 
cussion in  the  House  of  Commons 
left  this  matter.  Messrs  Buxton  and 
Wilberforce  both  spoke  largely  in  that 
debate.  They  were  both  of  them  par- 
ties to  the  solemn  act  in  which  it  con- 
cluded. And  what  has  happened  since? 
In  the  course  of  the  debate,  the  differ- 
ent reports  of  the  African  Institu- 
tion were  continually  quoted  by  the 
speakers  on  Mr  Buxton's  side.  The 
speech  of  Mr  Wilberforce  was  almost 
a  literal  copy  of  a  pamphlet  which  had 
been  published  shortly  before,  under 
the  express  patronage  of  the  African 
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Institution.  The  African  Institution, 
therefore,  appeared  there  in  the  per- 
sons of  Wilberforce  and  his  coadju- 
tors. They  came  as  its  representatives 
and  advocates — and  mouth  pieces. 
They  came,  and  they  went  away— if 
there  was  any  meaning  or  faith  in  their 
votes— satisfied— and  good  reason  that 
they  should. 

But  what  has  happened  since? — • 
Why,  the  African  Institution  could 
scarcely  with  any  face  come  forward 
again. — That  institution  could  scarce- 
ly stir  immediately  after  its  great 
leaders  and  organs  had  professed  them- 
selves to  be  satisfied.  The  treaty  had 
been  signed  and  sealed,  and  could  not 
be  with  any  decency  broken  at  once,  vi- 
sibly and  openly  broken,  ere  any  time 
whatever  has  been  allowed  to  the  Mi- 
nistry for  shewing  by  what  means  they 
designed  to  redeem  the  solemn  pledge 
they  had  so  recently  and  so  generous- 
ly given.  No — but  there  is  another 
society — another  Institution — another 
Association,  which  had  not  been 
brought  so  prominently  forward  in 
that  debate,  or  in  the  pamphlets  by 
which  the  public  mind  was  so  elabo- 
rately prepared  for  its  occurrence. 
There  was  still  the  "  Society  for  the 
Mitigation  of  Slavery" — this  body  had 
not  been  compromised — this  body  had 
been  no  party  to  the  treaty — this  body 
was  still  free  to  speak  and  to  publish. 
It  has  done  so. — Under  its  patron- 
age, a  new  tribe  of  pamphlets  has  been, 
from  month  to  month,  showered  upon 
the  public.  In  these  productions  all 
the  same  blunders  are  reiterated  in 
almost  the  same  words — in  them  all 
the  same  inflammatory  cant  lias  been 
dealed  out  agrin  in  fifty  new  shapes, 
and  with,  we  blush  to  speak  it,  fifty 
new  exaggerations. — And  who  are  the 


alter — who  are  they  ? — Alter  et  idem- 
The  patron  and  president  of  both  is 
the  Duke  of  Gloucester.   Mr  Buxton, 
a  vice-president  of  the  one,  is  a  direc- 
tor  of  the   other.      Mr   Wilberforce 
stands  in  the  same  relation  to  both. 
So  does  Mr  Macaulay.  In  short,  every- 
body who  glances  over  the  lists  of  the 
managers  of  these  Associations,  sees  at 
once  that  they  are  in  fact  the  creatures 
of  the  very  same  people — that  they 
are,  in  other  words,  jfist  two  different 
names  for  the  same  thing.  Now  these 
great  characters  have  done  this.    The 
fact  is  clear,  certain,  undisputed,  and 
indisputable,  that  they  have  acted  in 
this  manner.      Beaten  down  in  the 
House  of  Commons  by  the  rational 
eloquence  which  Mr  Canning  wielded, 
and  by  the  judicious  remarks  with 
which  Messrs  Baring  and  other  mer- 
cantile members  of  the  highest  cha- 
racter, reinforced  the  Right  Honour- 
able Secretary,  they  found  that  they 
could  do  no  better  than  submit  with  a 
good  grace  at  the  moment.    They  did 
submit — the  pledge  was  offered — ac- 
cepted. It  was  offered  by  Mr  Canning, 
in  the  name  and  on  the  behalf  of  the 
British  Government,  and  it  was  ac- 
cepted by  these  men  in  their  own 
names  ;  and,  if  there  was  any  mean- 
ing in  one  word  they  uttered,  on  the 
behalf  of  that  Association,  which  had 
all  along  been   completely  identified 
with  them — which,  not  to  waste  words, 
everybody  knew  and  knows  never  had 
any  existence,  except  in  their  persons 
and  operations. 

With  this  pledge  in  their  pockets, 
they  took  their  departure  from  the 
House  of  Commons ;  and,  within  two 
months  after  they  so  took  their  depar- 
ture, a  Report  of  this  very  debate  was 
published  by  their  "  Society  for  the 
Mitigation,"  &c.,  with  long  appendices, 
stuffed  with  relentless  reiterations  of 
all  the  old  matter — wilh  laborious 
attacks  upon  Mr  Canning,  and  all  the 
other  speakers  on  his  side — with  pon- 
derous buttresses  to  the  shaken-down 
arguments  of  the  Buxtons  and  the 
Wilberforces.  In  short,  this  Slave 
Trade,  at  least,  has  been  unbrushing- 
ly  renewed  with  greater  vigour  than 
ever — renewed  in  the  same  bottoms — 
and  renewed  with  scarcely  the  sem- 
blance of  hoisting  a  new  set  of  colours. 
• — Is  such  conduct  worthy  of  British 
statesmen  ?  Are  these  restless,  incon* 


people  that  preside  over  this  Second     sistent,  unreasonable  mortals,  the  pro- 
Association  ?    Uno  avulso  non  deficit     per  guides  for  the  English  mind  ? 
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All  this,  undoubtedly,  bad  as  it  is, 
forms  but  one  small  feature.  Small  as 
it  is,  however,  it  is  sufficient  to  shew 
what  the  real  character  of  these  peo- 
ple's method  of  acting  is  ;  and  there- 
fore we  have  not  disdained  to  say  a  few 
words  upon  it.  The  truth  is,  that 
TRUTH  is  becoming  a  matter  of  the 
extremest  rarity  in  anything  like  the 
discussion  of  anything  like  a  public 
question.  By  truth,  we  mean  the  bold- 
ness of  truth — the  courage  to  speak 
manfully  "  the  truth,  the  whole  truth, 
and  nothing  but  the  truth."  Look,  now, 
at  that  most  interesting  debate  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  of  which  we  have 
been  speaking — just  look  at  it — read  it 
from  end  to  end ;  and  say,  honestly, 
whether  there  ever  appeared  in  the  re- 
cord of  any  one  human  transaction,  a 
more  extraordinary  specimen  of  the  to- 
tal suppression  of  the  truth.  We  see 
Mr  Canning,  Mr  Baring,  and  many 
more  men  of  enlightened  miiids,  of  li- 
beral knowledge,  of  rational  conduct, 
opposed  to  a  set  of  people  whom  we 
all  most  perfectly  know  they  regard  as 
a  set  of  complete  imbeciles,  vain  and 
restless  (however  well-intentioned  and 
well-principled)  agitators — so  many 
living  specimens  of  humbug.  But 
does  anybody  dare  to  hint  this  ? — No, 
no.  The  subject  is  argued  with  a 
grave  face,  and  the  desired  end  is  cle- 
verly accomplished.  But  does  any 
one  venture  to  clothe  that  end  which 
every  one  understands,  in  plain^  intelli- 
gible words  ? — XTo,  truly.  The  real 
feeling  of  the  Ministry,  and  of  Mr  Can- 
ning in  particular,  we  all  perfectly  know, 
was  this: — Here  isasubject  of  the  great- 
est consequence — here  is  a  subject  fit 
to  exercise  the  intellect  of  the  greatest 
and  wisest  of  men — here  is  a  subject 
deserving  and  demanding  the  closest 
and  most  serious  attention  of  the  first 
minds  in  England.  This  subject  a  set 
of  dreaming  enthusiasts  have  taken 
into  their  hands ;  and,  if  we  do  not  take 
it  out  of  their  hands,  they  run  a  great 
risk  of  ruining,  by  means  of  their  fol- 
ly, one  of  the  chief  supports  of  the 
commercial  wealth  of  England.  We 
must  take  it  out  of  the  hands  of  these 
Wilberforces  and  Buxtons,  or  they 
will  ruin  the  whole  body  of  West  In- 
dian proprietors — they  will  convert  a 
body  of  slaves,  who  are  not  suffering 
anything  like  the  hundredth,  the  thou- 
sandth part  of  that  misery  which  these 
people  delight  in  describing — a  set  of 
slaves,  who,  in  point  of  fact,  are,  in 
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very  many  respects,  better  off  than  the 
poor  peasantry  of  our  own  country — 
they  will  convert  these  at  once  into 
a  set  of  lawless  banditti,  revelling  in 
blood. — In  doing  this,  they  will  ab- 
solutely ruin  the  fortunes,  and,  in  all 
probability,  endanger,  to  a  fearful  ex- 
tent, the  lives  of  our  brothers  and  kins- 
men, the  loyal  subjects  of  this  empire, 
and  entitled  to  all  the  protection  of  this 
government.  They  will  produce  such 
a  work  of  desolation  as  their  limited 
imaginations  are  inadequate  to  form 
even  the  most  distant  notion  of ; — and 
they  will  do  all  this,  because  they  are 
foolish,  weak,  well-meaning,  vain  crea- 
tures themselves ;  and  because  they 
are  unwittingly  made  the  tools  of  a  set 
of  deeper  and  more  designing  persons, 
who  take  especial  care  to  keep  out  of 
sight  at  present,  but  whose  motives  and 
influence  we  are  most  thoroughly 
aware  of.  We  must  take  this  subject 
out  of  the  hands  of  these  men,  and 

THESE   ARE   OUR  REASONS. 

Such,  if  this  had  been  an  age  of 
openness,  and  real  above-board  pro- 
ceeding, would  have  been  the  language 
— as  every  rational  man  is  quite  con- 
vinced it  was  the  feeling — of  his  Ma- 
jesty's Ministers.  But  no  ;  this  is  not 
the  way  things  must  be  managed  in 
these  days.  Wilberforce,  Buxton,  and 
the  rest  of  them,  must  be  borne  gently 
in  hand.  If  we  spoke  the  fair,  simple 
truth  about  them,  we  should  perhaps 
run  a  risk  of  throwing  them  into  the 
hands  of  the  Whigs.  The  Whigs  de- 
sire nothing  but  a  handle  for  creating 
confusion.  Give  them  an  opportunity 
of  making  a  few  grand  flowery  speeches 
about  liberty,  and  they  will  read,  with- 
out one  shudder,  the  narrative  of  a 
whole  colony  bathed  in  blood  and  fire, 
over  their  chocolate  the  next  morning.  _ 
All  this  we  are  perfectly  aware  of;" 
nay,  more — we  well  know  that  every 
sane  man  in  these  islands  knows  quite 
well  that  we  are  thoroughly  aware  of 
all  this  ;  but  yet,  we  cannot  venture  to 
beard  the  humbug  spirit  of  the  age — 
we  must  not  speak  out — we  must  deal 
in  round-abouts— we  must  submit  to 
flatter  these  imbeciles  — we  are  setting 
our  faces  to  a  toil,  of  which  these  peo- 
ple are  incapable  of  estimating  either 
the  importance  or  the  extent — we  are 
about  to  do  what  we  feel  to  be  our 
duty,  and  a  duty  our  hearts  will  re- 
joice in  performing,  cost  what  pain  it 
may  to  us— we  are  setting  our  faces  to 
this  great  toil— we  are  entering  upon 
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this  great  work— we  have  freed  our 
country  from  the  danger  of  a  foreign 

C1  Q,  and  it  is  now  our  desire  and  our 
e,  that  our  future  years  may  be 
destined  to  be  spent  in  the  not  less  no- 
ble toils  of  interior  amelioration.  This 
is  a  branch,  and  a  great  one,  of  the  great, 
the  arduous,  the  ill-paid  toil  to  which 
we  have  set  our  hands  and  our  hearts ; 
but  the  age  of  open  sincerity  in  poli- 
tical procedure  is  gone  by.  It  is  our 
duty  and  our  desire  to  do  what  is  right ; 
but  it  is  our  necessity  to  keep  terms 
with  folly  in  the  midst  of  wisdom. 

We  confess  it  is  not  without  sorrow 
and  humiliation  we  take  such  a  view 
of  such  matters,  and  such  men  ;  but 
we  cannot  alter  that  which  we  see. 
Our  voice,  at  least,  shall  be  open.  We 
have  no  need  to  court  the  forbearance 
of  those  we  despise.  There  is  still 
one  corner  where  truth  may  and  shall 
be  spoken.  And  well  do  we  know,  that 
whenever  there  is  the  courage  to  speak 
the  truth,  there  is  no  fear  but  there 
will  be  plenty  of  ears  to  listen,  and 
plenty  of  consciences  to  acknowledge. 

Our  object  is  the  truth,  and  no- 
thing but  the  truth ;  and  we  shall 
speak  the  truth  on  both  sides  of  the 
question.  On  both  sides  of  the  con- 
troversy, there  has  been  a  very  great 
deal  of  unfairness.  The  Wilberforcians 
have  dealt  most  unfairly  in  accepting 
the  pledge  of  his  Majesty's  Govern- 
ment, and  then  continuing  to  speak 
and  act  as  if  there  had  been  no  coun- 
ter-pledge given  by  themselves — no 
pledge  to  be  silent  spectators  for  a  time 
at  least — no  pledge  to  allow  the  Go- 
vernment a  free  stage  for  experiment, 
and  for  exertion — no  pledge,  the  mat- 
ter being  solemnly  delivered  up  by 
Parliament  into  the  hands  of  high  and 
responsible  persons,  to  have  done  with 
all  the  meddling  of  these  unresponsible 
associations,  until  there  had  been  time 
and  opportunity  for  the  Government 
to  let  it  be  seen  whether  or  not  they 
really  were  in  earnest  in  the  part  which 
they  had  acted  in  the  conduct  and  at 
the  conclusion  of  that  memorable  de- 
bate. 

In  these  respects  the  Wilberforcian 
body  have  behaved  themselves  in  a 
manner  which  we  have  freely  confessed 
ourselves  unable  to  reconcile  with  any 
honourable  and  manly  standard  of 
public  action.  But,  on  the  other 
hand,  we  must  do  these  men  justice  in 
regard  to  another  part  of  the  contro- 
versy, which  it  is  certainly  their  own 


fault  to  have  rekindled.— These  men 
are  accused  .loudly  by  the  violent  de-< 
claimers  on  the  other  side  of  the  dis- 
pute, of  having  disclaimed,  in  their 
management  of  the  abolition  question, 
and  in  every  stage  of  it,  any  intention 
of  disturbing  the  condition  of  slavery, 
as  existing  in  the  West  Indies. 

Now,  here  we  must  at  once  espouse 
their  part.  Be  it  so,  that  their  lan- 
guage as  to  this  matter,  was,  on  some 
occasions,  more  vague  and  incorrect 
than  it  should  have  been— we  are  not 
prepared  to  say,  that  such  was  the 
case,  but  let  it  be  granted  for  a  mo- 
ment that  it  was  so— Still  we  contend, 
there  could  never'  have  been,  among 
men  capable  of  any  degree  of  thought, 
or  reflection,  the  least  doubt  but  that 
these  men  attacked  the  slave  trade, 
first,  for  its  own  hideous  peculiarities, 
and  secondly,  but  not  less  earnestly,  as 
a  part  of  the  system  from  which  the  ex- 
istence of  such  a  thing  as  slavery  had 
come  to  be  recognized  within  any  part 
of  the  colonial  possessions  of  the  Eng- 
lish crown.  Whatever  they  said,  or 
did  not  say,  nobody  but  a  very  thought- 
less person  indeed  could  ever  have 
been  blind  to  this.  If  the  slave  trade 
was  an  abomination,  it  always  follow- 
ed as  the  clearest  of  consequences,  that 
the  existence  of  slavery  was  an  evil. 
We  confess,  that  till  we  saw  some 
of  the  recent  pamphlets,  we  should 
scarcely  have  imagined  it  possible  that 
any  serious  accusation  could  have  been 
brought  against  the  abolitionists  on 
this  head.  Such,  however,  has  been 
the  case  ;  and  we  acquit  ourselves  of 
one  of  the  most  pleasing  parts  of  our 
present  duty,  by  thus  declaring  that 
we  have  listened  to  the  accusation  with 
all  the  pain  which  the  contemplation 
of  visible  injustice,  in  regard  to  a  mat- 
ter of  so  grave  and  serious  importance, 
was  well  calculated  to  inspire  in  im- 
partial and  disinterested  minds. 

Having  said  this,  we  have  reduced 
the  subject  within  still  narrower  limits. 
In  truth,  abstracting  all  consideration 
of  the  personal  conduct  of  Mr  Wilber- 
force  and  his  friends,  the  matter  is 
now  comprized  within  a  space  of  no 
very  formidable  dimensions.  Mr  Can- 
ning, in  the  speech  which  introduced 
the  resolutions  adopted  by  the  House 
of  Commons,  pledged  the  government, 
as  far  as  any  government  can  pledge 
itself,  that  no  time  should  be  lost  in 
endeavouring  to  do  away  with  those 
most  prominent  features  of  hardship 
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which  had  so  long  held  the  first  place 
in  every  representation  of  the  evils 
of  West-Indian  hondage.  He  pled- 
ged the  faith  of  Government,  that  its 
best  endeavours  should  be  given  to  the 
total  and  immediate  abolition  of  the 
f  the  whip,  in  so  far  as  female 
slaves  are  concerned.  This  was  con- 
fessedly the  maximum  opprobrium. 
The  Secretary  also  expressed  himself 
as  having  quite  made  up  his  mind 
about  the  necessity  of  giving  the  cha- 
racter of  legal  security  to  property  re- 
alized by  negro  slaves — and  also  of  ex- 
tending the  allowance  of  free  time,  so 
as  to  permit  the  exclusive  devotion  of 
the  Sabbath-day  to  the  exercises  of  re- 
ligion and  the  enjoyment  of  repose. 
Upon  the  more  intricate  question  con- 
cerning the  admission  of  the  evidence 
of  negroes,  in  cases  where  the  lives 
and  properties  of  the  whites  are  in- 
volved, Mr  Canning  frankly  confessed 
that  he  had  not  been  able  to  see  his 
way  through  all  the  inherent  difficul- 
ties of  that  matter ;  but  he  as  frankly 
avowed  the  strong  tendency  of  hfs 
mind  to  believe,  that,  upon  more  ma- 
ture consideration,  some  practicable 
measure  of  improvement  as  to  this 
also  might  be  fallen  upon.  In  regard 
to  the  liberty  of  bequest,  he  brought 
out  the  very  beautiful  idea  of  making 
this  a  reward  consequent  upon  en- 
trance into  the  marriage  state,  accord- 
ing to  the  solemn  institutions  of  Chris- 
tianity. In  a  word,  the  government 
is  pledged  already  to  do  its  utmost  en- 
deavours for  the  removal  of  the  most 
black  and  flagrant  features  of  this  in 
itself  evil  condition  ;  and — which  is  a 
matter  of  the  very  highest  importance, 
although  apparently  but  little  attend- 
ed to  by  the  worthy  but  rash  men  of 
whom  so  much  has  been  said — his 
Majesty's  government  possesses  the 
mean?;  of  making  experiments  as  to 
this  matter,  with  far  greater  hope  of 
success,  and  speedy  success  too,  than 
even  the  Legislature  of  England  could 
possibly  attain.  For  there  are  several 
islands  in  the  West  Indies  entirely 
free  from  any  control  of  provincial 
assemblies,  &c. — appendages  to  the 
Crown,  and  nothing  more.  It  is  there, 
as  Mr  Canning,  of  course,  took  occa- 
sion to  hint,  that  the  government  will 
make  its  first  experiments.  There  it 
can  act  free,  unfettered,  unopposed ; 
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and  the  experittient  that  ra  success- 
fully tried  there,  can  have  but  a  slen- 
der chance  of  being  met  by  any  very 
considerable  difficulties  when  it  is  pro- 
posed for  repetition  elsewhere. 

On  every  account,  therefore,  we  are 
most  anxious  that  Mr  Wilberforce  and 
his  associations  would  be  persuaded  to 
pause.  The  fact  cannot  be  denied,  that 
the  Ministry  have  within  the  last  few 
years  done  enough  to  entitle  them  to 
the  same  respect  as  internal  reformers, 
which  their  conduct  of  the  war  of  re- 
volution so  undeniably  fixed  upon 
them  as  defenders  from  foreign  aggres- 
sion. If  these  men  are  not  to  be  trust- 
ed, where  are  we — to  whom  can  we 
look  ?  If  we  have  not  faith  enough  to 
give  them  "  ample  room  and  scope 
enough"  for  a  wrork  which  they  pledge 
themselves  to  go  through  with,  to  what 
quarter  are  we  to  turn  ourselves  ?  The 
prominent  agitators  of  the  emancipa- 
tion question  are  not  statesmen  at  all 
— and  they  that  at  least  wish  to  lurk 
behind,  are,  as  we  shall  shortly  have 
occasion  to  see,  persons  whose  past  his- 
tory has  been  but  little  calculated  to 
create  any  feelings  other  than  those  of 
distrust — distrust  moral — distrust  po- 
litical;— distrust  religious — total  and 
deep  distrust. 

In  the  meantime,  it  is  very  gratify- 
ing to  learn,  upon  authority,  which  a 
few  sneering  paragraphs  in  the  last 
pamphlet  of  the  Mitigation  Society 
have  little  chance  of  discrediting,  that, 
in  point  of  fact,  it  is  utterly  false  that 
no  improvements  have  been  already 
introduced  into  the  condition  of  the 
West  Indian  Negroes.  That  very  rash 
and  ill-judged  production,  "  The  Ap- 
peal" which  Mr  Wilberforce  publish- 
ed in  the  beginning  of  this  year,  has 
called  into  the  field  a  highly  respect- 
able and  most  zealous  clergyman  of 
the  name  of  Bridges,*  who  has  long 
been  resident  in  Jamaica,  and  who 
necessarily,  from  the  character  of  his 
office,  has  had  the  very  best  means  of 
making  himself  acquainted  with  the 
real  state  of  the  negro  population  of 
that  great  island.  This  gentleman's 
letter  appears  to  have  excited  feelings 
of  no  pleasurable  nature  in  a  certain 
quarter — and  no  wonder;  for,  in  truth, 
Mr  Bridges,  churchman  though  he  be, 
seems  to  be  far  more  than  a  match  for 
the  church-despising  institutionists 


*  A  Voice  from  Jamaica;  in  reply  to  William  Wilberforce,  Esq.  M.  P.  Ity  the  Rev. 
George  Wilson  Bridges,  B.  A.      Longman  and  Co.,  London.  1823. 
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against  whom  he  has  been  induced  to 
draw  his  pen.  His  little  pamphlet  is 
composed,  in  general,  in  a  style  that 
does  him  honour — a  sprinkling  of  La- 
tin quotations,  rather  of  the  tritest  or- 
der, may  indeed  throw  rather  a  ludi- 
crous air  over  some  passages ;  but,  on 
the  whole,  the  production  is  evidently 
that  of  a  gentleman,  a  Christian,  and 
a  philanthropist.  But  this  philanthro- 
pist has  really  lived  in  the  West  In- 
dies. Hear  in  what  language  he  ven- 
tures to  address  the  Honourable  Mem- 
ber for  Bramber : — 

*'  You,  sir,  have  never  "been  in  the  West 
Indies  ;  you  have  never  viewed  the  habits 
of  negro  life  in  its  indigenous  state  ;  nor 
ever  had  communication  with  that  people, 
other  than  what  you  may  have  obtained 
from  some  casual  intercourse  with  a  few 
individuals  in  London,  who  have  visited 
you  as  their  avowed  protector,  and  the 
ready  listener  to  their  tales  of  woe ;  yet  you 
conceive  your  knowledge  of  their  character 
to  be  perfect.  As  perfect,  sir,  as  is  that 
you  would  form  of  the  English  peasant, 
from  the  artful  talc  of  a  wandering  street- 
beggar  at  your  door. 

"  Allow  then  one  who  has  profited  by 
all  those  opportunities  which  you  want,  one 
whose  professional  duties  induce  an  inti- 
mate acquaintance  with  the  negro  character 
in  its  progressive  stages  of  improvement ; 
one  who  is  equally  anxious  as  yourself  to 
see  the  negroes  raised  to  the  rank  which 
all  Christians  should  be  first  rendered  com- 
petent to  sustain,  to  tell  you  that  you  are 
fatally  in  error  throughout ; — that,  in  fact, 
you  know  little  of  their  actual  state  ;  and 
that  if  your  views  of  the  case  are  founded 
on  the  statements  detailed  in  your  '  Ap- 
peal,' they  are  as  inaccurate  and  pre- 
mature, as  the  information  you  have  ob- 
tained is  false." 

And  again — 

"  Las  Cases,  the  great  philanthropist, 
whose  labours  were,  for  fifty  years,  exclu- 
sively directed  to  the  melioration  of  slavery 
in  the  West  Indies,  before  he  ventured  to 
charge  his  fellow-countrymen  with  cruelty, 
made  repeated  voyages  across  the  Atlantic, 
to  inform  himself  correctly  on  the  subject 
of  their  actual  condition  ;  unwilling,  from 
hearsay  evidence  only,  to  cast  imputations 
upon  men  who  possibly  might  not  deserve 
them  ;  and  thinking  it  not  too  much  to  sa- 
crifice a  life  of  ease  and  opulence  to  effect 
strict  justice  in  the  cause  he  undertook. 
His  equity,  and  his  impartial  labours, 
though  not  crowned  with  all  the  success 
they  so  richly  merited,  yet  obtained  for  him 
the  gratifying  title  of  '  Protector  of  the  In- 
dians ;'  a  meed  of  honourable  fame  which 
will  attach  to  his  name  as  long  as  the  world 
exists  ;  and  he  is,  doubtless,  now  wearing 
a  bright  diadem  of  immortal  glory,  the  re- 
ward of  his  upright  philanthropy,  and 
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benevolent  exertions  in  the  cause  of  justice 
and  OF  TRUTH.  You,  sir,  doubtless,  are 
actuated  by  the  same  humane  motives,  and 
hope  for  the  same  celestial  rewards  ;  but, 
permit  me  to  remind  you,  that  you  follow 
that  great  man  at  an  immeasurable  dis- 
tance. Instead  of  endeavouring  to  gain 
the  most  satisfactory  information,  you  sit 
calmly  in  your  library,  compose  speeches, 
and  write  books,  on  countries  you  have  ne- 
ver visited  ;  on  the  imaginary  condition  of 
a  race  of  people  four  thousand  miles  from 
you  ;  and  in  defamation  of  fifty  thousand 
of  your  countrymen,  who  are  actually  la- 
bouring with  you  in  the  same  cause  of  hu- 
manity, though,  from  experience,  with 
more  circumspection  ;  content,  it  should 
seem,  to  gather  the  little  information  you 
possess  from  the  disappointed  or  disgraced 
refugees  of  these  traduced  colonies." 

It  is  thus  that  an  English  gentleman, 
everyway  as  well  educated  as  Mr  Wil- 
berforce,  and  certainly  possessed  of 
much  better  opportunities  for  under- 
standing the  true  state  of  West  Indian 
affairs  than  he  can  have  enjoyed,  thinks 
himself  entitled  to  address  a  person  for 
whose  character  as  a  philanthropist  he 
had  once,  as  he  himself  tells  us,  been 
accustomed  to  entertain  an  almost  su- 
perstitious degree  of  veneration.  The 
simple  fact,  that  a  gentleman,  situa- 
ted, in  all  respects,  as  this  Mr  Bridges 
is,  has  ventured  to  write  such  a  pamph- 
let as  this  at  this  time,  after  all  the 
discussions  that  have  taken  place,  at 
the  back  of  all  this  voluminous  paper 
war,  in  the  teeth  of  all  this  array  of 
Associations  and  Institutions,  is  at  least 
a  sufficient  proof  of  one  thing — and  that 
one  thing  is  neither  more  nor  less  than 
this :  that  Mr  Canning  ought  to  begin 
his  career  with  sending  out  some  really 
sensible,  impartial,  and  well-educated 
man  or  men,  to  collect  something  like 
a  real  body  of  information  regarding 
the  actual  state  of  the  West  Indian 
slaves  at  this  moment.  Nothing  can 
be  done  well,  or  wisely,  or  effectually, 
until  there  is  a  clear  foundation  of 
knowledge  to  build  upon.  And  it  cer- 
tainly does  strike  us  as  a  most  remark- 
able thing,  that,  while  every  season 
brings  so  many  Tours,  descriptive  of 
foreign  countries  with  which,  we  have, 
comparatively  speaking,  nothing  to  do, 
we  have  no  one  good  book  of  travels 
in  the  West  Indian  islands,  If  any 
one  man  of  common  observation  would 
go  out  for  a  year,  and  give  us,  at  the 
end  of  that  time,  a  plain  unvarnished 
diary  of  his  residence,  we  should  know 
more  of  these  regions,  and  of  the  real 
condition  of  their  inhabitants,  than  we 
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shall  do  fifty,  ay,  a  hundred  years 
hence,  if  we  have  nothing  to  look  to 
hut  the  vamped-upe.r  part?,  statements 
of  the  appendices  of  institution  and 
association  reports.  This  hint  we  drop 
— and  stop  there  for  the  present.  His 
Majesty's  government  have  sent  out 
commissioners  to  inspect  Botany  Bay 
— how  infinitely  more  necessary  is  it 
to  send  out  for  sound  information  con- 
cerning those  great  colonies,  in  the 
soil,  commerce,  and  shipping  of  which, 
it  is  probably  much  within  the  mark 
to  say,  that  TWO  HUNDRKD  AND  FIFTY 
MILLIONS  STERLING  of  British  capital 
are  invested ! 

In  the  present  inadequate  state  of 
information  which  surrounds  and  in- 
cludes us,  there  are  two  circumstances 
which  certainly  have  always  weighed 
very  strongly  upon  our  minds  when 
considering  these  matters,  and  the  op- 
posite points  of  view  in  which  the  con- 
flicting parties  represent  them.  The 
first  of  these  is  the  paucity,  after  all, 
the  extreme  paucity,  of  instances  of 
actual  cruelty  and  oppression,  which 
Mr  Wilberforce  and  his  friends  have 
been  able  to  bring  home  to  the  plant- 
ers. In  spite  of  all  the  books  they  have 
written,  their  facts  are  amazingly  few 
— the  same  stories  are  endlessly  re- 
peated, which  certainly  argues  no 
wealth  of  stories ;  and,  what  is  still 
more  suspicious,  the  far  greater  pro- 
portion of  the  stories  are  of  very  old 
date.  We  have  quotations  from  Bar- 
badoes  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  years 
standing,  and  of  long  since  obsolete 
statutes  and  enactments  everywhere. 
And  the  instances  of  anything  like 
modern,  not  to  say  contemporary  atro- 
city, are  so  few,  that  they  have  been 
reprinted  en  masse  fifty  times  over  in 
the  space  of  half  a  dozen  pages.  Now, 
what  a  contrast  is  here  to  the  over- 
whelming richness  of  detail  which 
these  same  men  poured  upon  the  in- 
dignant world,  when  their  object  was 
the  abolition  of  the  African  trade  in 
slaves !  Their  diligence,  in  both  in- 
stances, has  been  great — probably  equal 
— how  different,  how  prodigiously  dif- 
ferent, the  result !  And  then  what  a 
mass  of  evidence  is  there  on  the  other 
side  of  the  question  !  how  many  affect- 
ing stories  of  negro  attachment  have 
we  not  all  of  us  met  with  !  how  strange 
is  the  contradiction  between  the  two 
parties  !  Hear  once  more  the  Reverend 
Hector  of  Manchester,  Jamaica — (he 
is  addressing  Mr  Wilberforce,  as  be- 
fore)— 
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"  Amongst  your  numerous  <  nugae  ca- 
noraV  you  say  that  your  feelings  are  shock- 
ed by  hearing  '  some  of  the  partisans  of  the 
West  Indies  have  re-echoed  the  assertion, 
that  these  poor  degraded  beings,  the  negro 
slaves,  are  as  well,  or  even  better  off  than 
our  British  peasantry.'  P.  45.  Now,  sir, 
if  a  constant  supply  of  all  the  necessaries 
of  life ;  the  best  advice  and  assistance  in 
sickness  ;  perfect  reliance  on  the  future 
support  of  themselves  and  children  ;  if 
warm  houses,  freedom  from  all  restraint 
during  fourteen  hours  of  relaxation  out  of 
every  twenty-four,  with  a  proportion  of  la- 
bour incalculably  inferior  to  that  of  our 
own  English  workmen,  whose  o'er-wearied 
slumbers  are  too  often  broken  by  the  agoni- 
zing thoughts  of  the  future,  or  by  vain  at- 
tempts to  sooth  the  heart-rending  cries  of 
their  hungry  helpless  children  ;  if  these  are 
blessings  which  can  elevate  the  one  above 
the  other,  so  far  the  comparison  is  infinite- 
ly in  favour  of  our  West  Indian  labourers. 
And  without  intending  to  render  the  Eng- 
lish peasant  discontented  with  his  condi- 
tion, I  will  add  the  important  truth,  that 
the  advantages  I  have  enumerated  as  pos- 
sessed by  the  negro,  AHE  HIS  OWN  BY 
LAW  ;  he  claims  them  as  his  right,  and 
holds  them  by  a  far  more  noble  tenure,  of 
which  he  is  fully  aware,  than  the  British 
labourer  holds  the  parish  pittance,  that  ra- 
ther prolongs  his  misery,  than  relieves  his 
wants.  And  for  this  reason,  that  the  ne- 
gro either  has  already  paid,  or  is  now  pay- 
ing his  master,  with  his  labour,  for  the 
comforts  which  that  master  is  compelled 
by  law  to  allow  him  ;  he  therefore  receives 
his  allowance  with  a  feeling  of  indepen- 
dence, and  as  the  wages  of  his  service. 
And  to  prove  the  ample  means  which  are 
placed  within  reach  of  the  industrious  slave, 
let  me  mention,  that  on  an  estate  in  the 
parish  of  Westmoreland,  the  overseer  be* 
ing  about  to  make  a  large  purchase,  was 
accosted  by  one  of  his  slaves,  who  told  him 
that  he  was  aware  of  his  need  of  money  at 
that  moment,  that  he  had  about  four  hun- 
dred pounds  by  him,  his  friend,  another 
slave,  as  much  more,  and  that  it  was  all 
much  at  his  service  to  supply  his  immediate 
wants.  With  respect  to  enjoyments  supe- 
rior to  those  of  sense,  you  urge  their  pre- 
sent incapacity,  yet  you  draw  a  comparison 
which  in  that  respect  confessedly  places 
them  on  a  level  with  the  English  peasantry. 
4  Is  there,'  you  say,  '  in  the  whole  three 
kingdoms,  a  parent  or  a  husband  so  sordid 
or  insensible,  that  any  sum,  which  the  rich- 
est West  Indian  proprietor  could  offer  him, 
would  be  deemed  a  compensation  for  his 
suffering  his  wife  or  his  daughter  to  be 
subjected  to  the  brutal  outrage  of  the  cart- 
whip,  to  the  savage  lust  of  the  driver,  to 
the  indecent,  and  degrading,  and  merciless 
punishment  of  a  Yvrest  Indian  whipping.' 
P.  47.  Now,  sir,  '  comparaison  n'est  pas 
raison ;'  and,  unless  you  allow  to  the  ne- 
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groes  those  moral  and  intellectual  feelings, 
which,  by  your  applying  the  epithets  of 
*  pagan  darkness  and  depravity,'  you 
plainly  deny  them, — and  which,  I  agree 
with  you,  they  are  not  yet  advanced  far 
enough  to  know  the  value  of, — can  there 
possibly  be  experienced  by  them  those 
acute  feelings  of  turpitude  and  degradation, 
which  would  make  the  comparison  hold  in 
any  one  point  ?  Supposing,  even  for  a  mo- 
ment, that  the  inhuman  picture  you  draw 
had  any  other  existence  than  in  the  dis- 
ordered fancy  of  your  own  poetical  imagina- 
tion— '  Compositum  miraculi  causa.' — 
But  in  thus  colouring  it,  true  or  false,  your 
purpose,  you  conceive,  is  sufficiently  an. 
swered,  by  harrowing  up  indignant  feelings 
against  treatment,  which,  without  the 
slightest  regard  to  the  actual  fact,  you 
would  attribute  to  the  West  Indian  pro. 
prietor.  T,  sir,  have  served  cures  in  the 
counties  of  Essex,  Norfolk,  and  Hamp- 
shire, and  in  London,  and  will  be  bold  to 
say,  that  I  have  never,  during  my  subse- 
quent residence  of  seven  years  in  this  island^ 
with  a  population  of  sixteen  thousand  ne- 
groes under  my  charge,  -witnessed  such  ab- 
solute misery,  or  such  cruel  abuse  ofautho- 
ritji,  as  I  have  seen  in  the  conduct  of  parish 
officers  towards  paupers,  or  in  the  hovel  of 
the  wretched  husbandman,  to  which  my 
painful  professional  duties  have  led  me^  In 
England." 

Such  is  the  language  of  a  gentle- 
man, whose  station  and  opportunities 
certainly  appear  to  give  him  no  mean 
claims  on  our  attention.  His  pamph- 
let, as  we  have  already  noticed,  has 
called  forth  the  virulent  and  contemp- 
tuous abuse  of  the  Mitigation  Society's 
penman,  whoever  that  may  be.  Let 
us  look  at  the  one  point  in  which  the 
said  penman  condescends  to  meet  him 
as  to  a  question  of  facts.  At  page  26 
of  his  brochure,  thus  speaks  the  Rector 
of  Manchester : — 

"  As  to  the  '  pagan  darkness'  of  the  ne- 
groes, though  their  progress  certainly  does 
not  keep  pace  with  our  anxious  wishes  to 
see  them  in  that  state  which  would  make  it 
safe  to  confide  ourselves  to  their  estimation 
of  a  Christian  oath,  nor  in  that  condition, 
which  would  render  it  advantageous  to 
themselves  to  be  trusted  with  the  liberty  of 
self-control,  yet  the  promises  of  Christiani- 
ty are  so  far  understood,  and  its  prelimi- 
nary rites  so  ardently  desired  by  them,  that, 
during  my  residence  in  this  parish,  I  have 
actually  baptized  9413  negro  slaves,  many 
of  whom  attend  church  ;  some  have  learnt 
the  Lord's  Prayer,  and  ten  commandments, 
and  a  few  have  so  far  advanced,  as  to  be 
now  disseminating  their  little  stock  of  reli- 
gious knowledge  on  the  estates  to  which 
they  are  attached.  As  I  said  before,  1  be- 
lieve  all  my  fellow-labourers  here  have  been 
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at  least  as  assiduous  as  myself,  and  some 
more  successful.  I  expect,  therefore,  that 
you,  sitting  by  your  own  fire-side,  four 
thousand  miles  off,  will  not  refuse  credit  to 
this  unanswerable  fact,  advanced  by  one, 
who  is  on  the  spot,  an  actor  in  the  deeds  he 
records,  and  who  has  certainly  the  better 
means  of  forming  a  correct  judgment  on  the 
point  at  issue." 

And  at  page  22  we  find  the  following 


"  In  page  17  of  your  '  Appeal,'  you 
confidently  make  an  assertion,  which  it 
happily  falls  peculiarly  within  my  province 
to  reply  to,  upon  the  authority  of  that  cha- 
racter beneath  which  I  claim  credit  for  my 
affirmations.  You  state  that  '  no  attempts 
have  been  made  to  introduce  among  them,' 
the  negro  slaves,  '  the  Christian  institution 
of  marriage.'  Now,  sir,  this  I  positively 
contradict  by  stating,  that  I  have  myself 
married  one  hundred  and  eighty-seven 
couples  of  negro  slaves,  in  my  own  parish, 
within  the  last  two  years,  all  of  whom  were 
encouraged  by  their  owners  to  marry ;  and 
that  the  anxious  wish  at  present  expressed 
by  them  to  bind  themselves  by  this  sacred 
institution,  we  hail  as  one  of  the  first-fruits 
of  the  dispensation  of  Christian  principles. 
In  another  parish,  St  Thomas  in  the  East, 
I  have  reason  to  know  that  there  have  been 
three  times  that  number  married  during 
the  incumbency  of  the  present  rector,  Mr 
Trew  ;  and,  though  not  speaking  from  nu- 
merical information,  I  can  safely  affirm, 
that  the  labours  of  the  clergy,  in  the  re- 
maining nineteen  parishes,  have  been  equal- 
ly active,  and  doubtless  crowned  with  the 
same  success.  I  therefore  trust,  sir,  that 
your  candour  will  induce  you  to  acknow- 
ledge the  untruth  of  what  your  want  of 
charity  towards  the  labours  of  our  esta- 
blished clergy  has  led  you  blindly  to  as- 
sert." 

Now,  the  writer  of  the  Mitigation 
Society  takes  no  notice  at  all  of  Mr 
Bridges'  statement  as  to  Baptism — but 
he  does  take  notice  of  his  statement  as 
to  Marriage.  And  what  sort  of  no- 
tice ?  Why,  this  most  Christian  oppo- 
nent, this  most  evangelical  opponent, 
re-echoes  an  insinuation  of  T  H  ETi  M  E  s_, 
yes,  of  THE  TIMES  !  that  the  im- 
mense majority  of  the  marriages  which 
this  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land tells  the  world  he  had  celebrated 
"  within  the  last  two  years,"  have  been 
"  got  up"  (that  is  the  phrase)  for 
the  occasion.  This  is  charity,  this  is 
loving-kindness,  this  is  the  candour 
and  the  decency,  and,  we  may  add,  the 
honesty,  of  these  par tizans.  M  r  Bridges 
will  no  doubt  make  his  own  answer — 
we  have  little  difficulty  in  guessing, 
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that  it  will  be  as  convincing  as  indig- 
nant. 

One  more  quotation,  and  we  shall 
leave  the  Rector  for  the  present. — The 
passage  is  certainly  a  very  important 
one  ;  and  be  it  observed,  the  Mitigation 
Society  have  passed  it  sub  silentio,  as 
well  as  the  conclusion  to  which  it 
leads. 

"  I  think  it  is  in  your  eleventh  page  that 
you  quote  an  act  of  the  Barbadoes  legisla- 
ture, referring  to  the  negro  slaves,  and  re- 
citing that  '  they  being  brutish  slaves,  de- 
serve not,  for  the  baseness  of  their  condi- 
tion, to  be  tried  by  the  legal  trial  of  twelve 
men  of  their  peers.'  Now  your  only  pos- 
sible motive  for  raking  up  a  disgraceful  re- 
cord like  this,  which  has  been  buried  in 
merited  oblivion  these  135  years,  must 
have  been  the  hope  that  careless  readers  of 
a  popular  and  exotic  subject,  might  con- 
found dates ;  and  actually  be  led  to  con- 
ceive it  the  opinion  held,  and  acted  upon, 
at  the  present  day  :  thus  calculating  upon 
the  odium  and  indignation  which  would  be 
excited  against  our  unfortunate  planters, 
whose  ruin  you  so  calmly  contemplate. 
The  plain  narrative  of  an  unfortunate  oc- 
currence which  recently  took  place  in  this 
island,  will  most  effectually  confute  such 
an  idea,  should  any  one  be  so  far  imposed 
upon  as  to  entertain  it. 

"  In  the  autumn  of  1821,  a  negro  slave, 
of  the  most  infamous  character,  was,  by 
three  associated  magistrates  of  the  parish 
of  Hanover,  condemned  to  death  for  re- 
turning from  transportation ;  which  pre- 
vious sentence  had  been  humanely  passed 
upon  him  for  crimes  which  subjected  him 
to  capital  punishment.  By  some  error  in 
judgment,  however,  these  three  magistrates 
did  not  call  him  before  a  jury  of  twelve 
men,  but  merely  identified  his  person,  and 
he  was  hanged.  The  instant  such  an  omis- 
sion was  made  known  to  the  late  Litmte- 
nant-Governor,  these  three  magistrates 
were  superseded,  disgraced,  deprive^  of 
their  various  appointments,  and  indicted  by 
the  Attorney-General  for  wilful  murder. 
In  all  these  acts  of  degradation  was  inclu- 
ded their  custos,  the  Hon.  Robert  Oliver 
Vassall,  a  connection  of  your  noble  friend, 
Lord  Holland,  and  a  gentleman  of  the 
most  upright  character  and  unblemished 
integrity ;  who  was,  in  fact,  a  hundred 
miles  off  when  this  unfoitunate  occurrence 
took  place  ;  and  was  no  further  implicated 
than  in  having  associated  such  incompetent 
magistrates.  In  the  Spring  assizes  of  the 
following  year,  the  matter  came  to  a  hear- 
ing :  the  grand  jury  threw  out  the  bill  as 
it  affected  31  r  Vassall,  and  another  of  the 
magistrates  ;  leaving  the  rest,  however,  to 
stand  their  trial.  They  were  acquitted : — 
but,  however  hard  the  case,  the  anxiety 
with  which  negro  life  is  here  protected, 
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forebad  the  reinstatement  of  any  one  of  the 
four  in  that  place  of  honour  or  emolument, 
which  he  had  previously  filled.  Of  course, 
all  the  interest  which  Mr  Vassall's  friends 
possessed,  was  exercised  to  obtain  the  re- 
stitution of  his  honours  ;  a  year,  however, 
elapsed;  and,  it  was  .not  until  wiihin  the 
few  last  weeks  that  this  object  was  effected, 
by  express  orders  from  his  Majesty'' s  Mi- 
nisters. This  lamentable  transaction  was 
speedily  f^lowed  by  an  enactment  of  our 
local  legislature,  taking  the  power  of  life 
and  death  out  of  the  hands  of  the  magis- 
tracy, and  placing  it  in  those  of  the  Go- 
vernor alone  ;  a  salutary  measure,  which 
will  prove,  beyond  controversy,  that  the 
planters  of  Jamaica  have  always  consider- 
ed that  boasted  privilege  of  British  free- 
dom, a  trial  by  jury,  to  be  indispensably 
applicable  to  the  most  depraved  negro 
slaves  ;  and  that  new  laws  are  continually 
made  for  their  further  protection." 

Our  readers  cannot,  we  trust,  mis- 
take even  for  a  moment  our  object  in 
making  these  quotations.  We  are  not 
arguing  that  there  is  no  cruelty  among 
the  West  Indian  Planters — but  we  are 
arguing,  that  the  Wilberforces  exag- 
gerate the  thing — that  they  exaggerate 
the  amount,  and  distort  the  particu- 
lars. 

And  this  is  a  matter  of  no  slender 
importance  to  the  best  interests  of  the 
negroes  themselves.  These  Association 
people  may  rave  as  much  as  they  will ; 
but  no  sane  man  really  believes,  that 
any  radical  and  efficient  reform  can 
possibly  take  place  in  the  condition  of 
the  negroes,  unless  by  and  with  the 
concurrence  and  the  aid  of  the  planters 
themselves.  Nobody  but  a  madman 
dreams,  that  the  high  hand  can  be 
resorted  to  here.  We  must  reason 
with  rational  men,  our  equals,  and  our 
brethren ;  we  must  not  bashaw  it  as 
if  we  were  working  with  the  moral 
and  intellectual  refuse  of  our  species. 
And  this  brings  us  to  the  second  gene- 
ral remark  which  we  feel  ourselves 
called  upon  to  make  as  to  this  whole 
matter.  It  is  this.  We  have  as  yet 
met  with  nothing  to  make  us  throw  out 
of  view  altogether,  the  gross  general 
improbability  of  the  statement*  which 
have  been  so  mercilessly  reiterated  upon 
us,  with  the  view  of  persuading  us, 
that  the  West  Indian  Britons  are  in- 
ferior in  every  partial  Jar  and  moral 
feeling  to  all  other  ('taw*  of  hi.?  Jiri- 
tinniic  Majesty'*  sulijwt*.  We  have 
put  the  sentence  in  italics :  w:e  wish 
it  to  be  well  looked  to(:  we  do  not  fear 
how  much  it  may  be  scrutinized. 
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And  why  ? — why,  for  the  simplest 
reason  in  the  world.  We  have  no 
need  whatever  to  take  our  opinion  of 
these  fellow-subjects  of  ours  from  the 
flimsy  tracts,  and  extravagant  decla- 
mations, of  people  we  know  so  little 
about,  as  these  Institutions  and  Asso- 
ciations. The  whole  surface  of  society 
here  at  home,  is  studded  over  with 
men  and  women,  who  have  spent  great 
part  of  their  lives  in  our  West  Indian 
colonies.  Whole  cities  here  in  the 
midst  of  us,  are  occupied  by  people 
who  have  either  done  so,  or  who  are 
connected  by  the  closest  ties  of  blood 
and  friendship  with  such  as  have  done 
so.  Look,  for  example,  at  Liverpool 
— look  at  Glasgow — look  at  the  City 
of  London.  Are  not  these  places 
crammed  with  West  Indians  ? — Are 
they  not  overflowing  with  a  population 
of  these  men  and  women,  who,  if  we 
believe  Wilberforce's  ipse  dixit,  are 
the  most  perfect  brutes — cannibals — 
savages — wild-beasts — so  many  incar- 
nations of  every  bad,  gross,  and  cruel 
passion  that  ever  sullied  the  bosoms  of 
the  children  of  Adam  ?  The  fact  is  in- 
disputable— the  people  are  here — we 
see  them  every  day — we  must  all  have 
more  or  less  associated  with  them,  and 
their  families— We  suffer  our  wives 
and  children  to  mix  as  freely  as  pos- 
sible with  them  and  with  theirs — we 
dine  with  them — we  drink  with  them 
— we  hear  their  freest  sentiments. — If 
we  are  Christians,  we  sit  in  the  same 
churches  with  them — if  we  are  Magis- 
trates, we  sit  on  the  same  bench  with 
them — if  we  are  Jurymen,  they  are 
our  fellows — we  cross  them  and  jostle 
them  at  every  turn — we  live  among 
them,  and  die  among  them.  And 
do  we  know  nothing  of  these  people  ? 
— Are  their  true  characters  a  mere 
blank  for  us  ?— Do  we  really  look  upon 
ourselves  as  such  egregious  idiots, 
that  we  are  to  believe  nothing  about 
these  people,  except  what  we  are  told 
in  the  pamphlets  of  the  African  Institu- 
tion, and  the  Mitigation  Society,  who 
hold  meetings,  and  make  speeches, 
once  a-year,  in  the  City  of  London  Ta- 
vern ? — Why,  this  is  really  some- 
thing stranger  than  strange — In  old 
times,  we  had  books  full  of  Cannibals 
and  Anthropophagi,  and  men  who  do 
wear  their  heads  beneath  their  shoul- 
ders ;  but  these  books  always  laid  the 
scene  of  their  murders  at  a  pretty  to- 
r  lerable  distance  from  those  who  were 
to  read  them.  Here,  thanks  to  the 
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spirit  of  modern  modesty,  things  are 
altered  with  a  vengeance — "  Nous 
avons  change  tout  cela" — Here  are 
books  full  to  the  brim  of  such  mon- 
sters ;  and  the  monsters,  they  tell  us, 
are  rubbing  the  elbow  of  every  mo- 
ther's son  of  us — Well,  and  if  it  be  so, 
sure  it  is  nobody's  fault  but  our  own, 
if  we  do  not  see  them. 

But  see  them  we  do  not — No,  not 
one  horn,  hoof,  claw,  or  bloody  muz- 
zle— not  one.  It  would  seem,  that 
Trinculo  is  after  all  right,  to  the 
very  letter,  when  he  says,  that  "  in 
England,  a  monster  makes  a  MAN." 

This  cry — some  people  will  start  at 
being  told  so,  but  it  is  nevertheless 
very  true — was  first  set  on  foot  by 
that  most  amiable  philanthropist,  Mr 
Henry  Brougham.  If  anybody  will 
take  the  trouble  to  turn  over  the  long- 
forgotten  pages  of  his  Magnum  opus 
"  on  Colonial  Policy,"  the  thing  will 
be  plain  enough.  It  was  there,  and 
in  the  infamous  journal  to  which  that 
person  has  all  along  been  a  main  con- 
tributor, that  this  wanton  attack  upon 
the  moral  character  and  feelings  of 
this  class  of  our  fellow-subjects,  was 
first  begun.  This  is  a  fact  which  no- 
body can  deny  ;  and  the  quarter  from 
which  it  originally  proceeded,  certainly 
throws  great  weight  into  the  scale  of 
the  elaborate  calumny, 

This,  however,  is  a  part  of  the  sub- 
ject to  which  we  at  present  cannot  af- 
ford more  than  a  single  glance  in  pass- 
ing. If  we  wished  to  enter  once  more 
upon  the  most  unnecessary  labour  of 
exposing  the  Edinburgh  Review,  we 
could,  to  be  sure,  do  it  here  as  tri- 
umphantly as  we  have  ever  had  occa- 
sion to  do  in  regard  to  any  one  sub- 
ject whatever.  Contrast  the  recent 
language  of  Brougham  with  that  of 
his  coadjutor  Mr  Sydney  Smith,  in  the 
far-famed  attacks  on  the  Methodist 
party  in  general.  Contrast  this  fellow- 
ship of  Brougham  and  his  "  very  dear 
friend,"  (as  he  lately  called  him,)  Mr 
Wilberforce,  with  the  jocund  Parson's 
diatribes,  in  Volumes  llth  and  14th 
of  the  Edinburgh  Review,  about  the 
danger  of  the  English  colonies  from 
"  the  dynasty  of  fools,"  "  the  ferocious 
fanatics,"  &c.  &c.  &c.  Compare  these 
things,  and  reflect  a  little — just  reflect 
for  a  single  moment,  upon  the  late  glo- 
rious alliance  that  has  been  struck  be- 
tween parties  so  long  and  so  bitterly 
Zosed  to  each  other.  Reflect  upon 
i — and  give  honour  to  whom  ho- 
3L 
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nour  is  due  !— Turn,  if  it  be  but  for 
the  joke's  sake,  to  the  very  first  Vo- 
lume of  the  Edinburgh  Review  (p. 
227),  and  read  this  sentence — 

"  The  negroes  are  truly  the  Jacobins  of 
the  West  Indian  islands.  They  are  the 
anarchists,  the  terrorists,  the  domestic  ene- 
my. Against  them  it  becomes  rival  na- 
tions to  combine,  and  hostile  governments 
to  coalesce." 

Or  read  ibidem — 

"  Whether  all  the  mischief  of  negro  li- 
berty comes  at  once,  and  falls  on  the  sys- 
tem with  an  instantaneous  shock,  or  only 
undermines  it  gradually,  and,  then  covers 
it  with  ruin  in  the  end,  we  need  scarcely 
take  the  pains  to  inquire." 

Then*  turn  to  Volume  Sixth— 

"  The  real  question  in  many  a  thinking 
man's  mind  is,  how  long  they  will  suffer 
us  to  exist  in  the  new  world." 

But  the  whole  conduct  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Review,  as  to  this  subject,  has 
been  so  thoroughly  sifted  by  a  most 
able  hand,  that  we  may  safely  indulge 
ourselves  with  quoting  instead  of  com- 
posing. It  is  thus  that  the  author  of 
"Colonist'sLetters,"*(MrM'Queen,) 
comments  upon  the  extraordinary 
change  which  the  tone  of  the  Review 
has  of  late  undergone! — 

"  Assuredly,  the  menaces  held  out  by 
the  Reviewer  and  his  friends  against  the 
white  population,  and  the  cruelty  with 
which  they  load  their  name,  is  not  the  way 
to  make  the  slave  obedient,  or  calm  his  re- 
sentment. Opposition,  on  the  part  of  the 
white  people,  is  derided.  Though  unjust- 
ly accused,  and  told  they  must  submit  to 
oppression,  they  are  dared  to  complain. 
4  Their  puny  legislatures  must  tremble  and 
obey.* — (Edin.  Rev.  voL  i.)  «  If  a  threat 
of  following  the  example  of  America  is 
meant,  that  is  rebelling  ;  then  the  answer 
is,  that  what  was  boldness  in  the  one  case, 
would  be  impudence  in  the  other ;  and  that 
England  must  be  reduced  very  low  indeed, 
before  she  can  feel  greatly  alarmed  at  a 
Charibbean  island,  like  Lord  Grizzle,  in 
Tom  Thumb,  exclaiming,  s*death,  Fll  be  a 
rcbcV — (Edin.  Rev.  vol.  xxv.  p.  344.)  A 
contrary  language  is  held  to  their  slaves, 
which,  however  disguised,  is  really  this — 
'  Fear  not,  persevere,  we  are  your  friends, 
come  and  aid  us.'  Am  I  wrong,  Mr  Edi- 
tor, when  their  own  fanatical  writers  tell 
us,  that  they  not  only  '  look  forward  to  the 
progress  of  African  freedom,  but  even  of 
African  sovereignty  in  the  West  Indies, 
with  satisfaction  rather  than  dismay.' — 
(Opportunity,  p.  42.) 

"  But  it  is  not  one  Charibbee  island  which 
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is  here  interested.  It  is  the  whole  of  them. 
They  are  all  united,  and,  at  this  moment, 
a  general  congress  is  assembled,  to  deli- 
berate  upon  the  measures  necessary  to  be 
pursued  in  this  alarming  emergency.  And 
I  will  ask  the  Reviewer,  when  traduced, 
defamed,  and  held  up  to  the  execration  of 
mankind,  as  they  are,  and  finding  the  only 
power  from  whom  they  had  a  right  to  ex- 
pect protection,  taking,  in  defiance  of  every 
warning  voice,  measures  that  will  insure 
their  destruction,  if,  under  such  circum- 
stances, they  could  be  blamed  for  throwing 
themselves  under  the  protection  of  any 
power  who  would  receive  them  ?  When  St 
Domingo  was  treated  in  a  similar  manner, 
who  ever  blamed  her  for  seeking  the  protec- 
tion of  Great  Britain  ?  And  I  will  further 
ask,  if,  perceiving  the  storm  approach,  they 
should  declare  themselves  independent,  and 
the  slaves  free  ;  or,  what  is  more  probable, 
as  offering  the  greatest  prospect  of  safety 
and  success,  if  the  whole  Charibbean  Archi- 
pelago should  place  itself  under  the  pro- 
tection of  the  United  States — if  then,  in 
that  case,  it  would  be  Tom-Thumb  play 
for  Great  Britain  to  subdue  them  ?  In  nei- 
ther case,  whatever  the  ultimate  results 
were,  could  the  consequences  be  so  fatal  to 
them  as  when  left  to  the  mercy  of  their 
slaves,  worked  up  to  a  pitch  of  revolution- 
ary phrensy.  Abbe  Raynal  predicted  that 
these  islands  would  one  day  belong  to  Ame- 
rica. Driven  to  despair  at  this  moment, 
the  thing  is  not  improbable.  Jamaica  is 
5000  miles  from  Britain,  but  not  500  from 
Florida.  The  United  States,  with  arms  in 
their  hands,  in  the  contest  about  to  ensue 
with  Spain,  and  aided  by  all  South  Ame- 
rica in  flames,  would  be  ready  to  accept  the 
charge,  and  to  strain  every  nerve  to  keep 
it.  The  Reviewer,  before  he  turned  Me- 
thodist, told  us,  c  that  the  fate  of  a  large 
empire,  with  all  its  wealth,  depends  upon 
the  result  of  the  discussion,'  which  con- 
cerned their  situation  ;  and  farther,  that 
the  event  of  a  rebellion  among  the  slaves, 
'  would  completely  subvert  all  the  esta- 
blished relations  between  the  differentmem- 
bers  of  the  European  commonwealth,  be- 
sides producing  a  vast  absolute  diminution 
in  the  prosperity  of  the  old  world.' — Edin, 
Rev.  vol.  vi.  p.  340.  If  such  would  be  the 
effects  of  a  rebellion,  where  all  property 
would  be  lost,  what  would  the  consequences 
be  to  this  country,  were  the  colonies,  driven 
to  despair,  to  throw  themselves  under  the 
protection  of  a  rival  power  ?  And  if  these  co- 
lonies really  are  inhabited  by  men,  who,  ac- 
cording to  the  Reviewer  and  his  frantic  as- 
sociates, are  so  totally  devoid  of  principle, 
as  to  render  it  impossible  to  trust  them  on 
their  honour,  or  their  oath,  on  what  ground 
can  the  mother-country,  when  oppressing 
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hem,  expect  submission  to  her  will.  Were 
they  men  of  such  principles,  or  actuated  by 
the  malignant  political  mania  of  the  Re- 
viewer, how  soon  could  they  clear  off  their 
mortgages,  and  free  themselves  from  their 
encumbrances  !  That  they  do  not  act  so,  is 
a  convincing  proof  that  honour  and  honesty 
yet  reside  among  them. 

"  There  is  a  degree  of  levity  and  want  of 
feeling  in  the  conduct  of  the  Reviewers, 
and  which,  increasing  with  age,  deserves 
the  severest  reprobation.     We  may  apply 
to  them  what  Mr  Burke  said  of  the  Jaco- 
bin politicians  of  his  time,  '  to  such  men, 
a  whole  generation  of  human  beings  are  of 
no  more  consequence  than  a  frog  in  an  air- 
pump.'  And  in  the  words  of  the  Reviewer, 
as  applied  to  others  when  similarly  employ- 
ed, and  which  may  here  fairly  be  applied 
to  himself,  '  for  the  distant  prospect  of  do- 
ing, what  most  probably,  after  all,  they  will 
not  be  able  to  effect,  there  is  no  degree  of 
present  misery  and  horror  to  which  they 
will  not  expose  the  subjects  of  their  expe- 
riments.'— (Edin,  llcv.  vol.  xli.  p.  178.) 
Precisely  similar  is  the  conduct  of  those 
innovators  in  the  present  colonial  establish- 
ments.    Worse  than  the  idle  school-boy 
who  scatters  squibs  and  crackers  in  the 
crowded  streets,  to  the  annoyance  of  peace- 
able passengers  ;  the  Reviewer  and  his  as- 
sociates, in  this  instance,  stand  with  fla- 
ming torches  in  their  hands  before  a  maga- 
zine of  gunpowder,  placed  in  the  middle  of 
a  populous  city,  resolved  to  try,  if,  by  ap- 
plying the  former  to  the  latter,  it  wiU  ex- 
plode ;  and  then,  with  the  thoughtlessness 
of  children,  in  the  language  of  Tom  Thumb, 
tell  us,  that  they  are  not  scared  nor  alarm- 
ed, (Edin.  Rev.  vol.  xix.)  to  contemplate 
consequences,  which  would  make  a  Robe- 
spiere  fear,  and  a  Napoleon  tremble." 

Such  are  the  new  associates  of 
Messrs  Wilberforce  and  Company. — 
We  heartily  wish  them  much  joy  of 
this  holy  alliance ;  and,  in  the  mean- 
time, shall  sum  up,  by  stating  our  opi- 
nion— our  belief — we  might  say  our 
knowledge,  that  the  present  clamour, 
raised  as  it  was  in  the  spirit  of  restless 
zeal  and  extravagant  exaggeration,  and 
now  maintained  in  the  face  of  a  so- 
lemn pledge  on  the  part  of  the  most 
prominent  persons  concerned,  is  in  re- 
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with  which  this  party  have  rendered 
it  impossible  not  to  charge  them — more 
especially  in  their  recent  publications, 
and  the  absolute  unfairness  of  their 
conduct  subsequent  to  Mr  Buxton's 
motion  in  the  House  of  Commons — 
all  this  has  been  already  sufficiently 
commented  upon. 

The  SECOND  is  a  far  more  cool- 
headed  body — consisting  of  persons 
who  agitate  the  public  mind,  in  regard 
to  the  West  Indian  colonies,  in  the  hope 
of  seriously  injuring  them,   and  of 
thereby  gaining  direct  commercial  be- 
nefit to  themselves. — This  description 
of  persons  comprehends  many  ruling 
characters  within  the  East  India  Com- 
pany, and  a  still  larger  proportion  of 
well-known   individuals  deeply  con- 
nected with  the  free  trade  to  India  and 
the  coast  of  Africa.     We  are  sorry  to 
say,  that  many  who  desire  to  be  con- 
sidered as  forming  part  of  the  first 
class,  really  belong  to  this.     Many  of 
the  most  eminent  leaders  in  the  Afri- 
can Institution,  for  example,  are  well 
known  to  have  great  capital  sunk  in 
these  branches  of  commercial  specula- 
tion ;  and  even  Mr  Wilberforce  him- 
self has  not  in  all  quarters  escaped  the 
suspicion  of  lending  himself  with  eyes 
not  quite  shut  to  the  interested  views 
of  these  persons.  Of  this  we  are  hearti- 
ly disposed  to  acquit  Mr  Wilberforce ; 
but  certainly  we  must  admit,  that  the 
compliment  thus  paid  to  his  probity, 
is  in  so  far  paid  at  the  expense  of  his 
understanding.   Even  in  the  very  last 
publication  of  his  associates,  (the  re- 
port of  the  Buxton  debate  already  al- 
luded to,)  it  is  impossible,  one  would 
think,  not  to  be  struck  with  the  indica- 
tions of  mercantile  bias,  which  here 
and  there  make  their  appearance  in 
notes  and  appendices.     For  example, 
in  a  note  on  the  speech  of  Mr  Alex- 
ander Baring,  who  had  expressed  his 
decided  opinion  that  a  hasty  emanci- 
pation of  the  West  Indian  slaves  would 
be  fatal  to  the  cultivation  of  sugar  in 
those  colonies,  we  find  it  very  calmly 
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ality  the  work,  not  of  one  body,  but^of     and  consolingly  stated  by  the- godly 


THREE  entirely,  or  almost  entirely,  dis 
tinct  of  people.     These  are — 

FIKST,  A  body  of  persons  who  act, 
or,  at  least,  suppose  themselves  to  be 
acting,  under  the  influence  of  no  mo- 
tives whatever,  but  tbose  of  general 
philanthropy  and  religious  zeal.  Of 
this  body  Mr  Wilberforce  may  be  con- 
sidered as  the  facile  prince  ps.  The  ex- 
treme imprudence,  to  say  the  least  of  it, 
3 


Scribe,  that  "  we  may  have  less  sugar 
from  the  West  Indies,  but  WE  SHALL 

HAVE  IT  FROM  SOME  OTHER  QUAR- 
TER."— p.  233.  App.  AA.  And  in 
the  immediately  following  page,  we 
are  greeted  with  what  we  should 
have  conceived  to  be  a  tolerably  in- 
telligible query — "  Is  the  trade  of  IN- 
DIA, or  Java,  or  Ceylon,  less  valu- 
able, because  the  inhabitants  are  free, 
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and  labour  for  their  own  benefit  ?" 
It  is,  indeed,  scarcely  worth  while  to 
notice  these  things,  except  for  the  place 
where  they  make  their  appearance. 
We  all  know  that  the  commercial  in- 
terests in  question,  are  engaged  openly 
and  avowedly  in  the  attempt  to  make 
certain  other  countries  rival  the  West- 
ern Colonies  in  the  sugar  market.  And 
no  harm  in  this  surely.  It  is  a  matter 
of  fair  commercial  speculation  and  am- 
bition, and  let  it  have  fair  play.  We 
are  possessed,  indeed,  of  documents, 
which  convince  us  that  the  East  India 
Company  would  do  a  very  foolish  thing 
if  they  made  this  a  serious  object  of 
theirs — nor  do  we  believe  they  will  do 
so  in  the  face  of  the  body  of  facts 
comprehended  in  their  own  folio.  What 
we  object  to,  however,  is  not  the  open 
hostility  of  any  body,  or  bodies  of  mer- 
cantile men — not  at  all — they  have  a 

right  to  make  war,  but  they  have  no 

right  to  choose  unfair  weapons.    But, 

above  all,  it  is  the  dirty  and  mean  be- 
haviour of  persons,  who,  with  "  Zion" 

in  their  mouths,  are  in  fact  thinking 

of  nothing  so  much  as  "  Ophir  and 

Tarshish" — it  is  this  that  disgusts  us, 

and  all  who  understand  it.    These  are 

the  people  whom  we  despise — and,  we 

believe,  there  is  nothing  required  but 

a  plain  exposure  of  the  truth,  to  cover 

them  with  universal  and  overwhelming 

contempt.     Mr  Wilberforce  and  his 

friends  might  at  least  have  been  aware, 

that  the  time  chosen  for  their  recent 

alarum,  could  scarcely  fail  to  subject 

their  views  and   motives   to  a  very 

doubtful  species  of  interpretation.  But, 

as  we  have  said,  we  do  most  sincerely 

acquit   them   of  the  dishonesty — let 

them  make  the  best  they  can  of  the 

weakness. 

The  THIRD  PARTY  is  neither  a  re- 
ligious, nor  a  commercial  one.  It  con- 
sists of  mere  politicians — such  men,  for 

instance,  as  Mr  Brougham — men  who 

appear  but  too  willing  to  disturb  ex- 
isting establishments  of  every  kind, 

provided  they  can  see  any  chance  of 

thereby  gaining  a  little  popularity  to 

prop  up  the  ruined  reputation  of  their 

own  sorely  degraded  faction,  the  Whigs. 
These  three  parties  play  upon,  and 

make  cat's  paws  of  each  other  to  the 

best  of  their  ability.     His  Majesty's 
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Ministry,  we  are  pretty  sure,  under- 
stand them  all ;  and  we  hope  their  uni- 
ted clamour  will  be  found  entirely  un- 
availing to  influence  them  in  any  way 
whatever,  in  their  discharge  of  the 
great  public  duty  which  they  have 
pledged  themselves  to  perform —  which , 
in  our  humble  opinion,  amounts  to  the 
same  thing  with  hoping  that  this  cla- 
mour may  prove  a  powerless  enemy  to 
the  real  interests  of  the  West  Indies, 
and  those  of  the  Negro  Slaves  them- 
selves. 

We  have  had  occasion  to  speak  more 
harshly  than  we  could  have  wished,  of 
the  part  which  certain  friends  of  reli- 
gion have  taken  in  regard  to  this  matter. 
We  trust,  however,  nobody  will  so  far 
misunderstand  us,  as  to  suppose  that 
we  regard  the  condition  of  the  West 
Indian  slaves,  in  any  other  light  than 
that  of  a  subject  which  ought  to  en- 
gage the  consideration  of  the  true 
friends  of  religion.  On  the  contrary, 
if  there  be  one  proposition  in  the  world 
that  appears  to  admit  of  no  sort  of 
doubt  at  all,  it  is  this  :  that  this  great 
negro  population  must  be  christianized 
ere  it  can  be  fitted  for  anything  like  a 
participation  in  the  political  liberty  of 
British  subjects.  In  this,  we  are  per- 
suaded, every  rational  mind  must  com- 
pletely go  along  with  us.  It  is,  there- 
fore, the  duty  of  the  enlightened  friends 
of  our  religion,  to  keep  their  eyes  up- 
on this  subject  with  the  most  serious 
attention — but  it  is  their  duty  to  mix 
prudence  with  their  zeal.  Let  them 
exercise  themselves  in  devising  all 
possible  measures  which  may  tend  to 
the  facilitation  of  that  con  version,  with- 
out which,  nothing  can  be  done. — But 
let  them  not  rashly  obtrude  crude  spe- 
culations upon  the  public.  Such  men 
as  Wilberforce  have  no  lack  of  access 
to  the  Ministers  of  England — let  them 
suggest  and  reason,  but  let  them  not 
declaim,  inflame,  interrupt,  and  in- 
jure. 

While  many  friends  of  religion  have 
been  talking  and  writing,  others  have 
been  doing.  Sir  George  Rose,  in  par- 
ticular, lias  lately  published  a  little 
pamphlet  *  which  does  him  the  highest 
honour — a  record,  not  of  inflammatory 


d  iatribes,  but  of  plain  in  telligible  facts ; 
the  history,  in  short,  of  his  own 


West 


*  Letter  on  the  Means  and  Importance  of  Converting  the  Slaves  in  the  West  Indies  to 
Christianity.  By  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  G.  H.  Rose,  M.r.  London,  John  Murray,  1823- 
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Indian  estates,  and  of  the  efforts  which     been  said,  a  much  higher  consideration 
he  has  made  for  the  introduction  of    than  all  the  colonies  in  the  world. 
Christianity  among  the  negro  popula-        Happily  British  statesmen  are  spa- 
tion,  with  which  the  fortune  of  inhe-    red  most  clearly  in  this  instance — as  we 

believe  they  must  be  spared  in  every 


ritance  had  connected  his  interests  and 
-     his  duties. 

This  tract,  which  cannot  be  too  wide- 
ly known  and  studied,  bears  in  every 
page  the  impress  of  a  most  upright 
mind,  and  a  most  benevolent  heart. 
Sir  George  has  been  eminently  suc- 
cessful in  the  efforts  he  has  made ; 
and,  both  as  a  great  West  Indian  pro- 
prietor, and  as  a  member  of  the  British 
Parliament,  he  has  done  no  more  than 
his  duty  in  laying  the  full  and  candid 
narrative  of  his  proceedings  before  the 
public. 

He  professes  himself  an  affectionate 
son  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  yet 
he  has  made  use  of  the  Wesleyan  mis- 
sionaries on  his  estate.  He  details  the 
success  of  these  missionaries,  and  yet 
the  main  purpose  of  his  pamphlet  seems 
to  be  to  stimulate  the  Ministry  to  the 
erection  of  a  machinery  by  which  the 
great  work  of  conversion  may  be  car- 
ried on  within  the  pale  of  the  Church. 
There  may  be  some  slight  appearance 
of  inconsistency  in  all  this,  but  we  con- 
fess that  we  attach  no  importance  to 
it.  Sir  George  found  the  Wesleyan  body 
at  hand,  and  ready ;  and,  as  an  indivi- 
dual proprietor  of  slaves,  it  was  his  bu- 
siness to  make  use  of  the  first  effectual 
means  he  could  find  for  the  attainment 
of  his  individual  object.  His  earnest  ex- 
pressions of  hope  and  trust  that  THE 
CHURCH  may  ere  long  be  put  in  posses- 
sion of  means  for  taking  the  great  la- 
bour into  her  own  hands,  derive,  in- 
deed, a  new  title  to  respectful  atten- 
tion,from  the  very  circumstances  which 
have  induced  certain  not  very  liberal 
critics  to  impugn  Sir  George  Hose's 
character  both  as  a  reasoner  and  as  a 
member  of  the  Anglican  Church. 

The  real  lesson  his  pamphlet  was 
intended  to  give,  is  this  :  it  is  possible 
for  any  single  proprietor,  nay,  it  is 
easy  for  him,  to  introduce  Christianity 
among  his  negro  slaves.  This  is  Sir 
George's  assertion ;  it  is  this  that  his 
facts  were  meant  to  illustrate ;  it  is 
this  that  they  do  illustrate,  ay,  and 
prove,  and  that  to  his  high  honour  now, 
and  eventually — if  the  lesson  be  not 
given  in  vain,  because  it  is  received 
with  contempt — to  the  great  service 
both  of  these  colonies  at  large,  and  of 
CHRISTIANITY;  which  last,  by  the  way, 
is,  in  our  opinion,  after  all  that  has 


instance  where  things  are  well  under- 
stood— the  necessity  of  putting  into 
opposite  scales,  and  balancing  with  an 
uncertain  hand,  here,  the  interests  of 
the  commercial  greatness  of  their  coun- 
try, and,  there,  those  of  that  faith,  from 
the  influences  of  which,  visibly  embo- 
died in  institutions  and  in  actions,  all 
the  best  greatness  of  that  happy  and 
favoured  country  proceeds. 

The  slave  population  must  be  con-* 
verted  ere  it  is  trusted  with  freedom  : 
this  is  a  proposition  which  we  consider 
as  so  perfectly  and  so  self-evidently  true, 
that  it  would  be  mere  folly  to  waste 
words  in  illustrating  or  enforcing  it. 
This  is  the  first  step — without  this 
nothing  can  be  done.  It  is  impossible 
even  to  dream  of  a  rational  govern- 
ment, situated  as  ours  is,  throwingloose 
such  a  population  as  this — a  popula- 
tion of  wild  heathens  (generally  speak- 
ing)— a  population  destitute  alike  of 
principles  on  which  we  could  place  re- 
liance, and  of  knowledge  by  which 
their  own  welfare  could  be  guarded. 
The  thing  is  absolutely  impossible. 
The  question  is,  how  are  these  negroes 
to  be  christianized  ? 

We  earnestly  hope  the  answer  is  not 
long  to  be  doubtful.     We  sincerely 
trust  that  the  Church  of  England  is 
destined  to  take  upon  herself  this  great 
and  glorious  labour.  There  is  no  good 
to  be  derived  from  reproaches ;  but  it 
must  be  admitted,  that  the  clerical 
establishment  now  existing  in  these 
islands  is  altogether  inadequate  for  the 
task  which  the  Wilberforce  party  seem 
to  take  a  vast  pleasure  in  telling  us 
that  establishment  has  not  performed. 
In   truth,   that  establishment  never 
dreamt  of  performing  it.     There  are, 
for  instance,  twenty  parishes  in  the 
Island  of  Jamaica  ;  each  of  these  pa- 
rishes has  long  had  a  rector,  and  more 
lately  each  of  them  has  had  a  curate 
also.    But,  supposing  the  rector  to  be 
sufficiently  occupied  with  his  free  con- 
gregation, which,  if  he  does  his  duty, 
or  indeed  makes  any  approximation 
to  it,  must  be  the  case,  what  is  a 
single  curate  to  do  with  a  population 
of,  in  some  instances,  ten,  even  twenty 
thousand  negroes,  who  stand  in  need, 
not  merely  of  clerical  ministration,  but 
of  the  very  elements  of  knowledge  ? 
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The  burden  is  self-eviclently  beyond  the  clergy  already  existing  there,  but 
the  power  of  any  man.*  It  is  under-  also  a  separate  body  of  churchmen, 
stood,  Sir  George  Rose  says,  that  the  appointed  (and  perhaps  educated)  ex- 
Ministry  intend  to  establish  different  pressly  for  the  service  of  Christianity 
bishopricks  in  the  West  Indies,  and  to  among  the  negroes.  Sir  George  says, 
place  under  the  new  prelates,  not  only  that  as,  in  the  military  department, 

*  In  most  of  the  Islands  there  are  only  rectors — no  curates  at  all.  The  following  ex- 
tract from  a  letter  to  Lord  Bathurst,  written  by  the  Rev.  W.  Chatterton,  rector  of  St 
Paul's,  Antigua,  may  furnish  a  complete  view  of  the  situation  in  which  these  gentlemen 
are  placed. 

"  If  the  slave  population  is  not  properly  provided  with  the  means  of  religious  in- 
struction according  to  the  ordinances  of  the  Established  Church,  the  fault  rests  not 
in  us  who  are  appointed  to  administer  those  ordinances,  but  it  proceeds  from  local 
circumstances,  with  which  the  Prince  Regent's  Government  ought  to  be  made  well 
acquainted,  and  which  it  is  utterly  beyond  the  power  of  the  regular  clergy  to  alter 
or  correct. — There  are,  sir,  many  obstacles  of  considerable  magnitude,  which  tend  to 
exclude  the  slaves  from  our  pastoral  care :  The  first  is,  the  want  of  room  in  our 
churches  ;  taking  my  own  church,  for  example,  after  the  regular  congregation  is  ac- 
commodated, there  is  only  occasionally  a  vacancy  that  would  admit  about  thirty  per- 
sons. Now,  the  slave  population  in  my  parish  amounts  to  three  thousand  seven 
hundred  and  eighteen  souls  ;  there  is  therefore  a  prodigious  number,  by  this  single 
circumstance,  unavoidably  excluded  from  attending  the  established  worship  on  Sun- 
day, which  is  the  only  day  they  have  in  their  power.  But,  suppose  this  impediment 
removed,  and  our  churches  were  calculated  to  atford  greater  accommodation  to  these 
people  ;  and  suppose  them  either  prevailed  upon,  or  compelled,  to  attend  our  public 
services,  still,  sir,  I  fear  the  result  would  fall  very  far  short  of  the  expectations  of  the 
Prince  Regent's  Government.  Let  it  be  remembered,  sir,  that  the  slaves  are  in  a 
state  of  the  grossest  ignorance,  that  their  minds  are  totally  destitute  of  all  cultivation ; 
to  crowd  them  into  a  church,  therefore,  without  some  previous  preparation,  would  be 
a  procedure  equally  useless  and  absurd.  Our  liturgy  would  be  wholly  unintelligible 
to  them ;  and  the  addresses  from  the  pulpit,  \vliich  surely  must  be  adapted,  in  some 
degree,  to  the  superior  information  of  our  more  enlightened  hearers,  would  be  to 
them  as  unedifying  as  if  they  were  preached  in  a  foreign  tongue. 

"  It  must  be  obvious,  therefore,  that  the  ordinary  system  of  instruction  pursued  in 
our  churches,  and  the  deficiency  of  accommodation  in  point  of  room,  present  great 
obstacles  to  the  slaves  deriving  any  degree  of  religious  improvement  from  the  regular 
clergy ;  and  a  little  reflection  will  shew,  that  it  is  absolutely  impossible  we  should 
adopt  any  extraordinary  measures  for  the  accomplishment  of  this  great  and  important 
purpose.  Our  Saviour's  remark  applies  witli  peculiar  force  and  propriety  to  us,  in 
our  situation  with  respect  to  the  slaves :  *  The  harvest  truly  is  great,  but  the  la- 
bourers are  few.'  The  slaves,  in  fact,  abound  to  that  degree,  that  the  single  exertions 
of  the  rectors  in  the  several  parishes,  supposing  them  to  be  pressed  with  the  most 
ardent  zeal,  could  never  be  adequate  to  supply  their  spiritual  wants,  and  attend  to 
those  of  the  white  and  free  people  of  colour,  who  constitute  their  regular  charge. 

"  If  this  class  of  people,  sir,  are  to  be  instructed  by  the  established  clergy,  we 
must  first  undergo  a  thorough  metamorphose ;  we  must  entirely  alter  our  present 
habits  and  manners,  and  assimilate  ourselves  to  the  negroes.  We  must  give  a  com- 
plete turn  to  the  train  of  our  ideas,  and  bring  them  down  to  a  level  with  those  of  the 
slave.  We  must  acquire  new  methods  of  thinking,  of  reasoning,  and  of  expressing 
ourselves  :  and  when  we  have  aft'ectedthis  change,  to  make  any  progress  in  our  work, 
we  must  go  in  continual  and  painful  pursuit  of  reasonable  opportunities  to  address 
these  people ;  and  we  must  altogether  abandon  the  care  of  our  present  congrega- 
tions, as  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  to  attend  to  both,  unless  we  were  endued 
with  those  extraordinary  powers  which  ceased  with  the  first  propagators  of  Chris- 
tianity. 

"  It  must  be  evident  then,  sir,  to  any  one  who  candidly  considers  these  circum- 
stances, that  the  project  of  attaching  the  slaves  to  the  Church  of  England  can  never 
be  carried  into  effect  by  means  of  the  established  clergy  at  present  existing  in  this 
country.  /  will  venture  to  add,  that  it  could  only  be  accomplished  by  a  distinct  and  separate 
establishment,  by  a  sufficient  number  of  ministers  anointed,  1  had  almost  said  educated,  J or 
the  sole  and  exclusive  purjmse  of  instructing  the  negroes. 

"  To  admonish  us  therefore  to  engage  in  this  cause,  is  only  stimulating  us  to  un- 
natural and  unreasonable  exertions,  which  must  ever  prove  fruitless  and  abortive. 
"  I  will  answer  for  myself,  Sir,  that,  impressed  as  I  am  with  a  firm  belief  of  the 
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we  often  find  regular  troops,  militia, 
yeomanry,  cavalry,  &c.  all  serving  in 
the  same  county  at  the  same  time,  so 
there  need  be  no  disagreeable  collision 
between  these  distinct,  yet  co-opera- 
ting bodies  of  clergymen.  We  have  no 
intention  to  discuss  these  matters ;  but 
our  hope,  at  least,  is  all  on  Sir  George's 
side. 

The  slaves  must  be  Christianized : 
Some  of  "  the  colonial  advocates,"  as 
they  have  been  called,  are  so  impru- 
dent as  to  entertain  the  public  with 
discussing  the  possibility — the  possibi- 
lity, forsooth ! — of  carrying  on  the  bu- 
siness of  the  plantations  with  proper 
advantage,  if  the  Christian  Sabbath  be 
introduced,  strictly  as  such,  into  the 
West  Indies.  They  say  the  slaves 
must  have  some  time  to  cultivate  their 
own  little  gardens — that  they  do  this 
at  present  during  a  part  of  each  Sun- 
day— and  that  it  is  impossible  for  the 
proprietors  to  thrive,  if  another  day  in 
the  week  be  given  to  the  slaves  be- 
sides the  Sunday.  But  who  will  listen 
to  such  stuff?  The  Sabbath  is  the 
Sabbath — if  the  slaves  are  to  be  Chris- 
tianized at  all,  they  must  be  taught  to 
remember  that  day,  and  keep  it  holy. 
This  is  the  first  thing.  By  what  ar- 
rangements the  interior  economy  of 
plantations  is  to  be  regulated,  that  is 
the  affair  of  the  planters — the  other  is 
the  affair  of  the  presiding  State ;  and 
cost  what  it  may,  the  Sabbath  must 
be  a  day  of  rest,  if  there  are  to  be 
Christian  colonies. 

The  work  is  a  prodigious  one,  and 
cannot  be  speedily  accomplished.  When 
our  Saviour  appeared  in  this  world,  he 


found  slavery  established  everywhere. 
The  faith  he  came  to  promulgate  has 
abolished  slavery  in  the  regions  where 
it  then  was  universal ;  but  how  ? — 
Not  by  any  sudden  or  violent  means; 
not  by  any  rash  preaching  of  the  ab- 
solute unlawfulness  of  slavery,  such  as 
this  Wilberforce  party  are  so  fond  of. 
No — on  the  contrary,  the  New  Testa- 
ment addressed  to  slaves  many  most 
solemn  ad  vices  as  to  their  duties  in  that 
state,  and  not  one  word  that  could  be 
interpreted  into  a  signal  or  a  stimulus 
for  revolt  and  disobedience.  The  great 
work  must  be  slowly  done.  At  the 
time  of  the  Norman  Conquest,  six  cen- 
turies after  Christianity  had  been  first 
introduced  into  England,  the  whole 
tillage  of  the  soil  of  England  was  in 
the  hands  of  serfs ;  and  how  was  this 
state  of  things  altered  ? — Why,  by  the 
slow,  gradual,  imperceptible  operation 
of  the  influences  of  the  Christian  reli- 
gion. Slavery,  however,  did  not  abso- 
lutely terminate  in  England  until  the 
time  of  James  I. ! — Nay,  more  strange 
still,  there  were  some  traces  of  villain- 
age existing  in  Scotland  within  the  re- 
collection of  many  people  now  living. 
These  considerations,  without  push- 
ing matters  to  extremes,  ought  to  im- 
press the  minds  of  all  who  take  a  part 
in  the  present  controversy,  with  the  pro- 
priety, nay,  with  the  necessity,  of  mix- 
ing calmness  and  prudence  with  all  that 
they  do,  with  all  that  they  speak,  and 
'  with  all  that  they  write.  "  The  thing 
that  hath  been,  is  that  also  which  shall 
be,"  says  the  inspired  sage ;  and  the 
friends  of  religion  and  mankind  must 
be  contented  to  chastise  the  fervour  of 


truth  of  Christianity,  and  with  the  deepest  sense  of  the  awful  responsibility  which 
I  have  incurred  by  becoming  a  minister  of  the  gospel,  there  is  no  man  more  ear- 
nestly disposed  to  propagate  its  sacred  doctrines  among  all  orders  and  descriptions  of 
people  ;  and  devoted  as  I  am  to  ourvadmirable  ecclesiastical  constitution,  no  church- 
man can  be  more  hostile  to  sectarian  influence.  Had  therefore  the  plan  of  uniting 
the  slaves  to  the  Church  established  been  practicable,  it  would  not  now  remain  to  be 
attempted  in  my  parish. 

"  I  humbly  trust,  Sir,  that,  in  my  professional  character,  I  am  neither  deficient  in 
zeal  to  stimulate  me  to  activity,  nor  in  courage  to  support  and  carry  me  through  the 
most  violent  opposition,  when  I  see  the  least  prospect  of  success ;  but  in  a  case  like 
the  present,  where  these  principles  must  be  prostituted  and  disgraced,  where  zeal 
would  degenerate  into  enthusiasm,  and  courage  into  fool-hardiness,  I  have  felt  myself 
bound  to  remain  passive ;  and,  although  I  deeply  lament  the  hard  necessity  which 
excludes  these  poor  slaves  from  the  advantages  of  our  incomparable  ordinances  ;  yet, 
as  1  am  conscious  that  I  could  make  no  successful  attempt  to  remove  the  causes  of 
their  exclusion,  I  have  contented  myself  with  looking  forward  with  hope  to  the  ar- 
rival of  some  happy  period,  when  due  and  effective  arrangements  may  be  made  by 
superior  authority,  for  the  accomplishment  of  that  most  desirable  end ;  arid  with  pray- 
ing the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  he  would  send  forth  a  sufficient  number  of  appro- 
priate labourers  into  his  harvest." 
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their  benevolent  aspirations,  by  some- 
thing like  a  deliberate  recollection  of 
the  past  history,  both  of  their  species 
and  of  their  faith. 

On  the  contrary — we  regret  exceed- 
ingly that  it  should  be  so,  but  we  do 
feel  that  it  is  our  duty  to  end  with 
this — on  the  contrary,  the  conduct  of 
too  many  of  these  persons  appears  to 
be  constantly  and  resolutely  at  va- 
riance with  every  principle  of  sound 
judgment.  They  are  every  day  doing 
what  in  them  lies  to  injure  those  whom 
they  no  doubt  must  surely  believe 
themselves  to  be  befriending.  Take 
for  a  concluding  instance  the  folio w- 
*  ing  quotation  from  the  last  publication 
of  the  "  Society  for  the  Mitigation,"* 
&c. 

"  In  the  year  1776,  Samuel  Netting- 
ham,  a  Quaker,  who  became  possessed  of 
a  small  estate  in  Tortola,  to  which  were  at- 
tached twenty-five  negroes — viz.  six  men, 
'ten  women,  four  boys,  and  five  girls — de- 
termined on  manumitting  them.  He  ac- 
cordingly did  manumit  them  by  the  follow- 
ing deed  :— 

"  *  Be  it  remembered,  that  whereas  I, 
Samuel  Nottingham,  of  Long  Island,  in 
the  province  of  New  York,  gentleman,  am 
owner,  or  reputed  owner,  of  a  number  of 
negroes,  on  the  island  of  Tortola,  in  the 
English  West  Indies ;  and  considering  that 
liberty  is  their  right  and  property,  which, 
in  equity,  justice,  and  good  conscience, 
ought  to  be  restored  to  them  ;  and  having 
a  testimony  in  my  heart  against  the  ini- 
quitous practice  of  enslaving  our  fellow- 
men  ;  therefore,  as  far  as  in  me  lies,  I  con- 
clude it  necessary  for  me  to  grant  unto  the 
said  negroes  their  natural  right  of  freedom, 
and,  accordingly,  I  have  granted,  and  by 
these  presents,  in  consideration  of  five 
pounds  sterling  to  me  by  the  said  negroes 
paid  at  and  before  the  sealing  of  this  in- 
strument, and  for  divers  other  good  causes 
and  considerations  me  thereto  moving,  do 
grant,  bargain,  sell,  release,  assure,  and 
confirm,  unto  ail  and  every  of  the  said  ne- 
groes, their  liberty  and  freedom,  as  fully 
and  amply  as  though  herein  particularly 
and  respectively  stated.  And  moreover,  I, 
the  said  Samuel  Nottingham,  do  covenant 
and  grant,  for  myself,  my  heirs,  executors, 
and  administrators,  to  and  with  the  said 
negroes  respectively,  that  they,  and  each 
of  them,  shall  and  may  enjoy  their  free- 
dom, and  any  estate  real  or  personal  which 
they,  pr  any  of  them,  may  acquire,  with- 
out the  let,  suit,  hindrance,  or  molesta- 
tion of  me  or  my  heirs,  or  any  person  or 
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persons  claiming,  or  to  claim,  by,  from, 
or  under  me  or  them  ;  hereby  quitting  all 
claim  and  demand  to  them  and  their  pos- 
terity. In  witness  whereof,  I  have  here- 
unto set  my  hand  and  seal  this  30th  day  of 
the  Gth  month,  1770. 

(Signed)  '  SAMUEL  NOTTINGHAM. 
'  Sealed  and  delivered  in  the  presence  of  us, 

4  NICHOLAS  WALK, 

4  SARAH 


"  About  six  years  afterwards,  Samuel 
Nottingham  addressed  to  one  of  these  slaves 
the  following  letter  :  — 

'  Bristol,  50th  of  the  9th  Month,  1782. 
'  DEAR  GEORGE, 

«  THY  letter  of  the  8th  of  last  Gth  month 
we  received,  and  it  was  well  pleasing  to  us 
to  hear  of  the  present  good  disposition  of 
thyself  and  the  rest  of  our  late  servants, 
whose  welfare  and  happiness  both  here  and 
hereafter  we  have  much  at  heart  ;  but  we 
are  sorry  to  hear  of  the  removal  of  poor 
John  Venture,  and  Harry,  though  not 
without  hopes  of  their  partaking  of  that 
mercy  which  is  extended  to  all,  without  re- 
spect of  persons,  whether  white  or  black. 
So,  George,  remember,  what  we  write  to 
thee  we  write  to  all  of  you  who  once  called 
us  master  and  mistress  ;  but  now  you  are 
all  free,  as  far  as  it  is  in  our  power  to  make 
you  so,  because  none  are  free  indeed,  ex- 
cept they  are  free  in  Christ  ;  therefore,  we 
admonish  you,  not  as  your  master  and  mis- 
tress, but  as  your  friends  and  benefactors, 
beseeching  you  to  be  cautious  of  your  con- 
duct, and  circumspect  in  your  behaviour  to 
all,  that  none  may  accuse  you  of  abusing 
that  freedom  which  we,  in  the  course  of 
Divine  Providence,  have  been  permitted  to 
give  you.  Remember  also,  that,  as  free 
men  and  women,  ye  stand  accountable  far 
every  part  of  your  conduct,  and  must  an- 
swer for  the  same  in  your  own  persons,  if 
you  do  amiss  ;  in  which  case  the  laws  where 
you  are  have  provided  a  punishment,  ac- 
cording to  the  nature  of  the  offence  ;  but 
do  well,  and  ye  shall  have  praise  of  the 
same.  And  that  you  may  be  enabled  to 
live  honestly  among  men,  we  have  given 
you  our  East-End  plantation,  in  Fathog 
Bay,  with  everything  thereunto  belonging, 
which  we  will  endeavour  to  ha  ye  secured 
to  you  by  all  lawful  ways  and  means,  that 
none  may  deprive  you  nor  your  offspring 
of  it,  but  that  you  may  freely  cultivate  and 
improve  it  to  your  own  benefit  and  advan- 
tage, and  thereby  be  provided  with  a  suf- 
ficient subsistence  to  live  comfortably  toge- 
ther, in  all  friendliness  and  cordiality  ;  as- 
sisting each  other,  that  those  more  ad- 
vanced in  years  may  advise  the  younger, 
and  these  submitting  to  the  counsel  of  the 


*  Subs;ance  of  the  Debate  in  the  House  of  Commons,  on  the  15th  May,  1823,  on  a 
Motion  for  the  Mitigation  and  Gradual  Abolition  of  Slavery  throughout  the  British  Do. 
ruinions.  With  a  Preface  and  Appendices,  containing  Facts  and  .Reasonings  illustra- 
tive of  Colonial  Bondage.  London,  Hatchard  and  Son,  1823. 
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elder ;  so  that  good  order  and  harmony 
may  be  preserved  among  you,  which  will 
assuredly  draw  down  the  blessing  of  the 
Most  High.  But  if  you  have  not  where- 
withal to  cultivate  and  improve  the  planta- 
tion yourselves,  we  advise  you  to  hire  your- 
selves for  a  season  to  whom  you  please,  as 
also  the  plantation,  if  you  think  it  neces- 
sary, till  you  acquire  a  sufficiency  to  go  on 
yourselves  ;  but  in  every  step  you  take  of 
this  kind,  always  remember  the  good  of  the 
whole.  And  as  soon  as  you  can  make  a 
beginning  on  the  plantation  yourselves, 
with  cotton  and  provisions,  we  would  by 
all  means  have  you  to  do  it,  that  you  may 
not  be  scattered  and  too  much  divided ; 
but  endeavour  to  dwell  together,  and  be 
content  with  food  and  raiment;  and  a  bless- 
ing will  certainly  attend  you  under  the  in- 
fluence of  such  a  disposition.  Tell  Dorcas 
Vanterpool  we  are  much  obliged  to  her  for 
her  friendly  care  and  attendance  of  poor 
John  Venture  and  Harry,  during  their 
sickness.  We  shall  be  pleased  to  hear  how 
you  go  on  by  any  opportunity,  and  that 
you  cautiously  maintain  a  good  report 
among  the  neighbours.  Live  in  love  among 
yourselves,  and  the  peace  of  Him  who  pass- 
eth  all  understanding  will  assuredly  be 
with  you  and  yours ;  which  we  earnestly 
desire  and  pray  for,  being  your  sincere 
friends  and  well-wishers, 

(Signed)    '  SAMUEL  NOTTINGHAM. 
(Signed)     «  MARY  NOTTINGHAM. 
4  To  George  Nottingham,  one  of  the 
negroes  belonging  to  the  East-End 
Plantation,  late  the  property  of  Sa- 
muel Nottingham,  at  Fathog  Bay, 
in  Tortola.' 

"  In  the  year  1822  this  little  colony  of 
free  persons  was  visited  several  times  by 
two  highly  respectable  gentlemen  ;  on 
whose  authority  we  are  enabled  to  state 
the  following  particulars  : — '  Of  the  origi- 
nal persons  liberated,  nine  are  still  alive  ; 
besides  whom  there  are  twenty-five  of  their 
children,  and  nine  grand- children  ;  making 
in  all  forty-three  persons.  The  whole  of 
them  reside  on  the  same  plantation,  which 
they  have  ever  since  cultivated.  Half  of  it 
is  chiefly  in  provisions,  and  the  rest  is  used 
as  pasturage  for  their  stock,  which  consists 
of  twenty-eight  cow«s,  thirteen  goats,  and 
thirteen  hogs.  Formerly  they  cultivated 
cotton,  but,  the  price  falling  very  low,  they 
did  not  continue  to  plant  it.  Jeffery  Not. 
tingham,  one  of  those  originally  emancipa- 
ted, exclusive  of  his  share  in  the  plantation 
and  stock,  possesses  five  acres  of  land  and 
a  house  in  Spanishtown,  and  a  vessel  of 
twenty-three  feet  keel.  Diana  and  Eve 
(born  since  1776,)  have  each  a  boat  of  se- 
venteen and  fourteen  feet  keel.  For  some 
years  the  seasons  were  so  bad,  that  they 
found  it  difficult  to  get  water  for  their 
stuck,  and  got  little  return  for  their  labour  ; 
but  still  they  had  been  able  to  support 
VOL.  XIV. 


themselves,  and  to  acquire  the  property 
mentioned  above,  while  they  increased  in 
number  from  twenty-five  to  forty-three. 
Not  one  of  them  is  now  in  debt ;  and  their 
property  is  free  from  all  incumbrance. 
Twelve  of  the  grown-up  persons  are  mem- 
bers of  the  Methodist  Society,  and,  with 
their  children,  attend  regularly  the  Me- 
thodist chapel  at  East-End,  except  in  case 
of  sickness.  During  the  whole  period  since 
their  emancipation,  none  of  them  have  been 
sued  in  court,  or  brought  before  a  magi- 
strate, to  answer  to  any  complaint.  Only 
one  of  them  once  obtained  a  warrant 
against  a  person  who  had  assaulted  him, 
who  begged  his  pardon  and  was  forgiven. 
The  same  person,  on  coming  from  sea, 
was  arrested  the  day  he  landed  for  a  capi- 
tation tax  on  free  persons,  of  which  he  had 
not  been  apprized,  and  put  into  prison.  The 
next  day  he  paid  the  money,  about  eigh- 
teen dollars,  and  was  released.  Several  of 
them  can  read  and  write.  Jeffery's  wife, 
Grace,  acts  as  shoolmistress.  She  reads 
well.  They  have  lately  built  three  houses 
in  their  village,  of  wood,  and  shingled. 
The  whole  of  their  houses  had  been  de- 
stroyed by  the  hurricane  of  1819,  and  have 
since  been  rebuilt.  They  are  a  fine  healthy 
race,  all  black,  having  intermarried  with 
each  other ;  and  seem  to  dwell  very  hap- 
pily together.' 

"  Now,  we  would  put  the  question  to 
Mr  Baring,  Whether  it  would  have  been 
more  advantageous  for  the  interests  either 
of  the  individuals  or  of  the  state,  that  Mr 
Nottingham's  twenty-five  slaves  had  conti- 
nued slaves,  (liable  to  all  the  risks  of  inhu- 
man owners  and  overseers,  and  all  the  other 
evils  of  that  condition,  and  particularly  to 
that  progressive  diminution  of  their  num- 
bers, which  has  been  the  common  fate  of 
the  slaves  in  almost  all  our  colonies,  and 
among  the  rest  in  Tortola ;)  or  that  they 
should  have  been  living  free  and  in  comfort 
for  nearly  fifty  years,  during  which  they 
have  accumulated  some  property,  and  have 
increased  from  twenty-five  to  forty-three  ? 
And,  as  far  as  advantage  to  this  country 
goes,  we  will  venture  to  say  that  the  forty- 
three  Nottinghams  consume  more  of  Bri- 
tish produce  and  manufactures  in  a  year, 
and  promote  the  traffic  of  Tortola  itself 
more,  than  three  times  the  number  of 
slaves  would  do.  But  Mr  Baring  will 
say,  tins  is  a  single  instance.  True  ;  but 
why  is  it  so  ?  Not  because  there  arc  not 
incnii/  slaves  wJto  would  have  equally  re- 
warded the  benevolence  of  their  master,  but 
because  there  has  been  'but  one  Notting- 
ham." 

Now,  nothing  can  be  more  delight- 
ful than  the  behaviour  of  these  wor- 
thy Quakers  j  it  is  impossible  not  to 
feel  their  excellence,  to  admire,,  to 
love  them.  But  for  what  purpose  are 
stories  like  this  the  staple  of  such  a 
3M 
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society's  reports  ?  Samuel  Notting- 
ham had  two  dozen  negro  slaves — he 
set  them  all  free,  and  made  them  a 
present  of  the  plantation  on  which 
they  had  been  living  as  his  bondsmen. 
A  most  noble  piece  of  behaviour,  sure- 
ly ;  and  the  style  in  which  the  thing 
is  done  and  recorded,  just  what  every 
human  creature  must  acknowledge  to 
be  exquisitely  beautiful.  But  what  is 
the  lesson  ?  Had  Samuel  Notting- 
ham no  other  property  but  this  plan- 
tation, and  these  negroes  ?  or  would 
he,  or  could  he,  have  done  the  same 
thing  with  a  plantation  of  fifty  times 
the  extent,  and  slaves  to  be  counted 
by  the  hundred  or  the  thousand  ? — 
No  such  things.  And  what  is  the  use, 
then,  of  throwing  such  a  story  as  this, 
(with  an  undisguised  sneer  too)  in  the 
teeth  of  those  whose  whole  fortunes, 
the  existence  of  whose  whole  families, 
all  whose  earthly  possessions  andmeans 
are  inseparably  connected  with  a  po- 
pulation of  negro  slaves  ?  All  this  fur- 
nishes just  one  more  illustration  of 
the  truth  of  a  remark  which  some  one 
has  made  before  us,  viz.  that  these  so- 
cieties publish  books  in  order  to  shew 
the  world  how  such  matters  ought  NOT 
to  be  managed.  We  cannot  conclude 
better  than  in  the  words  of  Sir  George 
Rose  :— - 


"  I  beg  leave  to  offer  to  those  who  have 
lately  set  the  public  mind  in  motion,  and 
have  led  on  the  question  of  emancipation, 
the  expression  of  a  very  sincere  opinion, 
that  the  weal  of  the  negro  will  be  best  pro- 
moted by  a  more  discriminating  vigour  of 
effort  in  his  behalf,  than  that  recently  dis- 
played. I  have  had  repeated  opportunities 
of  observing  with  what  undistinguishing 
vehemence  the  West  Indians  have  been 
marked  out  as  objects  of  suspicion  and  aver- 
sion ;  and  this  circumstance  has  been  pain- 
fully felt  by  impartial  men,  as  anxious  for 
the  happiness  of  the  slave,  as  they  are  com- 
petent to  judge  how  it  can  best  be  promo- 
ted. It  is  singular  enough,  that  when  the 
abuses  in  the  West  Indies  were  at  their 
height,  little  was  said  or  thought  about 
them  ;  but  an  overwhelming  torrent  of  in- 
vective is  now  poured  down  upon  the  West 
Indians  in  the  mass,  at  the  time  when  a 
very  happy  alteration  has  taken  place  in 
the  manner,  in  which  many  of  them  consi- 
der various  points  which  are  under  a  course 
of,  and  certainly  require,  amendment,  the 
effects  of  which  change  are  in  visible  ope- 
ration. I  have  observed  this  conduct  to- 
wards them  to  act  here  already  to  a  certain 
extent  to  the  disadvantage  of  the  cause  of 
the  slave ;  and  there  are  other  modes,  in 
which  it  is  likely  so  to  act  elsewhere.  It 
is  much  to  be  desired,  that  the  excitement 
of  indignant  and  resentful  feelings,  espe- 
cially in  the  bosoms  of  humane  and  liberal 
men,  should  be  avoided  as  much  as  possi- 
ble." 


%*  So  we  had  just  terminated,  when  the  Glasgow  Courier,*  containing  offi- 
cial accounts  of  the  insurrection  in  Demerara,  was  put  into  our  hands.  In  this 
particular  instance,  there  can  be  neither  mistaking,  nor  affecting  to  mistake. 
It  is  not  a  thing  that  the  two  parties  can  give  tAvo  opposite  accounts  of.  The 
debate  on  Mr  Buxton's  motion  has  produced  a  bloody  insurrection  among  the 
slaves  of  one  colony — that  is  certain — how  much  more  may  have  happened  ere 
this  moment,  who  can  tell  ? 

Such  lessons  have  been  given  abundantly  long  before  now — and  they  have 
been  neglected.  It  remains  to  be  shewn  whether  this  also  is  given  in  vain.  It 
remains  to  be  shewn,  whether  this  Empire  is  to  be  harassed  with  eternal  im- 
punity, by  the  madness  of  a  set  of  arrogant  blockheads — whether  our  policy  is 
forever  to  be  thwarted  by  the  rash  and  headlong  machinations  of  fanatical 
dupes — whether  the  thing,  the  system,  this  pernicious  system  of  HUMBUG,  is 
to  be  allowed  to  go  on  from  week  to  week,  and  from  year  to  year,  until  at 
length  these  poor  negroes  learn  to  effect  as  well  as  to  menace,  and  bathe  the 
whole  soil  of  these  colonies  in  a  mingled  sea  of  their  own  blood  and  ours. 

We  speak  of  our  blood — it  is  ours — it  is  the  blood  of  our  brethren  that  has 
been  shed  here,  and  that  must  be  shed  in  torrents  if  these  proceedings  go  on 
unchecked.  But,  even  now,  even  in  the  midst  of  such  feelings  as  this  tile 


*  We  cannot  mention  the  name  of  this  paper,  without  taking  the  opportunity  of  ex- 
pressing our  sense  of  the  talent  and  skill,  with  which  it  has  commented  upon  this  ques- 
tion. We  know,  indeed,  of  no  other  paper  in  the  kingdom,  where  so  large  a  stock  of  the 
requisite  species  of  knowledge  is  brought  to  subjects  of  this  nature.  The  Editor  is  evi- 
dently a  thorough  master  of  geographical  science  ;  and  in  the  discussion  of  matters  of 
colonial  policy,  he  exhibits  a  superiority  over  his  brethren,  which  all  those  that  read  his 
Journal  have  at  least  felt. 
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must  be  supposed  to  create  in  every  bosom  that  is  not  quite  Buxtonlzed — even 
now  we  do  not  think  a  bit  the  less  of  the  poor  negroes  themselves.  This  rash- 
ness is  ruin  to  their  hopes — these  madmen — these  dupes  of  vanity,  and  uncon- 
scious dupes  of  interest — ARE  THEIR  WORST  ENEMIES.  Such  is  our  belief — 
we  have  done  our  duty. 
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THE  next  speaker  was  from  Ireland, 
with  the  characteristic  name  of  Law- 
less. He  arose  indeed  et  jxitus,  et  exlex, 
and  poured  forth  a  flood  of  Irish  ora- 
tory, on  the  usual  topics  which  afford 
flowers  and  figures  to  the  oppressed 
people  of  that  pacific  land.  Being  him- 
self a  gentleman  of  the  press,  conduct- 
ing a  paper  which  circulates  a  few 
quires  in  and  about  Belfast,  he  was 
particularly  vociferous  on  the  advan- 
tages mankind  in  general,  and  Ireland 
in  particular,  derive  from  the  freedom 
of  that  engine.  Of  the  universal  Whig 
passion  for  the  freedom  of  the  press,  I 
have  spoken  already  ;  but  people  who 
do  not  look  at  the  actual  state  of  the 
thing  in  Ireland,  contenting  themselves 
with  taking  bawling  for  facts,  may  not 
be  aware  how  admirably  a  panegyric 
on  this  favourite  subject  comes  from  a 
man  of  Mr  Lawless' s  Irish  faction.  In 
Ireland,  as  in  England,  the  factious 
press  had  it  all  their  own  way  for  a 
long  time.  There  was  to  be  seen  little 
talent  in  their  newspaper  world,  but 
that  little  was  active  in  traducing  the 
institutions  of  the  country.  Besides, 
they  had  firm  aid  from  abroad. — Tom 
Moore  sung  over  the  miseries  of  Ire- 
land— Jeffrey  and  Co.  howled  over 
them  ;  and  all  together,  they  contrived 
to  cover  the  loyal  men  and  the  Pro- 
testants of  Ireland  with  the  imputa- 
tion of  bigotry  and  tyranny,  just  in 
the  same  way  as  the  same  agency  co- 
vered us  Tories  with  the  imputed  dis- 
grace of  being  patrons  of  slavery,  and 
victims  of  blockheadism.  At  last,  how- 
ever, the  prestige  began  to  wear  away, 
and  then  in  Ireland  the  real  nature  of 
the  affection  "  the  friends  of  liberty  all 
over  the  world"  entertained  for  the 
press,  shone  forth  in  its  true  co- 
lours. Your  readers,  Christopher, 
would  feel  little  entertainment  in 
puzzling  through  the  petty  details  of 
the  provincial  press  of  Ireland,  which 


is  even  lower  than  our  newspaper 
world  in  Scotland  ;"*  suffice  it  to  say, 
that,  to  go  no  farther  back  than  this 
very  year,  the  Coryphaeus  of  Irish  de- 
magogues, Mr  O'Connel,  employed  his 
own  clerk  to  act  as  prosecutor  on  be- 
half of  the  Roman  Catholic  clergy,  in 
a  libel  action  against  the  Evening 
Mail,  for  a  series  of 'general  reflections, 
implicating  no  individual  whatever, 
directly  or  indirectly — that  the  same 
gentleman  advised  an  action  against 
the  same  print,  for  copying  a  para- 
graph from  a  Cork  paper,  which  it 
quoted — that  he  laid  the  venue  of 
action  against  that  Cork  paper,  in  a 
county  (Kerry)  over  which  he  has 
most  considerable  influence,  and  of 
which  a  near  relation  of  his  own  is 
Sub-Sheriff,  and  had  the  striking  of 
the  jury — and  they  add,  that  when 
two  fellows,  one  of  them,  by  the  way, 
son  of  the  magna  mater  of  Whiggery, 
fell  on  and  beat,  in  his  own  house,  a 
defenceless  man,  the  editor  of  an  illi- 
beral paper,  the  whole  of  the  liberal 
press  chuckled  with  joy,  and  applaud- 
ed the  heroic  feat.  You  perceive  that 
the  same  people  act  in  the  same  way 
on  both  sides  of  the  water.  Loud  are 
they  in  praise  of  the  press,  when  it  is 
in  their  own  hands,  but,  when  turned 
against  their  own  sacred  persons,  as 
loud  in  its  reprehension. 

Lawless,  of  course,  produced  the 
six  millions  of  enslaved  loyalists  in 
Ireland — the  number  is  always  on  the 
move  forward — and  the  atrocities  of 
the  disloyal  Orange  faction.  It  may  be 
safely  conceded  to  such  arguers,  that 
the  Roman  Catholic  population  is  the 
majority  in  Ireland  ; — but  how  is  that 
majority  composed  ? — Precisely  of  the 
most  ignorant,  benighted,  savage,  and 
brutal  peasantry  in  the  world.  In  in- 
tellect, in  education,  in  everything 
which  marks  the  civilized  being,  the 
Protestants  are  ten  to  one,  as  they  are 


*  Scarcely  possible.— -C.  N. 
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fifty  to  one  in  wealth  and  prosperity. 
Lawless  well  knows  that  no  legislative 
enactment — at  least  no  legislative  en- 
actment in  the  contemplation  of  the 
party  he  was  addressing — could  reach 
the  millions  about  whom  he  was  sput- 
tering. An  important  change  must 
take  place  in  the  frame  of  Irish  society 
before  anything  can  be  done  which 
will  raise  them  to  the  level  of  a  civi- 
lized population  ;  and  that  change  will 
not  be  effected  by  putting  down  the 
Protestant  Church,  and  substituting 
the  Roman  Catholic  in  its  room,  as 
his  friends  are  fondly  hoping.  That 
would  indeed  be  a  sad  retrograde  move- 
ment. Do  not  think  I  am  too  harsh  in 
the  character  I  am  giving  of  the  Irish 
peasantry.  They  are  at  present,  in  the 
south  of  Ireland,  (where  they  are  ex- 
clusively Roman  Catholics,  the  north, 
which  is  tinged  with  the  much  abused 
colour  of  orange,  being  quiet,)  engaged 
in  a  system  of  assassination  and  arson, 
which  would  disgrace  the  Cherokees. 
It  is  scarcely  a  month  since  a  Mr  Franks 
was  shot  in  his  own  parlour,  the  skull 
of  his  wife  shattered  by  a  crowbar 
while  she  clung  to  the  arms  of  her  son, 
the  head  of  the  son  smashed  to  pieces 
by  the  same  instrument,  and  his  body 
pierced  by  a  pitch-fork,  which  was 
passed  from  hand  to  hand  between 
nearly  a  hundred  peasants,  in  order 
that  each  might  participate  in  insult- 
ing the  lifeless  body,  while  a  fellow, 
who  was  left  outside  as  guard,  whistled 
and  danced  a  hornpipe  for  joy.  The 
crime  this  family  was  guilty  of  was 
this — the  son  had  been  evidence  in  a 
criminal  prosecution  against  a  man 
convicted  of  extorting  fire-arms,  to  be 
employed  in  carrying  on  the  system 
which  produces  these  results.  Such 
are  the  millions  for  whose  ascendancy 
Mr  Lawless  is  preaching.  It  is  only 
insulting  our  understandings  to  appeal 
to  this  numerical  argument.  Let  the 
question  of  Roman  Catholic  emanci- 
pation be  argued  on  its  own  merits. 
If  it  be  unjust  to  keep  Roman  Catho- 
lics from  power,  it  is  no  matter  whe- 
ther the  injustice  affect  a  thousand  or 
a  million  ;  it  should  not  disgrace  our 


statute-bock  for  a  moment  in  cither 
case.  If  it  be  necessary  to  keep  them 
out,  their  numbers  are  nothing  at  all 
to  the  justice  of  the  business — it  is  only 
an  argument  to  expediency,  or,  in  other 
words,  to  our  fears — an  argument, 
Christopher,  which  we  have  at  all 
times,  through  good  report  and  evil, 
treated  with  the  bitterness  of  scorn,  by 
whomsoever,  or  in  whatsoever  cause,  it 
may  be  advanced.  As  for  the  Orange- 
men, he  must  be  wilfully  blind  who 
does  not  see  that  they  are  forced  into 
union  by  fear.  Nobody  likes  domici- 
liary visits  from  gentlemen  furnished 
with  sledge-hammers  to  extract  his 
brains.  The  very  secrecy  of  their  meet- 
ings— the  mere  fact  of  their  having 
private  signs  and  symbols  to  know  one 
another  by — is  a  proof  of  their  being 
apprehensive,  not  of  their  being  do- 
mineering. Their  atrocities  are  con- 
fined to  putting  tawdry  ribbons,  in 
most  vile  bad  taste,  upon  a  paltry 
statue — (a  piece  of  torn-foolery  always 
disapproved  of  by  their  leaders,  Sir 
Abraham  Bradley  King  for  instance,* 
after  it  was  made  matter  of  offence, 
and  now  given  up) — and  toasting  the 
memory  of  William  III.  That  this 
toast  should  excite  Whig  indignation, 
is  strange  ;  and  stranger  still,  that  the 
Orangemen  should  be  accused  of  in- 
sulting intrusion  on  the  feelings  of 
their  countrymen,  when  they  them- 
selves are  to  be  refused  the  poor  pri- 
vilege of  giving  as  a  toast  the  memory 
of  him  who  may  justly  be  deemed  the 
founder  of  the  dynasty  now  occupying 
the  throne.  What  would  the  Whigs 
say,  if  the  Whig  Clubs  were  prohibit- 
ed from  giving  the  memory  of  Charles 
James  Fox,  because,  though  acceptable 
to  them,  it  stinks  in  the  nostrils  of  all 
the  honest  men  in  the  kingdom  ?  Then 
indeed  would  we  have  the  nose  of 
Brougham  twitched  in  tenfold  fury,  in 
defiance  of  us  and  all  our  works. 

Observe,  I  am  not  giving  any  opi- 
nion whatever  as  to  the  expediency, 
or  inexpediency  of  Orange  Associa- 
tions. I  am  too  far  from  the  spot,  and 
the  accounts  from  Ireland  arc  too  con- 
tradictory, and  too  fierce,  for  me  to 


*  Not  to  break  my  sentence  above,  I  throw  into  a  note,  the  fact  that  this  offensive  ce- 
remony of  dressing  the  statue  in  College-Green,  Dublin,  was  a  regular  state  ceremony, 
at  which  the  Lord  Lieutenant,  the  Lord  Mayor,  the  Chancellor,  cSa\  assisted  in  much 
pomp  and  procession,  without  exciting  a  complaint  from  the  Roman  Catholics,  for  u  loii^ 
series  of  years — until  it  was  made,  u  question  of  by  the  Dul<e  of  Ucdford — <Jod  bless 
the  wise  statesman  !— who  refused  to  join.  It  has  ever  since  been  a  bone  of  contention, 
but  was  gradually  falling  into  the  hands  of  the  mere  rabble,  and  would  certainly  have 
died  of  itself  in  a  year  or  two. 
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hazard  any  very  decisive  assertion  on 
their  credit.  But  one  argument  against 
them  I  know  to  be  fallacious.  It  is 
said  that  they  are  useless,  and  not  re- 
quired in  England  or  Scotland,  and 
therefore  not  in  Ireland.  Negatur 
conclusio.  I  deny  the  ergo.  The  state 
of  society  here  is  not  like  that  in  the 
sister  island.  God  forbid  it  should. 
We  have  our  angry  politics,  to  be  sure, 
but  are  not  living  in  the  middle  of  a 
Jacquerie,  in  spite  of  the  exertions  of 
Hunt,  Watson,  or  the  late  Queen  and 
her  advocates,  to  get  up  one.  What, 
therefore,  may  be  altogether  unneces- 
sary here,  may  be  called  for  in  Ire- 
land. Even  if  useless  there  also,  we 
may  easily  pardon  those,  who,  seeing 
their  friends  massacred  unprotectedly 
all  round  them,  adopt  means  of  draw- 
ing together  people  to  oppose  such 
operations.  Denman,  at  this  dinner, 
was  quite  absurd  in  his  remarks  on 
the  Irish  Insurrection  Act.  It  is  very 
easy  for  a  gentleman,  strongly  en- 
trenched over  a  bowl  of  cold  punch, 
or  a  bottle  of  claret,  in  a  quiet  orderly 
city,  among  a  knot  of  people,  who, 
though  Whigs,  are  in  a  great  degree 
civilized,,  to  talk  about  the  severities 
of  a  law  imperiously  required ;  but  if 
Mr  Denman  will  take  a  house  in  Kil- 
dorrery,  or  thereabouts,  and  have  the 
audacity  to  expect  rents  for  his  ground, 
he  will,  before  the  moon  has  changed, 
alter  his  opinion,  and  call  lustily  for 
any  enactment  that  will  keep  the 
house  over  his  head.  I  should  be 
sorry  indeed  that  such  laws  were  put 
in  force  among  our  quiet  hills  on  the 
Border  •  but  there  is  a  very  different 
order  of  things  going  on  in  Duhal- 
low. 

Nor  am  I  giving  my  opinion  against 
Roman  Catholic  emancipation.  I  hope 
and  trust  the  time  will  come,  when 
the  privileges  and  immunities  of  the 
state  will  be  open  to  all ;  but  I  hope 
and  trust  also,  that  those  privileges 
and  immunities  will  never  be  opened  to 
any  one  who  will  make  use  of  them  to 
wage  war  on  the  glorious  institutions 
of  the  country.  If  we  could  be  satis- 
fled  that  the  Roman  Catholic  priest- 
hood would  be  content  to  remain  in 
obedience  to  the  laws  of  the  land — to 
submit,  as  every  other  sectarian  body 
submits,  to  the  paramount  authority 
of  the  Established  Church,  and  make 
no  efforts  to  put  themselves  up  as  .the 
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dominant  religion  of  any  part  of  the 
kingdom,  I  am  quite  sure  there  would 
not  be  a  word  against  what  is  modest- 
ly called  Catholic  claims,  spoken  by 
one  of  us  in  or  out  of  Parliament.  No 
man  of  common  sense  could  imagine 
that  a  general  would  betray  his  duty, 
because  he  believed  in  the  infallibility 
of  the  Pope,  or  any  other  old  woman ; 
or  that  a  judge  would  violate  the  laws 
he  was  administering,  for  the  same 
reason ;  and  as  for  Parliament,  you 
know,  North,  what  my  opinion  always 
has  been  on  that  point.  I  never  feared 
the  efforts  of  any  demagogue  fellow 
within  those  walls.  I  sincerely  rejoi- 
ced in  the  election  of  Waithman,  for 
instance,  for  I  knew  the  Midas  ears, 
which  were  taken  by  the  jobbernowl- 
ed  corporators  for  horns  of  offence, 
powerful  as  those  of  the  bulls  of  Ba- 
shan  to  batter  down  borough-mongery, 
would  be  found  out  in  half  an  hour, 
when  brought  into  company  with  the 
flower  of  England's  gentlemen  ;  and, 
accordingly,  it  was  soon  discovered, 
that  he  was,  as  Cobbett  called  him,  a 
water  bladder,  from  which  nothing 
could  come,  because  nothing  was  in  it. 
So  would  it  be  with  O'Connell  and 
his  compeers.  A  sentence  from  Can- 
ning would  dispose  of  the  first  dozen 
of  them  for  life.  Tragedy-man  Shiel 
would  sit  down  in  happy  obscurity 
with  Comedy-man  Twiss.  Fingals 
and  Frenches,  and  the  other  sage 
nobility,  would  range  with  the  Albe- 
marles,  the  Nugents,  and  the  rest  of 
the  rubbish  of  the  House  of  Lords.  It 
always  makes  me  laugh  when  I  think 
of  such  people  sitting  in  the  same 
house  with  Eldon,  or  Stowell,  or  Liver- 
pool, or  Wellington  ;  ay,  or  even  there- 
mains  of  Erskine,*  dilapidated  as  they 
are.  But  I  fear  that  these  concessions 
would  only  pave  the  way  to  the  demand' 
of  Roman  Catholic  ascendancy  in  Ire- 
land. I  know  it  is  an  object  earnestly 
desired  by  some  of  their  velvet-pawed 
petitioners  to  Parliament.  Look,  for 
example,  at  the  amazing  insolence  of 
the  language  addressed  daily  by  priest- 
lings in  Ireland,  to  that  great  theolo- 
gian., and  most  exemplary  man,  the 
Archbishop  of  Dublin,  and  you  can- 
not doubt  the  fact.  And  if  we  admit 
the  arguments  now  relied  on  to  be 
valid,  we  cannot  resist  it.  If  the  sim- 
ple fact,  that  a  barbarous  people  out- 
numbers the  intellect  of  Ireland,  be 


Ay,  Tim,  or  BiriiON.- 
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sufficient  reason  for  our  giving  up  one 
of  the  bulwarks  of  the  Constitution,  the 
same  will  hold  equally  strong  for  our 
surrendering  any  other  which  it  pleases 
them  to  demand.  They  can  always 
plead  the  millions,  and  the  disturbed 
state  of  the  country,  which  the  priest- 
hood can  always  provide  as  an  ever 
ready  argument. 

The  late  miracles  of  Prince  Hohen- 
lohe  have,  in  some  degree,  opened  the 
eyes  of  the  British  public  to  the  intel- 
lectual value  of  the  millions  of  Roman 
Catholic  Ireland.  We  have  seen  peo- 
ple, calling  themselves  Bishops  and 
Archbishops,  writing  pastoral  letters, 
vouehing  the  authenticity  of  the  mi- 
raculous powers  of  this  High  German 
impostor — we  have  thousands  of  be- 
sotted creatures  supplicating  him  for 
restoration  of  hands,  and  eyes,  and 
speech,  and  everything  but  what  they 
want  most,  brains.  We  have,  proh 
pudor  !  newspapers  filled  with  de- 
tails of  their  grovelling  superstitions 
— and  newspaper  editors  frontless 
enough  to  advocate  them.  Nay,  Mr 
North,  this  very  Lawless  himself,  who 
was  ashamed  not  to  join  in  the  ex- 
pression of  contempt  for  the  imposi- 
tion, while  speeching  in  Glasgow,  had 
what,  if  it  had  happened  elsewhere, 
I  should  have  called  the  incredible 
audacity,  or  stupidity,  to  print  a  de- 
fence of  that  imposition  in  his  Irish 
newspaper,  and  the  brazen  forehead  to 
call  on  the  manly  understanding  of 
Protestant  Ulster  to  prostrate  itself  in 
belief.  But  those  who  have  long  and 
carefully  turned  their  attention  to 
Irish  affairs,  did  not  need  this  addi- 
tional instance  of  the  mental  degra- 
dation of  the  sister  island.  With  cha- 
racteristic esprit  de  corps,  Sir  R.  Phil- 
lips finds  the  cause  of  the  success  of 
Hohenlohe  in  the  fact,  that  in  eleven 
counties  out  of  thirty- two,  there  is  no 
bookseller's  shop  in  that  country ;  a 
circumstance  that  strikes  the  worthy 
bibliopole  as  being  awfully  atrocious. 
Had  he  looked  a  little  deeper,  he  would 
have  found  that  the  want  of  booksel- 
lers is  an  effect,  not  a  cause,  an  effect 
of  the  gross  ignorance  of  the  popula- 
tion. That  same  ignorance  makes 
them  swallow  mock-miracles,  and  lis- 
ten open-mouthed  to  bloody  prophe- 
cies. Pastorini  (Dr  Wahnerly,  an 
English  Catholic  Vicar  Apostolic,  who 
wrote  a  commentary  on  the  Apocalypse 
some  fifty  years  ago,  under  that  name,) 
has  declared,  that,  in  the  year  1825, 


heresy  will  be  extirpated,  with  violent 
punishment  and  slaughter,  all  over 
the  world.  This  piece  of  bigot  stupi- 
dity, forgotten  every  where  else,  is  fully 
believed  by  the  low  Irish.  The  book, 
printed  on  common  paper,  is  circula- 
ted industriously  among  them  in  thou- 
sands, at  a  price  barely  sufficient  to 
cover  the  cost  of  publication.  Extracts 
of  the  most  piquant  parts  are  publish- 
ed separately — halfpenny  brochures 
of  that  particular  prophecy,  are  hawk- 
ed about  the  streets— and  it  is  one  of 
the  stimulants  which  keeps  the  white- 
boys  in  full  operation.  The  whole 
country  is  full  of  holy  wells,  holy 
stones,  holy  caves,  holy  waters,  holy 
oils,  holy  bones, — all  visited,  or  used, 
by  devout  pilgrims  of  the  same  cast  of 
understanding  as  the  worshippers  of 
Juggernaut.  And  these  are  the  mil- 
lions whom  we  oppress  by  restrain- 
ing, as  a  precautionary  measure,  their 
leading  people  from  situations  of  high 
authority ! 

But  here  comes  the  argument  which 
will  be  undoubtedly  thrown  in  my 
face  : — •"  You  have  first  brutalized  the 
people  by  raisgovernment,  and  you  are 
now  abusing  them  for  what  is  only 
attributable  to  yourselves."  On  be- 
half of  the  Tories  I  strenuously  deny 
the  fact.  I  am  not  a  very  sincere  be- 
liever in  the  doctrine  that  ill  govern- 
ment is  the  great  agent  in  brutalizing 
any  people;  but,  supposing  it  true, 
our  withers  are  unwrung.  The 
WHIGS  enacted  the  penal  code — the 
WHIGS  passed  the  laws  pricing  the 
head  of  a  priest,  and  prohibiting  a  Pa- 
pist to  ride  on  a  horse  worth  five 
pounds.  When  the  Tories  came  into 
power,  they  relaxed  these  laws ;  and, 
sorry  am  I  to  say,  they  have  been 
treated  with  great  ingratitude.  Their 
attachment  to  the  Church  of  England 
renders  them  more  obnoxious  to  the 
Roman  Catholics  than  the  Whigs, 
who,  oppressive  as  they  were,  are  ac- 
knowledged foes  to  the  church,  and,  on 
account  of  that  hatred,  popular  with 
its  enemies.  But  let  not  Brougham 
or  Denman  lay  the  flattering  unction 
to  their  souls,  that  their  proteges  for- 
get who  it  is  to  whom  they  owe  the 
cpdiifwhieh  -^hey  clamour  against.  I 
shalMBuote/tlie  very  man  who  was 
buttennjS^them  at  this  dinner.  Law- 
less, when  a  roaring  member  of  that 
blatant  beast^  the  Catholic  Board  of 
Dublin,  wrote  a  stupid  book  which  he 
thought  fit  to"  call  a  compendium  of 
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Irish  History.  It  is  an  insane  diatribe 
against  England,  hatred  against  which 
country  he  carries  so  far  as  to  murder 
its  language,  and  mangle  its  ortho- 
graphy with  merciless  perseverance. 
It,  however,  is  really  a  pretty  fair  pic- 
ture of  Roman  Catholic  feeling.  What, 
then,  does  this  gentleman  say  of  the 
enactors  of  the  penal  code  ?  "  Had 
Austria,"  quoth  the  historian,  (C  or 
Spain,  interfered  for  the  Catholics,  the 
friends  of  religious  liberty,  (^observe 
the  sneer,]]  the  friends  of  religious  li- 
berty in  England,  the  WHIGS  of  Eng- 
land, would  have  been  slow  in  giving 
to  the  British  Monarch  the  necessary 
supplies  to  support  him  in  his  favour- 
ite object.  THEY  Qhe  Whigs^]  re- 
quired, as  the  condition  of  their  zeal  in 
his  support,  full  and  uncontrolled  per- 
mission TO  TORTURE  THE  IRISH  CA- 
THOLICS."— Lawlcss's  Ireland,  p.  484-. 
There,  Mr  Brougham,  there  is  your 
friend  Lawless's  recorded  opinion  of 
the  services  conferred  on  the  Roman 
Catholics  by  the  Whigs;  and  I  can 
assure  you  that  such  is  the  feeling  of 
the  whole  body.  If  the  penal  code, 
then,  has  done  mischief,  we  know  who 
is  to  blame.  We  are  endeavouring  to 
remedy  that  mischief  as  well  as  we  can, 
but  we  are  not  quite  certain  that  we 
would  be  warranted  in  putting  the 
weapons  of  civilization  into  the  hands 
of  people,  who  would,  in  all  human 
probability,  use  them  for  the  purpose 
of  fighting  the  battles  of  barbarism. 
Convince  us  that  there  is  no  danger  of 
that,  and  our  opposition  is  over  in  a 
moment. 

Lawless  talked  nonsense  about  the 
King's  visit  to  Ireland,  in  the  usual 
style  of  the  orators  of  his  party.  These 
precious  fellows  have  taken  it  into 
their  head,  that,  because  the  King  re- 
commended harmony  in  the  country, 
there  was  to  be  an  end  of  all  Protes- 
tant feeling — that  the  factious  press 
was  to  be  let  loose  in  full  tilt  against 
all  the  institutions  of  the  land — that 
corporations  were  to  be  abolished — 
that  the  Protestant  clergy  should  not 
preach  Protestantism — that  no  tythe 
was  to  be  paid — that  churches  were  to 
be  defiled,  and  churchyards  intruded 
on,  with  complete  impunity.  The  con- 
ciliation recommended  was,  with  true 
Irish  perspicuity,  discovered  to  be  a 
<e  reciprocity  all  on  one  side."  The 
Whiteboys  considered  it  as  a  token, 
that  the  gentry  were  to  be  delivered 
over  to  their  tender  mercies,  bound 
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hand  and  foot.  The  Roman  Catholic 
ecclesiastics  regarded  it  as  a  licence  for 
a  saturnalia  of  insolent  slander  on  the 
church.  The  bawling  of  the  dema- 
gogue barristers,  pleading  for  the  cause 
of  Erin,  through  patriotic  pun,  and 
desire  to  get  puffed  into  business,  be- 
came ten  times  more  rabid  and  acri- 
monious. If  the  Protestants  gave  any 
symptoms  of  life,  an  outcry  was  raised 
that  they  were  acting  in  opposition  to 
the  wishes  of  "  our  beloved  King," 
by  men  who  had  illuminated  their 
houses  in  triumph  for  the  escape  of 
the  unhappy  Queen,  and  whose  whole 
lives  had  been  occupied  with  venting 
merciless  slanders  against  his  father 
and  himself.  If  they  remained  quies- 
cent, a  jubilant  shout  was  raised  tfiat 
they,  thank  Heaven  !  were  at  last 
cowed  into  submission,  never  to  arise 
again.  Then  the  proceedings  against 
the  people  concerned  in  the  dirty  play- 
house-riot— the  blowing  up  a  gallery- 
row  into  a  capital  crime — the  vindic- 
tive thirsting  after  the  blood  of  the 
rioters — the  venomous  speeches — the 
insult  to  juries — the  whole  ex  officio 
business,  to  which  there  has  been  no 
approximation  since  *the  days  of  Jef- 
feries,  and  which  have  transferred  his 
mantle  over  the  shoulders  of  Plunkett 
—were  construed  into  a  following  up 
of  a  system  of  warfare  against  the" 
Protestants,  and  the  theory  was  com- 
pleted, which  held  that  Catholicity 
was  to  enjoy  a  speedy  and  a  bloody 
triumph  in  Ireland. 

But  how  is  all  this  to  end  ?  Is  there 
never  to  be  peace  in  that  unhappy  is- 
land ?  I  must  decline  hazarding  any 
answer  to  that  question  just  now.  The 
skein  of  Irish  politics  is  too  ravelled  to 
be  untwisted  by  me  in  a  hasty  review 
of  the  shallow  prate  of  a  shallow  spou- 
ter  over  his  second  bottle.  Besides,  I 
think  you  told  me  that  you  had  a  se- 
ries of  papers  either  in  esse  or  posse, 
on  Irish  affairs  exclusively,  written 
by  one  of  the  cleverest  men  in  that 
country — and  to  him  I  leave  it.  Cer- 
tain I  am,  that,  as  long  as  the  mass  of 
the  population  continues  in  its  pre- 
sent state  of  degrading  ignorance,  no 
granting  of  Emancipation  will  be  fol- 
lowed by  quiet.  How  this  ignorance 
is  to  be  conquered,  is  a  question  of  im- 
portance. It  is  very  easy  to  say, 
' '  Educate — Educate," — very  easy  in- 
deed to  say  it ;  but  when  we  have  the 
veto  of  the  priests  against  it,  it  is  not 
quite  so  easy  to  put  your  proposal  in- 
*  i 
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to  effect.  Ho  will  honestly  tell  you 
that  he  fears  proselytism  would  be  the 
consequence,  and  throws  coolly  into 
the  fire  any  book  denounced  in  his 
Index  Expurgatcrius.  ^beg  leave  to 
ask  Mr  Lawless,  is  this  fact  or  fic- 
tion ?  What  must  be  thought  of  this 
state  of  society  ?  What  would  be  said 
in  England,  if  any  Rector,  Vicar,  or 
Prebend  of  the  pack,  were  to  walk 
into  the  house  of  a  parishioner,  and 
lay  violent  hands  on  any  tract  or  any 
book  obnoxious  to  his  ideas  of  ortho- 
doxy ?  I  rather  think  his  reverence 
would  be  saluted  by  the  roughest  but 
most  convincing  of  arguments,  that 
he  had  made  a  mistake.  It  is  an  every 
day  occurrence  in  Ireland.  But,  in- 
deed, to  compare  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland  in  this  respect,  is  truly  absurd. 
I  beg  leave  to  ask  Mr  Lawless,  who 
spouts  in  favour  of  civil  liberty,  and 
total  abhorrence  of  oppression  of  all 
kinds,  whether,  if  it  so  pleased  a  priest 
to  exercise  his  horse-whip  on  the 
shoulders  of  his  congregation,  male 
and  female,  one  of  them  would  dare 
to  resist  ?  Does  he  not  know,  that  de- 
nouncing from  altars,  and  threaten- 
ing ecclesiastical  pains,  is  a  very  usual 
mode  of  keeping  the  refractory  in 
order  ?  Does  he  not  .know,  that  the 
priesthood  claims  the  privilege  of  re- 
fusing to  give  testimony  even  in  cases 
of  the  most  wanton  murders,  of  which 
they  may  happen  to  be  eye-witnesses 
— Mr  L.  will  know  the  peculiar  case  I 
allude  to — for  fear  of  lessening  their 
influence  over  the  murderers  ?  By 
mere  accident,  while  writing  this,  a  file 
of  American  newspapers  came  into  my 
hands,  in  one  of  which  I  perceive  a 
letter  from  a  Romish  Bishop  in  Ame- 
rica— an  Irishman — who  is  endea- 
vouring to  palliate  the  enormities  of 
his  countrymen.  In  this  letter  the 
writer  asserts,  that,  from  having  been 
chaplain  to  a  jail,  he  had  excellent 
opportunities  of  knowing  the  designs 
of  the  insurgents.  "  I  enjoyed  their 
confidence,"  he  says  ;  "  from  them  I 
received  all  the  information  which 
could  be  given  me — I  was  enabled  by 
their  instructions  to  see  and  converse 
with  their  leaders — these  leaders  gave 


me  the  most  minute  details ;"  and  with 
their  consent,  he  adds,  he  entered  into 
some  negotiation  with  the  Lord  Lieu- 
tenant. On  certain  conditions  pardon 
was  offered  to  the  murderous  miscre- 
ants ;  and  will  it  be  believed — "  the 
conditions  put  it  out  of  my  power  to 
act  without  betraying  the  confidence 
reposed  in  rne  ! !"  There  is  a  state  of 
society  !  What  would  have  been  said 
here  to  any  clergyman  of  any  sect, 
who  could  venture  on  such  a  course  of 
proceeding  ? 

These,  however,  are  facts  kept  out 
of  sight  by  the  Whig  reasoners,  on 
this  side  of  the  water,  through  igno- 
rance chiefly  ;  by  those  from  Ireland, 
out  of  dishonesty.  But  I  have  wasted 
too  much  time  on  such  a  man  as  Law- 
less. I  shall  proceed  after  observing, 
that  in  these  remarks  on  the  unhap- 
py system  of  things  in  Ireland,  I  mean 
no  personal  offence  to  any  man.  I  am 
ready  to  acknowledge  that  men  of  ta- 
lent, of  virtue,  of  learning,  of  the 
kindest  hearts  and  the  clearest  heads, 
are  to  be  found  among  the  Irish  Ca- 
tholics, lay  and  ecclesiastic ;  but  the 
argument  as  to  the  millions,  as  long 
as  the  millions  remain  as  they  are,  I 
scout.  Of  one  thing  I  am  certain,  thai 
the  Protestants  of  Ireland  have  a 
strong  claim  to  our  support.  It  is 
laughable  to  hear  such  men  as  this 
poor  tavern  spouter  accusing  them  of 
disloyalty — them  who  have  stuck  by 
the  cause  of  England  and  of  Europe, 
through  good  report  and  evil.  But 
there  is  an  immensity  of  mushroom 
loyalty  in  Ireland,  as  far  as  the  mouth 
is  concerned.  There  are  men  there, 
who,  as  Mr  .1.  North  said,  in  his  admi- 
rable speech  on  the  trial  of  the  bottle- 
and-rattle  conspirators,  who  "  ima- 
gine they  can  compensate  for  the  tur- 
bulence of  one  day  by  the  crawling 
sycophancy  of  the  next ;"  a  crawling 
sycophancy,  displayed  in  pretending  to 
honour  the  King,  and  covering  with 
abuse  those  to  whom  we  must  look,  as 
we  have  looked,  for  the  continuation  of 
the  connection  of  the  countries  under 
his  sceptre. 

Transcant  Hiberni.  Let  me  get  out 
of  the  bogs. 
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THE  "Greek  Committee"  have  just 
done  us  the  honour  to  send  us  this 
little  pamphlet,  which,  we  are  con- 
strained to  say,  furnishes  as  little  m- 
formation  as  any  work  of  the  same  di- 
mensions we  have  happened  to  meet 
with.  We  have  not  time  at  present 
to  enter  fully  into  the  most  important 
subject  to  which,  such  as  it  is,  it  re- 
lates ;  but  shall  throw  out  a  few  hints 
notwithstanding. 

And,  first  of  all,  we  are  sorry  to  see 
the  cause  of  Greece  in  these  hands. 
This  Mr  Blaquiere  may  be  a  most  re- 
spectable and  well-intentioned  gentle- 
man ;  but  he  must  know  that  his  name 
has  been  connected  with  other  revo- 
lutionary matters,  in  a  way  that  can- 
not fail  to  throw  some  suspicion  on 
any  proceedings  of  which  he  is  the 
great  advocate  and  instrument.  His 
name  was  considerably  mixed  up  with 
the  absurdities  of  the  Neapolitan  af- 
fair, for  example ;  and,  in  one  word, 
without  wishing  to  insinuate  anything 
like  a  charge  of  serious  mischief,  he  is 
universally  considered  as  a  partisan  of 
Liberalism.  His  pamphlet  is  very 
poorly,  and,  indeed,  very  incorrectly 
written  ;  and  there  is  a  sort  of  boyish- 
ness about  the  whole  strain  of  it,  that 
must  prevent  sensible  people  from  gi- 
ving much  weight  to  the  appeal  of 
such  a  mouth-piece. 

The  second  remark  we  have  to  make 
is,  that  we  really  are  very  far  from  be- 
ing satisfied,  that  individual  subjects 
of  this  kingdom  have  any  right  what- 
ever to  take  so  much  upon  them  as 
seems  of  late  to  have  become  the  fa- 
shion. The  Government  of  England 
recognizes  the  Ottoman  Porte  as  an 
ally:  These  two  Governments,  no 
matter  how  widely  differing  in  cha- 
racter and  views,  have  old  treaties  ac- 
tually in  force  between  them.  Our 
Government  have  refused  to  take  any 
part  whatever  in  the  struggle  that  has 
been  going  on  between  the  Porte  and 
the  Greek  insurgents.  If  this  be 
wrong,  let  the  Opposition  blame  the 
Ministry  in  Parliament, — let  the  sense 
of  Parliament  be  taken,  and  let  the 
line  of  policy  be  altered,  if  the  Great 
Council  of  the  Nation  be  of  opinion 
that  alteration  is  proper.  But  what 
have  we  here  ? — We  have  a  set  of  pri- 
vate individuals,  mostly  very  humble 
ones  too,  assembling  periodically  in  a 
London  tavern,  and  gravely  discussing 
VOL.  XIV. 


the  propriety  of  sending  "  Congreve 
rockets,"  "  spherical  case-shot,"  "  skil- 
ful partizans,"  and  other  "  acceptable 
offerings  to  the  struggling  Greeks." 
We  have  this  Committee  sending  out 
Mr  Blaquiere  as  a  sort  of  ambassador 
of  theirs  to  Greece ;  and  we  have  this 
Committee  sending  forth  pamphlet  on 
pamphlet  to  convince  "  the  clergy," 
"  the  matrons  and  young  ladies,"  and 
tf  all  the  friends  of  liberty  and  Chris- 
tianity," that  it  is  their  most  impera- 
tive duty  to  give  money  to  the  Greek 
Committee,  in  order  that  the  Greek 
Committee  may  give  it  to  the  "  Greek 
Government"  to  pay  their  troops,  con- 
duct their  campaign  s,  and  beat  the 
Turks. 

What  is  this  but  a  carrying  on  of 
war  against  an  ally  of  England,  by 
these  subjects  of  the  English  crown  ? 
— What  right  have  these  individuals 
so  to  do  ?  If  the  Irish  Liberals  were  to 
rebel  to-morrow,  murder  Archbishop 
Magee  and  sack  Dublin,  there  can  be 
no  doubt  that  many  "  Irish  Commit- 
tees" might  be  very  willing  to  hold 
their  convocations  in  the  Palais  Royal 
and  subscribe  money  for  sending  over 
rockets  and  spherical  case-shot  to  the 
"  Provisional  Government  of  Ire- 
land." But  if  they  did  so,  what  would 
be  the  consequence  ?  Would  our  Go- 
vernment approve  of  King  Louis's  Go- 
vernment for  allowing  them  ? — In  a 
word,  the  question  just  comes  to  be 
this  :  is  it  not  still  the  prerogative  of 
GOVERNMENTS  to  form  treaties  of 
peace,  and  to  declare  and  carry  on  war? 
Or  is  it  really  so,  that  all  these  "  old 
things  have  passed  away," — that  the 
departments  of  governments  and  sub- 
jects have  been  changed  in  the  Euro- 
pean world,  and  that  "  Mr  Edward 
Blaquiere  and  the  Greek  Committee" 
have  as  much  right  to  take  part  in  this 
WAR,  as  if  he  were  bonafide  a  crown- 
ed Edward,  and  his  Committee  the  re- 
cognized Senate  of  a  recognized  state? 

In  plain  truth,  this  sort  of  stuff  has 
gone  a  great  deal  too  far  already :  Sir 
Robert  Wilson's  behaviour  in  Spain 
-  has  operated  as  a  complete  reductio  ad 
absurdwn  ;  and  "  the  Greek  Commit- 
tee" may  be  convened  in  the  tavern, 
and  the  Greek  Committee's  ambassa- 
dors may  go  to  Tripoli  zza,  just  as  often 
as  the  fancy  takes  them — The  lan- 
guage of  every  rational  man  and  loyal 
subject  will  be,  "  This  is  the  affair  of 
3N 


466  Mr  Blaquiere's  Report  on  Greeoe,  $c.  £0ct. 

the  state,  not  of  the  poUhouse."  The     proper  opportunity  fbr  assisting  the 


Turks  may  be  the  worst  people  in  the 
world,  and  the  Greeks  the  best— but 
are  we  to  be  the  judges  ? — ay,  are  we 
to  be  the  executioners  ?  Who  has  call- 
ed us  to  this  office  ?— Where  is  our 
right  ? — Are  we,  private  men, we  hum- 
ble individuals,  sitting  each  man  with 
hie  legs  under  his  own  mahogany  here 
in  England,  are  we  invested  with  any 
title  to  meddle  between  the  Grand 
Seignior  and  thePrinceMaurocordato? 
Are  we  all  so  many  Sovereign  Powers 
here  over  our  port  ? — If  so,  what  is  the 
use  of  all  this  humbug  of  a  King,  and 
a  Parliament,  and  a  Secretary  for  Fo- 
reign Affairs,  and  all  the  rest  of  it  ? 
What  is  the  use  of  such  idle  names  as 
f  International  Law,'  and  so  forth  ? 
"  — Am  not  I  a  Nation — I,  myself,  I, 
with  this  five- pound  note  in  my 
breeches  pocket?  I  can  buy  five 
pounds  worth  of  spherical  case  shot, 
and  send  them  out  to  Greece — I  there- 
fore can  go  to  war  with  this  Turk — 
and  why  not  ?" 

This  nonsense  must  be  put  a  stop 
to.  If  these  people  send  over  any  sup- 
plies that  can  do  the  least  good  to  the 
Greeks,  they  must  send  a  great  deal, 
for,  according  to  their  own  pamphlet, 
the  Greek  government  has  never  yet 
been  able  to  pay  their  soldiers  at  all, 
or  to  clothe  above  one-third  of  them 
at  a  time.  If  "  the  Greek  Committee" 
supply  all  these  deficiencies — if  they 


Greeks  by  their  interference  and  me- 
diation. But  we  are  satisfied  that  no 
interference  even  of  that  kind  will  be 
of  any  use,  unless  the  measure  be  a 
general  one.  And  we  are  most  sincere- 
ly of  opinion,  that  the  greatest  dis- 
service any  one  individual  can  at  this 
moment  do  to  the  Greeks,  is  to  assist 
in  any  way  whatever  in  increasing  the 
importance  of  these  officious  Associa- 
tions, the  meddling  of  which,  it  is  but 
too  manifest,  can  have  no  substantial 
effect  whatever,  except  that  of  creating 
much  unhappy  suspicion  and  distrust 
in  those  high  and  responsible  quarters 
from  which  alone  the  Greeks  have  any 
right  to  expect  or  to  receive  assist- 
ance. 

Mr  Blaquiere's  pamphlet  contains 
no  information  at  all  worthy  of  the 
name — and  the  few  facts  he  does  pro- 
duce have  any  tendency  rather  than  to 
confirm  the  conclusions  he  appears  so 
eager  to  draw  from  them.  The  Greek 
Congress  of  this  year,  he  says,  met  in 
an  orange  grove  and  deliberated  on 
three  great  subjects — first,  "  the  best 
mode  of  introducing  trial  by  jury,  and 
a  regular  system  of  education,  on  the 
principles  of  Bell  and  Lancaster ;"  se- 
condly, "  on  the  state  of  their  finances, 
public  accounts,  and  national  resour- 
ces;" and  thirdly  and  LASTLY,  "  on  the 
extent  of  the  naval  and  military  forces, 
and  the  most  effectual  plan  for  repel- 


equip  and  pay  the  Greek  army,  pray  who    ling  every  future  attempt  of  the  ene- 
are  the  real  belligerents  ? — The  Greek    my." — Now,  if  this  be  not  putting  the 

cart  before  the  horse,  we  should  be 
glad  to  hear  what  it  is.  Pretty  legis- 
lators indeed!  Bell  and  Lancaster's 
education  taking  place  there  and  then 
of  the  inquiry  into  their  military  re- 
sources, and  the  means  of  repelling  the 


Committee,  on  the  one  side,  evident- 
ly, and  the  Grand  Seignor  on  the  other. 
Can  this  be,  without  creating  a  war  be- 
tween England  and  the  Porte  ?  Most 
certainly  not.  In  short,  it  is  only  the 
utter  imbecility  of  these  well-meaning 
people  that  protects  them  for  a  mo- 
ment. If  they  could  do  anything  worth 
thinking  of,  we  should  soon  hear  more 
of  it.  They  have  done,  and  they  can 
do  nothing ;  and  therefore  they  are 
allowed  to  make  just  what  speeches, 
and  publish  just  what  pamphlets,  they 
please. 

We  have  not  been  talking  of  the 
Greek  cause,  be  it  observed,  but  of 


enemy  ! 

Once  more — we  devoutly  hope  the 
termination  of  this  struggle  will  be  the 
establishment  of  an  independent  Greek 
Government  in  Greece.  The  course 
of  events,  so  far  as  we  can  understand 
matters,  seems  to  render  this  consum- 
mation every  day  more  probable  ;  but 
it  certainly  will  not  be  hastened  by  the 
Greek  Committee,  although  we  think 


the  Greek  Committee.    To  see  a  libe-    it  very  probable  it  may  be  deferred 


ral  enlightened  Christian  government 
established  in  Greece,  would  be  to  us, 
and  to  all  the  European  world,  the 
most  delightful  of  spectacles.  We  hope 
such  a  government  may  be  established 
there — and  most  happy^  should  we  be 
to  hear  that  the  Christian  governments 
of  Europe  had  been  able  to  find  any 


These  agitators,  when  they  simply, 
avowedly, 'avid  distinctly,  in  their  pri- 
vate capacities,  meddle  with  such  mat- 
ters, do  what  we  humbly  conceive  they 
have  no  right  to  do— usurp  the  privi- 
lege of  the  government  under  whose 
protection  they  exist ;  and  eventually, 
if  their  exertions  are  of  any  coose- 
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quence  whatever,  injure  instead  of  be- 
nefiting the  causes  they  are  pleased 
to  adopt.  But  when  they  assume,  as 
of  late  they  appear  to  have  no  scruples 
in  doing,  something  like  that  public 
and  authoritative  character  to  which 
they  have  no  claim  more  than  the  cat- 
tle in  the  fields — when  they  hint  that 
their  voice  is  the  voice  of  their  coun- 
try, that  their  interference  is  the  inter- 
ference of  England,  that  they  are  any 
thing  more  than  they  really  are— their 
conduct  both  assumes  a  character  of 
more  intolerable  arrogance  and  pre- 
sumption, and  seems  well  calculated 
to  produce  consequences  of  the  most 
tragic  nature. 

Sir  Robert  Wilson  negotiates  in 
Spain  ;  and  Mr  Blaquiere  talks  of  its 
"  occurring"  to  him  "  that  the  presence 
of  an  agent  of  some  kind  would  be  fa- 
vourably interpreted  by  the  Provisional 
^Government  and  people  of  Greece  !  !" 
A  notion  in  which  he  says  a  <e  most 
flattering  reception  afterwards  convin- 
ced him  he  was  not  mistaken  !"  Good, 
very  good  !  are  WE  really  come  to  this, 
that  any  foreign  peoples  or  govern- 
ments are  to  put  favourable  interpre- 
tations upon  matters  of  this  mighty 
importance !  The  arrival  of  Mr  Bla- 
quiere !  "  the  presence  of  an  agent  of 
some  kind  I"  An  agent  indeed  ! — 
«'  With  surety  stronger  than  Achilles'  arm 
'Fore  all  the  Greekish  heads,  which  with 

one  voice 
•Call  Agamemnon  General !" 

SHAKESPEARE. 

Lord  Byron  has  gone  to  Greece: 
this  is,  to  be  sure,  rather  a  different 
matter  from  Mr  Blaquiere's  embassy  : 
But  we  must  have  rather  more  facts 
than  Mr  Blaquiere's  pamphlet  fur- 
nishes, before  we  commit  ourselves  by 
saying  anything  as  to  his  Lordship's 
prospects  in  this  picturesque,  and,  we 
doubt  not,  generous  adventure. 

It  is  not  our  fault,  if  these  people 
manage  matters  so  as  to  make  all  ra- 
tional men  regard  them  with  jealousy. 
It  is  not  our  fault,  that  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  and  its  worthy  colleague,  the 
Morning  Chronicle,  attack  everything 
that  the  Christians  of  this  country 
have  been  taught  to  hold  dear,  in  the 
one  page,  and  sound  a  trumpet  about 
the  necessity  of  humbling  "  the  Infi- 
dels"  (what  a  sweet  phrase  from  them !) 
in  the  next.  It  is  not  our  fault,  if  the 
same  loyal  and  enligh  tened  Whigs,  who 
give  a  dinner  to  Messrs  BROUGHAM 
and  DENMAN,  and  toast  "  Reform," 
the  one  day,  are  pleased  to  give  a  sup- 
per on  the  following  night  to  Mr  LAW- 


LESS !  and  toast  "  Kinloch  of  Kin- 
loch,"  and  "  the  memory  of  Emmett." 
It  is  not  our  fault,  if  the  cloven  hoof 
will  not  be  at  the  trouble  to  keep  it- 
self decently  concealed. 

We  must  disclaim,  however,  any 
intention  of  saying  anything  against 
Mr  Blaquiere.  On  the  contrary,  his 
pamphlet  leads  us  to  believe  that  he  is 
an  amiably  disposed  young  man — very 
much  so.  We  have  no  doubt  he  has 
the  best  possible  intentions,  and  we 
honour  him  for  them.  But  we  really 
do  not  believe  that  there  was  any  ab- 
solute necessity  for  his  interfering  be- 
tween the  Turks  and  the  Greeks.  We 
consider  it  as  quite  possible  that  these 
parties  may  in  the  end  settle  their 
matters  without  thinking  of  "  the 
Greek  Committee  ;"  and  hope,  in  the 
meantime,  that  Mr  Blaquiere's  book, 
which  is  to  come  out  at  the  beginning 
of  the  next  publishing  season,  may  be 
better  got  up  than  his  pamphlet,  which 
appeared  at  the  fag-end  of  the  last. 

What  is  become  of  General  Pepe  ? 
Where  is  Count  Pecchio  ?  Are  Sir 
Robert  Wilson's  "  Commentaries  on 
the  Peninsular  War"  to  be  in  8vo  or 
4 to  ?  Is  there  to  be  no  subscription 
for  a  monument  to  Dr  Watson,  ju- 
nior ?  Is  it  true  that  Lieut.- General 
the  Earl  of  Rosslyn  is  about  to  give  up 
his  office  in  the  Chancery  of  Scotland  ? 
Is  it  true  that  all  the  lawyers  have  ad- 
vised the  dishing  of  the  Jury  Court  in- 
Scotland  ?  Is  it  true  that  Mr  Brougham 
is  resolved  to  have  another  run  at  the 
Chancellor  ?  Is  it  true  that  Mr  John 
M'Farlane,  advocate,  approves  of  the 
plan  ?  Is  it  true  that  Mr  Shireffof  St 
Ninians  has  really  quitted  the  Kirk  of 
Scotland  ?  Is  it  true  that  he  declined 
being  the  new  Pope  ?  Is  it  true  that 
the  Princess  Olive  has  fallen  in  love 
with  Mr  Owen  ?  Is  it  true  that  every 
body  is  eloping  ?  Is  it  true  that  Mr 
Waithman  is  Lord  Mayor  of  London  ? 
Is  it  true  that  Mr  Hone  is  turned  Me- 
thodist? Is  it  true  that  Mr  Irving 
has  come  to  the  end  of  his  tether  ?  Is 
it  true  that  Alaric  Watts  blew  up 
Fonthill  ?  Is  it  true  that  there  were 
^sixteen  Guides  ?  Is  it  true  that  Mr 
Beckford  thinks  Mr  Fox  was  no  better 
than  he  should  have  been  ?  Is  it  true 
that  Cooper  and  Russell  are  to  fight 
next  spring  on  the  Steyne  ?  Is  k  true 
that  Mr  Leslie  has  brought  home  the 
Belvidere  Apollo  ?  Is  it  true  that  the 
Morning  Chronicle  has  been  talking 
of  "  the  two  celebrated  Generals, 
Odyss&us  and  Ulysses  ?" 
We  pause  for  a  reply. 
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SAWNEY  AT  DONCASTER. 

By  the  Author  of  the  Ayrs-hire  Legatees,  S$c. 


*  *  *  'DEED,  ye  see  that  same  job 
o'  the  horse,  amang  the  lave  o'  my 
Yorkshire  exploits,  is  a  come-to-pass 
well  worthy  of  a  record.  For,  ye  should 
know,  an  it  were  necessar'  to  tell  you, 
that  I  was  a  stranger  at  Leeds,  and 
very  guarded  I  was  in  my  dealings, 
'cause  and  on  account  o'  the  notour 
character  of  the  Yorkshire  folk,  for 
jinking  in  their  bargains  ;  and  really 
whan  my  friend,  and  long  correspond- 
ent there,  offered,  in  a  civil  and  free 
manner — :that  I  must  needs  allow — his 
horse,  to  take  me  o'er  to  Doncaster,  I 
swithered,  and  was  in  a  sore  hesitation 
of  mind  concerning  the  same,  for  I 
need  not  tell  you,  that  there's  no  part 
of  the  habit  and  repute  of  the  York- 
shire folk  more  unsettled  among  their 
customers,  than  their  ways  of  dealing 
anent  horses;  nay,  and  what's  very 
extraordinar  among  honest  men,  they 
make  no  secret  of  the  glamour  they 
have  used  in  their  traffic  in  that  com- 
modity. Therefore,  as  ye  may  well  sup- 
pose, when  Mr  Shalloons  was  so  com- 
plaisant as  to  offer  me  his  horse,  I  had 
a  jealousy  that  he  was  not  without  an 
end  for  his  own  behoof;  for  which 
cause,  and  natural  suspicion,  ye  may 
think  I  was  not  overly  keen  to  comply 
with  his  obliging  offer,  for  really,  to 
speak  God's  truth,  no  man  could  be 
more  well-bred  and  discreet  than  he 
was  in  making  me  that  same  offer. 
However,  for  all  that  I  could  either 
say  or  do,  he  was  really  so  pressing  with 
his  civility,  that  it  would  have  been  a 
very  coarse  conduct  on  my  part  to  have 
persisted  in  a  denial. 

Well,  so  ye  see  the  horse  being  so 
proffered,  and  the  proffer  so  consented 
to  by  me,  on  the  day  I  had  sorted  out 
of  the  week  I  was  to  be  there,  for  that 
aforesaid  and  same  journey  to  Doncas- 
ter, the  beast  was  brought  to  the  door 
of  the  house  where  I  staid,  and  there 
having  laid  my  legs  o'er  the  saddle,  I 
found  it  a  composed  and  canny  brute, 
Mr  M'Lauchlan  of  Fuddy's  fine  geld- 
ing was  no  surer  footed ;  and  so,  as  ye 
may  suppose,  me  and  the  horse,  I  on  its 
back,  rode  our  ways  towards  that  same 
boroughs-town  of  Doncaster,  and  the 
farther  I  rode,  and  the  mair  I  grew  ac- 
quaint with  the  horse,  tfye  mair  rea- 
son I  had  to  be  thankful  for  the  very 
solid  politesse  of  my  civil  correspond- 
ent. 


But  to  make  a  short  of  a  long  tale, 
and  no  to  descant  and  enlarge  on  the 
civility  of  the  lads  at  the  inns  and  ta- 
verns that  we  passed, — indeed,  for  that 
matter,  they  were  ower  gleg  for  me ;  for, 
to  confess  a  fault,  they  thereby  wiled 
from  me  a  sixpence,  where  I  would 
have  gart  a  twal-pennies  do  at  the  door 
of  ony  stabler  in  all  Scotland.  But  at 
the  time  I  did  na  begrudge  that  li- 
berality on  my  part,  having  so  footy 
and  well-going  a  beast  for  a  bethank, 
as  I  had  that  aforesaid  and  the  same. 
But  I'll  no  say  that,  now  and  then, 
when  I  thought  of  the  habit  and  re- 
pute of  the  Yorkshire  folk,  concerning 
their  horses,!  hadna  a  dread  upon  me 
that  all  wasna  sound  at  the  bottom — 
the  more  especially  as  the  horse  lost  a 
shoe  soon  after  we  had  passed  through 
the  first  toll,  the  which  I  thought  a 
remarkable  thing.  However,  as  I  was 
saying,  the  horse  and  me  arrived  safe 
at  the  aforesaid  and  same  boroughs 
town  of  Doncaster,  and  no  beast,  after 
such  a  journey,  could  be  in  better  or- 
der, than  was  that  aforesaid  and  same. 

But  now  I  have  to  rehearse  of  what 
ensued.  Ye're  to  know  and  under- 
stand, that  there  was  then  in  Doncas- 
ter a  grand  ploy,  which  they  call  the 
Sen  Leger,  the  which  is  a  kind  of  a 
horse-race ;  but  no  like  our  creditable 
Leith  races  of  old,  and  those  sprees  of 
moderation  of  the  same  sort  that's 
ha'den  in  their  stead  at  Musselburgh. 
— Really  the  King's  visit  was  just  a 
Sabbath  till't — never  was  seen  such  a 
jehuing  o'  coaches,  such  a  splashery  o' 
horses,  and  swearing  and  tearing  o'  gen- 
tlemen and  flunkies ;  it  was  just  a  thing 
by  common. 

But  no  to  summer  and  winter  about 
yon  dreadful  horse  races,  and  the 
gambling  there  anent,  enough  to  make 
a  sober  man's  hair  stand  on  end,  I 
alighted  at  the  door  of  an  inn,  and 
I  gave  the  horse  the  same  and  afore- 
said, that  had  so  well  brought  me 
there,  to  an  hostler  lad  ;  and  went  to 
see  what  I  might  be  able  to  do  in  the 
way  of  custom  among  the  shops.  But 
the  wearyful  Sen  Leger  was  ahint 
every  counter  ;  and  upon  the  whole 
it  was  but  a  thriftless  journey,  I 
soon  found,  that  I  had  come  upon  ; 
and  therefore  I  came  to  an  agreement 
with  myself,  in  my  own  mind,  to  go 
back  to  Leeds,  and  then  think  of  com- 
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ing  northward.  So  having  in  that  way   bring  my  own,  I'll  have  you  afore  the 
resolved,  I  went  back  to  the  inns,  and    Sheriff." 

D — n  his  green  breeches  ! —  I 


told  the  hostler  lad  to  have  the  horse 


the  same  and  aforesaid  that  I  had  come    doesn't  care — no,  nothing  at  all — for 
on,  ready  betimes  in  the  morn,  and    Sir  William  In 
then  I  returned  to  the  house  of  a  cor- 
respondent that  had  invited  me  to 
sleep,  because  of  the  extortionate  state 
of  the  inns.     But  I  know  not  what 


for  this  be  your 
horse  ;  I'll  tak  my  davy  on't." 

"  Horse !"  quo'  I,  "  that's  a  mare." 
"  By  jingo,  so  it  be's !"  was  the 
ne'er-do-weel's  answer,  and  I  saw  him 


came  ower  me — surely  it  was  a  token  laughing  in  his  sleeve  ;  howsoever,  he 

of  what  was  to  happen — I  got  but  had  a  remnant  of  impudence  yet  left, 

little  rest,  and  my  thoughts  were  aye  and  he  said,  te  But  your  horse  was  a 

running  on  the  poor  horse,  the  same  mare." 

and  aforesaid,  that  had  brought  me  At  this  my  corruption  rose,  and  I 

from  Leeds,  and  more  especially  ancnt  could  stand  no  more,  but,  giving  a 

the  repute  of  the  Yorkshire  folk  as  powerful  stamp,  I  cried,  (<  Deevils  in 


horse- co  wpers. 


hell !"  which  was  a  hasty  word  for  me 


However,  at  the  last,  I  had  a  com-    to  say,  "  d'ye  think  I'll  tak  a  mare  for 
posed  refreshment,  and  I  rose  as  I  had    a  horse  ?" 
portioned,  and  went  to  the  inns,  and 
there  the  hostler  lad,  at  the  very  mi- 


nute the  hour  chappit,  brought  forth, 
I  thought,  the  horse.     But,  think 


So  he,  seeing  that  I  was  in  my  im- 
perative mood,  as  Mr  Andrew  the 
schoolmaster  says,  put  his  tongue  in  his 
cheek,  as  I  saw,  and  went  into  the  house 
of  the  inns,  and  brought  out  a  very  ci- 
vil, well- fared,  gentleman-like  man,  the 
landlord,  who  said  to  me,  with  great 
contrition,  that  their  stables  being  full, 


what  was  my  consternation,  when  go- 
ing to  loup  on  I  discovered  that  it  was 
nae  mair  Mr  Shalloons'  horse  than  I 
was  Mr  Shalloons. 

"  Lad,"  said  I,  "  nane  of  your  tricks  and  some  of  the  grooms  drunk,  my 

upon  travellers — that's  no  my  horse."  horse  had  been  unfortunately  hanged 

"  By  glum  !"  says   he,   "  it  be's  quite  dead,  and  his  skin  gone  to  the 

your  horse."  tan-pit ;  but  that,  to  make  an  indemni- 

"  Na,"  quo'  I,  "  I'll  take  my  oath  fication,  he  had  got  one  as  like  it  as 

on't,  that's  no.  the  horse  I  brought  to  possible,  and  a  much  better  than  mine 

this  house."  was ;  however,  through  inadvertency, 

"  It  be's  your  horse,  sir,  so  on  and  a  mare  had  been  brought.  "I  shall  not, 

be  off,"  said  he,  in  a  very  audacious  however,"  said  he,  "  make  two  words 

manner.  about  it ;   your  horse,  I  think,  was 

"  I'll  never  lay  leg  out  o'er  that  worth  fifty  guineas— I  will  pay  you  the 

beast  in  this  world,  for  to  a  surety  it's  money." 

• TX_?1»          •__       jl_             f>     11                       1                    1  ff    TTJ 


no  mine.  Deil's  in  the  fallow,  does  he 
think  what  might  come  on  me  if  I  were 


"  Fifty  guineas !"  quo'  I ;  "  nane  o' 
your  fifty  guineas  to  me ;  he  was  worth 


catcht  riding  another  man's  horse  in    sixty  pounds  if  he  was  worth  a  far- 

AT«^I, «!•.:_„  i"  A.I.: >» 


Yorkshire? 

"I  tells  you,"  quo'  the  hostler,  "it 
be  your  horse — I  wouldn't  go  never  to 


thing.' 

"  I'll  pay  you  the  price,"  said  the 
landlord,  "  and  all  the  favour  I  ask 


tell  no  lies  about  it.  A  nice  bit  of  in  return  is  that  you  will  not  tell  at 

blood  it  be  too — no  gerileman  need  what  house  the  accident  happened ;" 

cross  better. — Please,  sir,  to  mount."  so  he  paid  me  the  money,  but  really 

"  Mount ! — do  ye  think  I'm  by  my-  I  was  for  a  season  not  easy  to  think  of 

sel,  and  that  I  dinna  ken  ae  horse  frae  the  way  that  such  a  sum  for  a  horse 

another  ?"  said  I :  "  that  horse  is  no  had  come  out  of  a  Yorkshire  hand 

mine,  and  mine  he'll  never  be,  so  gang  -into  my  pouch.  Howsever,  as  the  horse 

back  to  the  stable,  and  bring  the  one  was  dead  and  gone,  I  could  make  no 

I  put  into  your  hands  yestreen,  or  I'll  better  o't  than  to  put  up  the  notes, 

maybe  find  a  way  to  gar  you."  which  I  did,  and  came  back  to  Leeds 

"  Well,  to  be  sure,  if  you  be'nt  a  in  a  stage-coach,  thinking  all  the  way 

rum  ane ;  why,  sir,  does  you  not  see  of  what  I  should  say  to  Mr  Shalloons ; 

that  there  white  foot? — your  horse  had  and  in  a  terrible  dread  I  was  that  he 


white  foot — which  be  a  testificate 
that  this  here  horse  be's  your  horse." 

"  I  tell  you,  white  foot  or  black  foot, 
that's  no  my  horse,  and  if  ye  dinna 


would  not  be  content  with  the  sixty 
pound,  but  obligate  me  to  pay  a  ty- 
rannical sum. 

Howsever,  having  considered  with 
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myself,  as  soon  as  I  arrived  at  Leeds, 
I  went  to  him — aye  thinking  of  the 
Yorkshire  way  of  cheating  with  horses 
—and  I  said, 

"  Mr  Shalloons,  yon's  a  very  conve- 
nient and  quiet  beast  of  yours  ;  would 
ye  do  a  friend  a  favour,  and  sell't  to 
me  on  reasonable  terms  ?" 

"  It  is,"  quo'  he,  "  a  very  passable 
hack — I  did  not  wish  to  part  wi't ; 
but  as  you  have  taken  a  fancy  to  him, 
you  shall  have  him  for  forty  guineas." 

"  Forty  guineas,  Mr  Shalloons," 
cried  I — "  Na,  surely  you  could  never 
look  for  that — Thirty's  mair  like  the 
price." 


Doncastcr.  £0ct. 

"  Half  the  difference,"  said  he, 
fc  and  the  horse  is  yours." 

' '  Make  it  punds,  Mr  Shalloons,  and 
I'll  tak  him,"  quo'  I. 

"  Well,  pounds  let  it  be,"  said  he 
— so  I  paid  him  the  five-and-thirty 
pounds  out  of  the  sixty,  by  the  which 
I  had  a  clear  profit  of  five-and-twen- 
ty  pounds,  prater  the  price  of  my 
ticket  by  the  coach,  which  is  an  evi- 
dence and  a  fact  to  me,  that  a  Scotch- 
man may  try  his  hand  at  horse-flesh 
with  a  Yorkshireman  ony  day  in  the 
year,  the  Sen  Leger  fair-day  at  Don- 
caster  not  excepted. 
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THE  theatres  have  commenced  with 
great  promise  for  the  season.  Covent- 
(nirden,  partially  eclipsed  during  the 
last,  by  the  new  brilliancy  of  Drury- 
Lane,  was  determined  to  outshine  all 
rivalry,  present  and  future  ;  and  its 
opening  on  the  1st  of  October  un- 
doubtedly exhibited  a  coup  d'ueil  of 
singular  beauty.  The  roof  of  the  pro- 
scenium is  abrilliantsky,  with  a  golden 
sun  large  enough  to  enlighten  ten  such 
hemispheres.  The  ceiling  is  circular 
and  celestial,  so  far  as  it  can  be  made 
such,  by  clouds,  glimpses  of  vivid  blue, 
and  a  central  fountain  of  light,  a  chan- 
delier of  great  magnificence.  The  fronts 
of  the  boxes  are  all  golden ;  and  golden 
without  the  glare  of  gold.  The  upper 
gallery  is  removed  to  a  more  undis- 
coverable  elevation,  and  the  old  thun- 
der of  the  gods  is  thus  subdued  into  a 
murmur — a  fortunate  change  for  the 
mortals.  A  multitude  of  subordinate 
contrivances  for  comfort  and  security 
have  been  adopted,  which  escape  the 
general  eye.  The  tiers  etat  have  been 
remembered,  and  backs  have  been  put 
to  the  seats  in  the  pit — a  grand  inno- 
vation in  theatres,  and  no  trivial  con- 
venience. It  might  be  a  curious  cal- 
culus, to  estimate  how  many  plays  have 
perished  for  the  want  of  this  comfort- 
able application  to  the  backs  of  the 
critics.  The  pitmen,  once  the  arbiters 
of  the  drama,  were  in  the  most  trying 
situation  that  ever  exercised  human 
patience.  What  complacency  could  be 
expected  from  a  multitude  squeezed, 
pinched,  trampled  on,  and  condensed 
into  an  old  pit-audience,  with  discom- 
fort assailing  them  in  every  point — 


bare  benches,  and  backless  seats.  The 
first  half-hour  of  this  carnal  agony 
must  have  put  the  most  benevolent 
criticism  out  of  temper,  and  are  we  to 
wonder  that  the  play  was  hissed,  when 
hissing  was  the  only  way  to  escape 
martyrdom  ?  Why  do  not  some  of  our 
archaeologists  make  themselves  immor- 
tal, and  dissertate  upon  the  composi- 
tion of  the  pit  of  the  last  century? 
Dry  bones,  Roman  buttons,  and  Saxon 
shoe-ties,  have  had  their  day.  No  man 
can  now  hope  to  build  an  eternal  fame 
on  pitchers  and  tooth-picks,  Greek 
as  they  may  be.  Hogarth  would  have 
done  it  justice,  and  ought  to  have  done 
himself  the  justice  of  leaving  its  picture 
for  his  fame.  The  first  rows  filled  by 
young  Templars,  full  of  country  fresh- 
ness, just  fledged  in  town  impudence. 
The  centre  blackened  with  a  gloomy 
and  compressed  mass,  an  iron  phalanx 
of  fierce  physiognomies,  the  veterans 
of  the  inns  of  court,  and  the  coffee- 
houses, when  coffee-houses  were,  what 
they  ought  to  be,  chapels  of  ease  to 
Parnassus ;  every  man  of  them  with  a 
bag-wig  on  his  head,  a  rapier  by  his 
side,  and  the  glory  of  Congreve,  Wy- 
eherley,  and  Farquhar,  firm  on  his  bit- 
ter and  inky  lips. 

But  those  days  are  gone,  and  the  su- 
premacy of  the  pit  is  gone  with  tbern. 
Labunturanni,et noslabimur.  Citizens, 
in  their  various  dimensions  of  body, 
occupy  the  place  of  theZoiluses  depart- 
ed ;  the  apprentices,  from  the  commer- 
cial population  of  Bow  Street,  and 
its  environs,  occupy,  by  advantage  of 
neighbourhood,  the  early  places  of  the 
pit,  and  form  the  advanced  guard.  The 
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ladies,  bonnetted,  capped,  and  snood- 
ed,  occupy  the  rear,  and,  with  some 
adventurous  exceptions  that  push  for- 
ward as  eclaireurs  among  the  central, 
and  even  the  front  benches,  constitute 
the  most  elevated,  as  well  as  the.  most 
attractive  portion  of  the  tribunal — a 
tribunal  no  more.  The  spirit  of  judg- 
ment is  fled.  Minos,  JEacus,  and  Rha- 
daman  thus,  frown  no  longer;  and  their 
tenderer  substitutes  now  sit  out  uii- 
repining  the  whole  five  hours,  with 
melo-dramas  in  their  eyes,  and  senti- 
mentalism  going  on  at  their  ears. 

Coven t  Garden  commences  with  a 
considerable  dramatic  force.  Young, 
who  sustained  his  reputation  so  effec- 
tually at  Drury  Lane,  will  now  have 
a  broader  field  for  his  powers,  and  they 
are  certainly  popular  in  a  very  high 
degree.  A  new  actor,  Rayner,  who, 
after  having  been,  as  an  amateur,  an 
enthusiastic  admirer  of  Emery,  has 
become  an  actor  in  his  range  of  parts, 
has  already  exhibited  unusual  vivid- 
ness and  energy.  Whether  he  has  hu- 
mour equal  to  his  force,  is  yet  to  be 
discovered,  but  he  has  palpably  made 
an  impression  upon  the  audience.  The 
strength  of  the  campaign  will  proba- 
bly be  in  comedy  and  opera,  and  thus 
it  must  continue  till  a  great  tragic  act- 
ress appears.  Tragedy  is  supreme, 
and  when  a  woman  of  tragic  talent 
shall  tread  the  stage,  all  its  minor  per- 
formances must  give  way.  Sinclair, 


who  held  a  high  rank  before  his  Ita- 
lian tour,  has  returned  with  improved 
taste  and  science.  Whether  the  im- 
provement has  extended  to  his  tone, 
is  yet  to  be  ascertained.  Some  operas 
are  awaiting  him,  and  he  will  have 
"  no  brother  near  the  throne."  Melo- 
dramas are  announced,  and  both  thea- 
tres will  take  the  field  with  a  nume- 
rous cavalry.  A  squadron  from  Paris 
are  actually  under  orders  for  Co  vent 
Garden,  the  native  dramatists  having 
been  already  enlisted  by  Elliston.  Thus 
Drury  Lane  is  again  to  be  violated  by 
a  horse's  hoof.  But  the  managers  on 
both  sides  console  themselves  with  the 
allowable  jest,  that  whatever  men  may 
do,  horses  are  notoriously  better  to 
draw. 

Rival  melo-dramas  are  already  brist- 
ling with  dreadful  note  of  preparation  ; 
the  whole  machinery  of  nature  is  fear- 
lessly brought  into  requisition.  The 
Ganges  is  already  announced  at  Drury 
Lane  ;  Vesuvius  is  preparing  a  coun- 
ter wonder  at  Covent  Garden.  An 
earthquake  nearly  ready  at  the  one,  is 
to  be  combated  by  a  comet  at  the 
other.  Neither  side  relies  on  native 
phenomena.  A  cascade  of  the  most 
formidable  dimensions  is  already  tra- 
velling by  easy  stages  from  Paris,  and 
to  meet  this  with  an  overwhelming 
superiority,  a  steam-boat  is  waiting  at 
Calais,  to  bring  over  a  general  confla- 
gration. 


LETTER  FROM  A  CONTRIBUTOR  IN  LOVE. 


DEAR  NORTH, 

I  CANNOT  possibly  do  that  article 
upon  the  Digamma  this  month;  so 
you  must  get  on  without  it,  and  I  am 
sure  you  have  plenty. 

The  fact  is,  I  fell  in  love  last  Thurs- 
day, by  the  merest  accident  in  the 
world ;  and  am  now  sitting  at  my  bow- 
window,  fronting  the  Regent's-Park, 
watching  thePaddington  coachesas  they 
pass,  and  sighing  and  growing  quite 
lack-a-daisical.  If  you  think  it  likely 
you  shall  be  short,  perhaps  I  may  get 
poetic  towards  the  15th;  and  "  loss 
of  innocence,"  you  know,  (I  mean  my 
own  innocence,)  "  sounds  well  in 
verse."  But  this  by  the  way.  As  for 
town,  there  is  nothing  stirring  in  it. 

The  two  great  Theatres  opened  on 
the  1st,  Drury  with  a  swinging  com- 
pany, and  a  show  and  a  dance  two 
nights  before.  They  have  Kcan,  Mae- 


ready,  Elliston  himself,  (the  rogue  is 
worth  the  world,  after  all,  in  comedy,) 
Wallack,  Listen,  Dowton,  Terry,  and 
Harley ;  and,  besides  all  this,  there  is 
Kitty — "  beautiful  Kitty !" — who  can 
speak  a  hundred  times  more  music 
than  any  other  woman  in  the  world 
can  sing.  Covent-Garden  seems  to  be 
dreaming  this  season,  as  well  as  the 
last. 

"  Doctor  !  the  thanes  fly  from  me  !" 
They  are  losing  all  their  showy  peo- 
ple. Improvements,  however,  (and  ef- 
fective ones,)  have  been  made  about 
the  house;  and  Young,  Sinclair, 
Charles  Kemble,  Miss  Pa  ton,  and  Miss- 
Chester,  will  bring  something. 

And  what  did  they  do  at  opening  ? 
Why,  both  places  dull  enough.  Much 
Ado  about  Nothing,  and  The  Rivals — 
sterling,  but  stale.  There  was  a  new 
farce,  however,  with  a  horrible  name 
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to  articulate  at  Drury-Lane, — Stella 
and  Jsi'dthcrlttnyx.  "  Stella  and  Lea- 
therlungs  !" — What  a  combination. — 
It's  like  . 

**  There  was  a  lady, 

And  she  loved  a  swine.'1'' 

They  say  the  piece  is  Colman's.  A 
dull  affair,  whoever  may  be  the  author. 
In  the  book  way,  nothing  at  all  new 
— that  is,  nothing  worth  talking  about 
in  Maga.  But  these  last  two  Numbers 
of  yours,  by  the  bye,  have  played  the 
very  devil  in  Cockaigne.  Poor  Hazlitt, 
I  am  told,,  is  going  about  absolutely 
frantic ;  and  all  the  ale  at  the  South- 
ampton Arms  turned  sour  the  moment 
"  The  General  Question"  came  out. 
Tell  Tickler  this,  if  you  love  me. 

Talking  of  Hazlitt,  I  had  the  stran- 
gest dream  of  King  Leigh  last  night ! 
I  thought  he  was  come  over  from  Italy, 
and  had  taken  theWhite  ConduitHouse 
Tea  Gardens.  It's  true,  upon  my  word. 
I  saw  him  in  the  bar,  as  plain  as  ever 
I  saw  him  in  my  life — in  a  straw  hat, 
and  a  foreign  air — quite  smirking  and 
genteel-like.  He  was  "  setting  down" 
the  little  loaves,  and  pats  of  butter,  as 
they  went  out  from  the  sanctum,  in  a 
bran  new  Fairburn's  pocket-book,  with 
a  red  morocco  back  ;  while  the  waiter 
boys  ran  about,  scalding  people  with 
the  hot  water  out  of  the  tea-kettles. 
Very  odd,  wasn't  it? — You  haven't 
heard  anything  of  the  kind  ? 

I  did  understand,  certainly,  some 
time  back,  that  Cockaigne  was  rebel- 
lious, about  his  Majesty's  stay  abroad, 
and  refused  any  longer  to  be  governed 
as  a  province;  but  White  Conduit- 
House  is  so  near  Islington  ;  and  that 
affair  of  the  washerwoman ;  it  can 
hardly  be ! 

Heigho  ! — I  am  very  much  in  love, 
Christopher !  But  I  know  you  hate 
these  kind  of  affairs. 

And  yet,  if  you  could  but  see  the 
object ! 

Talking  of  love,  I  had  such  a  batch 
of  Lafitte  last  night,  my  dear  friend  ! 
with  an  improved  Anchovy  toast ;  and 
not  the  ghost  of  a  head-ache  this  morn- 
ing. Ambrose  shall  have  the  direc- 
tions for  the  toast  immediately ;  though 
I  hope  to  be  down  before  your  next 
jollification. 

I  stop,  for  a  moment,  to  make  a  do- 
zen of  oysters  happy. 

They  are  gone— the  little  dears  ! — 
Natives  they  were.  So  white,  so 
plump, — they  put  me  in  mind  of  Kitty 
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Stephens  (bless  her  ! )  exactly.  I  could 
have  eaten  another  dozen,  if  I  had  not 
been  in  love.  There  was  one  of  the 
departed  rather  thinner  than  the  rest ; 
perhaps  he  was  in  love  too  ! 

There  is  a  providence,  my  dear 
North,  even  in  the  eating  of  an  oyster ! 
I  could  moralize,  when  I  think  how 
different  might  have  been  the  lot  of 
that  little  rogue  who  looked  leaner — 
(I  think  he  was  in  love) — than  his 
companions.  How  he  must  hug  him- 
self where  he  is,  reflecting  where  he 
might  have  been!  He  might  have 
lived  on,  perhaps,  even  to  old  age,  and 
never  have  been  caught.  The  dred- 
ging-pole  might  have  passed  over  him, 
year  after  year  ;  leaving  him  to  pine, 
and  be  neglected,  and  grow  all  beard, 
and  go  out  of  season !  Or  he  might 
have  been  taken  up  by  the  nets,  and 
yet  afterwards  dropped  by  accident  on 
the  beach  ;  where  he  would  have  died 
deserted  !  slowly  roasting  in  the  sun, 
and  with  the  conviction  too,  in  his 
agony,  that  he  should  not  be  fit  to  eat 
when  all  was  over !  Or,  (cruellest  fate 
of  all !)  after  getting  safe  as  far  as  Bil- 
linsgate,  fate  might,  as  I  may  say,  have 
overtaken  him  between  the  boat  and 
the  lip ;  he  might  have  been  bought 
by  an  itinerant  dealer,  instead  of  my 
respectable  fishmonger  ;  been  cried 
about  in  a  ricketty  cart,  or  exposed  in 
a  tub  at  the  corner  of  an  alley  ;  and, 
at  last,  his  feelings,  insulted  with  thick 
vinegar  and  black  pepper,  have  found 
a  horrible  grave  in  the  stomach  of  a 
coal-heaver ! 

But  don't  let  Ebony  say  I  am  ne- 
glecting him  ;  for  positively  there  is 
nothing  that  you  would  listen  to  "  ex- 
tant" here.  Apropos  though,  there  is 
The  Diorama.  Did  you  see  it  in  Pa- 
ris ? — No.  Well,  but  you  have  read 
in  the  newspapers  (if  ever  by  accident 
you  take  them  up)  about  the  scaffold- 
ing on  the  Chapel  view, — and  the  work- 
men at  which  the  French  General 
threw  stones, — and  the  pots,  and  the 
tools,  and  the  broken  marble, — and 
all  that  ? — A  good  deal  of  it  is  true 
enough. 

The  workmen  certainly  did  not  de- 
ceive me;  but  I  confess  I  took  the 
planks  and  trowels,  (they  are  at  a  dis- 
tance, understand,  from  the  figures  of 
the  men,)  to  be  part  of  the  preparations 
used  in  putting  up  the  picture.  And 
what  helps  the  illusion  a  good  deal,  is, 
that  the  building  in  which  you  stand 
is  actually  incomplete,— -full  of  masons 
18 
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and  bricklayers,  and  their  materiel  de 
guerre. 

The  landscape  picture — the  Valley 
in  Switzerland — you  would  like,  if 
possible,  better  than  the  first  view  ; 
but  it  is  classical  (of  course)  to  like 
the  Chapel  best;  and  the  outline  of 
the  farm-house  in  front  of  this  view 
is  really  magical.  It  is  difficult  to  per- 
suade  myself,  even  with  a  knowledge 
of  the  real  fact,  that  the  house  is  not 
a  distinct  object,  apart  from  the  rest 
of  the  picture ;  and  the  view,  general- 
ly indeed,  a  compound  of  model  as  well 
as  painting.  The  whole  beats  panora- 
ma, and  cosmorama,  and  Covent-Gar- 
den  scenery  to  boot — clean  out  of  the 
field. 

Well,  then ; — besides  the  Diorama, 
what  is  there  ?  Why,  there  is  Mac- 
Adam's  new  pavement,  begun  in  St 
James's  Square  ;  but  that  is  not  to  be 
tried  in  a  minute.  Then  there  are  bal- 
loons, too,  abounding,  since  the  gas 
companies  fill  them  by  contract,  but 
no  new  feature ;— I  wish  somebody 
would  go  up  by  moon-light. 

And  all  this— balloons,  and  pave- 
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ment,  and  Diorama  and  all — what  is 
it  to  you,  who  want  a  discourse  upon 
the  Digamma  ?  or  to  me,  who  have 
ff  a  silent  sorrow,"  and  all  the  rest  of 
it,  you  know— (what  is  it  ?)  "  For 
which  joy  has  no  balm,"  and  something 
else  no  sting  ?  Absolutely,  I  have  seen 
nothing  that  has  entertained  me  these 
three  days,  except  that  the  apotheca- 
ries have  got  cabriolets,  which  some- 
thing annoys  the  dandies.  The  Old 
Bailey  sessions  beginning  yesterday 
was  a  little  relief;  but — very  dull — 
all  petty  larcenies.  You  will  hear  of 
my  committing  an  atrocity  myself 
within  this  day  or  two — just  for  no- 
velty— if  Sophia  Amelia — (but  you 
shan't  know  her  name)  does  not  re- 
lent. 

Farewell !  I'll  send  the  verses,  if  I 
happen  to  write  them.  Ah,  Christo- 
pher ! — But  I  may  live  to  catch  you  in 
love  some  day. — Odso  !v  I  almost  for- 
got to  ask — were  you  ever  in  London 
at  Michaelmas  ?  It's  a  fortnight  now 
almost  since ;  and  I  protest  I  smell 
roast  goose  still. 

T. 


THE  COMPLETE  ANGLER  OF  IZAAK  WALTON  AND  CHARLES  COTTON.* 


WALTON'S  Complete  Angler  is  a  de- 
lightful book,  that  is  certain  ;  but  it 
cannot  be  so  intensely  delightful  to 
Scottish  as  to  English  readers.  Old 
Izaak  was  a  Londoner.  He  not  only 
wrote  the  Lives  of  Five  English  Wor- 
thies, but  he  lived  in  Fleet-Street,  in 
the  house  third- west  from  the  corner 
of  Chancery-Lane  ;  where  he  was  (ac- 
cording to  a  tradition  in  his  family) 
"  a  wholesale  linen-draper,  or  Ham- 
burgh merchant."  Londoners,  there- 
fore, claim  him  as  their  own  dear  old 
Izaak ;  and  even  the  Cockneys  feel  that 
they  have  an  interest  in  the  benign  oc- 
togenarian. There  is,  perhaps,  some- 
thing John  Gilpinish  about  him ;  and 
having  been,  beyond  all  doubt,  "  a 
London  citizen,  of  credit  and  renown," 
his  reputation  is  cherished  in  that  me- 
tropolis with  a  tenderness  and  zeal  with 
which  we  inhabitants  of  the  Modern 


Athens  cannot  perhaps  feel  an  ade- 
quate sympathy.  Yet,  we  are  now 
speaking  rather  for  others  than  for  our- 
selves. We  do  venerate  the  ( '  old  man 
eloquent,"  as  truly  as  the  very  worst 
angler  in  Cockney-land ;  while  we  flat- 
ter ourselves,  that  we  are  as  perfect 
adepts,  both  in  theory  and  practice,  of 
the  delightful  art  in  which  he  excel- 
led, as  any  brother  of  the  angle — Mr 
Major  himself  not  excepted — between 
Charing-Cross  and  Cheapside. 

There  are  indeed  many  circumstan- 
ces, independent  even  of  its  intrinsic 
merits,  that  render  this  book  singular- 
ly captivating.  It  was  written  by  an 
old  man,  who,  buried  in  the  thick  mists 
and  close  air  of  a  noisy  city,  and  occu- 
pied in  pursuits  that  almost  always,  to 
a  certain  degree,  narrow  the  range  of 
natural  feelings,  and  sadly  benumb 
their  elasticity,  seems  yet  to  have  pre- 


^  *  The  Complete  Angler  of  Isaak  Walton  and  Charles  Cotton.  Extensively  embel- 
lished with  Engravings  on  Copper  and  Wood,  from  Original  Paintings  and  Drawings, 
by  first-rate  Artists.  To  which  are  added,  an  Introductory  Essay  ;  the  Linn.-can  Ar- 
rangement of  the  various  River-Fish  delineated  in  the  Work ;  and  Illustrative  Notes. 
London:  John  Major,  Fleet- Street,  adjoining  SerjeantVInn,  1823. 
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served,  untainted  an<l  unfaded,  the 
freshness  of  all  his  boyish  enjoyments, 
and  even  his  infant  delight  in  the 
sights,  and  sounds,  and  smells — the 
air,  the  music,  the  flowers,  and  the 
running  waters,  of  the  country.  He 
seems  to  have  felt,  to  the  last  issues  of 
protracted  life,  that  '•  God  made  the 
country ;  man  the  town;"  and,  certain- 
ly, humble,  and,  for  the  most  part,  art- 
less, as  his  descriptions  are,  they  im- 
press us  throughout  with  a  conscious- 
ness of  that  truth.  The  old  citizen,  on 
his  way  even  to  the  river  side,  seems 
to  forget  wholly  the  world  in  which  he 
lived ;  and  after  the  first  rise  of  a  gray- 
ling, a  trout,  or  a  salmon,  "  the  smoke 
has  all  past  away  from  his  eyes,"  and 
he  steps  along  the  meadows,  through 
among  the  feeding  or  staring  kine,  with 
as  careless  a  heart  as  Dobbin  or  Hob- 
binol — a  wholesale  linen-draper  no 
more — and  forgetful  of  Hamburgh  and 
Holland. 

This  is,  in  fact,  the  charm  of  the 
"  Complete  Angler."  We  do  not  so 
much  think  that  we  are  reading  an  old 
book,  as  that  we  are  listening  to,  or 
walking  with,  an  old  man.  That  old 
man,  without  intending  it,  reveals  to 
us  his  sweet,  pure,  gentle,  guileless, 
and  enlightened  character.  We  feel 
that  he  is,  "  in  wit,  a  man ;  simplicity, 
a  child  ;"  using  wit  in  its  old  accepta- 
tion of  wisdom  ; — and  we  deliver  our- 
selves up  to  the  full  possession  of  the 
spirit  of  the  sport,  when  that  sport  is 
partaken  with  our  friend  and  father. 

But  we  have  said,  that  old  Izaak  is 
more  tenderly  beloved  in  England  than 
in  Scotland.  We  have  no  immense 
cities  in  our  small  kingdom.  Fishing 
streams  intersect  our  most  populous 
towns ;  and  we  have  ourselves  caught 
fish  in  the  market-place  of  a  populous 
village,  and  laid  them  out  for  display 
on  the  stone-steps  leading  up  to  the 
Cross,  erected  by  the  piety  of  our  po- 
pish ancestors.  Such  a  being  as  Izaak 
Walton  could  never  have  been  in  Scot- 
land. And  therefore  we  do  not  tho- 
roughly understand  either  his  charac- 
ter, or  the  impassioned  veneration  with 
which  it  is  regarded.  He  is  rather  con- 
sidered as  a  sort  of  oddity  ;  and  the 
book  itself  is  not  so  much  felt  as  the 
real  record  of  the  experiences  of  a  flesh 
and  blood  old  man  ;  as  a  pleasant,  al- 
though somewhat  unnatural  fiction, 
too  often  bordering  upon  silliness  ;  and 
to  a  grave,  philosophical  people  like  us, 
throughout  tinged  with  a  childish  and 


Utopian  spirit.  Now,  in  all  this,  we  are 
partly  in  the  right,  and  partly  in  the 
wrong,  as  might  be  shewn  in  a  few 
words.  But  we  have  some  other  pre- 
fatory remarks  to  make,  so  let  the  Wal- 
tonites  settle  it  as  they  will. 

In  Scotland — and,  to  be  sure,  in 
many  districtsof  England  too— angling 
is  quite  a  different  affair  from  what  it 
was  in  the  hands  of  Izaak  or  his  son 
Charles.  It  is — all  the  best  angling  is 
— rather  a  wild,  difficult,  adventurous, 
and  vigorous  pastime.  It  partakes  of 
the  passion  of  savage  life — a  passion 
which,  like  that  of  the  young  poet,  so 
beautifully  described  by  Wordsworth, 
for  natural  scenery,  "  haunts"  the  true 
angler,  and  carries  him  to  the  river  or 
lake  side  in  a  fever.  To  him  the  sound 
of  the  waterfall  brings  a  thousand  eager 
dreams— the  liquid  lapse  of  level 
streams  decoys  him  away  into  house- 
less solitudes — the  south  or  west- wind 
that  drops  the  {f  feed"  upon  the  pool, 
comes  from  the  long  mountain  glen,  at 
whose  head  the  river  has  its  source — 
and  the  clouds  that  throw  their  "  kill- 
ing shadows"  over  his  flies,  are  seen 
travelling  over  peak  and  precipice. 
Loneliness,  dreariness,  utter  seclusion 
from  human  life,  relieved  by  unexpect- 
ed hospitality  in  some  hut,  unseen  till 
the  angler  is  at  its  very  door,  or  by  the 
figure  of  some  shepherd  stalking  by  on 
his  own  occupation — these  are  the  cha- 
racters of  the  Scottish  angler's  amuse- 
ment on  moor  and  by  mountain — more 
or  less  marked;  but  still  something 
very  remote  indeed  from  the  scenery  in 
which  Walton  delighted,  and  which  he 
so  vividly  delineated.  Much,  no  doubt, 
there  is  in  common  among  all  anglers ; 
and  therefore  Walton  can  be  indifferent 
to  none ;  nay,  must  be  delightful  to 
all.  But  the  enthusiasm,  the  venera- 
tion, the  reverence,  are  to  be  found  in 
England  only,  and  especially  in  and 
about  London. 

Now,  should  these  paragraphs  meet 
the  eye  of  some  well-informed,  well- 
occupied  man,  who  never  threw  a  line 
in  his  life,  he  will  wonder  what  all  this 
is  that  we  are  writing  about ;  and  hap- 
ly remember  Dr  Johnson's  definition. 
Friend !  purchase  forthwith  Mr  Ma- 
jor's edition  of  the  Complete  Angler, 
and  the  mystery  will  be  solved. 

Begin,  good  friend  !  with  the  plates  ; 
and  you  will  feel  yourself — unless  you 
are  indeed  a  hopeless  thorough-paced 
in-grained  son  of  Mammon,  beguiled 
into  a  dim  imperfect  sympathy,  with 
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the  simple  pleasures  that  seem  therein 
shadowed  forth.  Behold,  first  of  all, 
Walton  surrounded  and  crowned  by 
the  Graces,  and  begin  to  ask  yourself, 
what  could  be  in  the  character  of  that 
old  man,  to  inspire  Genius  so  to  figure 
his  bust.  Look  on  the  little  Cupids, 
emblematical  of  the  theory  and  prac- 
tice of  angling — one  sitting  like  a  wise- 
acre at  midnight  by  lamplight,  on  a 
high-backed  elbow-chair,  in  a  trelliced 
bower,  with  leg  on  knee,  and  poring 
knowingly  through  an  eye-glass  on 
some  cunning  volume,  and  the  other 
marching  boldly  by  dawning  morn- 
shine  among  the  water-lilies,  with  rod 
and  landing-net,  pannier  on  back,  and 
gaiters  mid- way  up  his  thighs.  The 
artist  who  conceived  that  pretty  fanci- 
ful design,  was  an  angler.  Look  at 
these  three  jolly  youths,  Piscator,  Ve- 
nator, and  Auceps,  good  fellows,  well 
met,  "  and  proceeding  to  drink  their 
morning  draught  at  the  Thatched- 
Housein  Hodsden  ;"  and,  in  the  grace- 
ful freedom  of  that  angler's  salutation, 
read  a  lesson  of  courtesy  and  humani- 
ty ;  or  join  that  party  in  the  meadow, 
below  the  shadow  of  the  village  church 
tower,  and  hark  to  pretty  Maudlin, 
the  milk-maid,  singing  that  smooth 
song  which  was  made  by  Kit  Marlow, 

"  Come  live  with  me  and  be  my  love ;" 

while  her  mother  replies,  in  the  second 
part,  "  If  love  and  all  the  world  were 
young,"  which,  she  saith,  "  indeed  fits 
me  best  now,  when  the  cares  of  the  world 
begin  to  take  hold  of  me."  Why,  from 
looking  at  the  very  plate,  you  will 
join  in  bestowing  Sir  Thomas  Over- 
bury  's  milk-maid's  wish  upon  Maud- 
lin— ' '  that  she  may  die  in  the  spring, 
and,  being  dead,  may  have  good  store 
of  flowers  stuck  round  about  her  wind- 
ing-sheet." But  indeed  all  the  plates 
are  most  beautiful ;  and  perhaps  in  no 
former  edition,  (although  we  wish  not 
to  undervalue  any  of  them,)  are  they 
more  delicately  or  characteristically 
touched  than  in  this  of  Mr  Major. 
We  have  likewise  a  well- written  Life 
of  Father  Walton.  The  book  is  a 
charming  specimen  of  typography,  and 
the  size  apt  for  a  side-pocket.  Alas ! 
our  copy  is  already  soiled,  though  only 
six  moons  old,  for  it  has  been  our  com- 
panion on  several  excursions  among  the 
"  hollows  of  the  hills ;"  and  this,  all 
the  world  knows,  has  been  a  rainy 
season. 
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A  rainy  season  in  troth — too  much 
so  for  the  angler's  liking.  Izaak,  with 
his  ground-fishing,  could,  no  doubt, 
have  filled  his  pannier  one  day  in  the 
week,  on  an  average  of  the  season. 
But  we,  like  Charles  Cotton,  (whom 
perhaps  in  too  many  things  we  resem- 
ble) confine  our  practice  chiefly  to  the 
fly.  For  that  we  need  make  no  apo- 
logy ;  for,  after  all,  fly-fishing  alone 
deserves  the  name  of  angling.  From 
March  'till  this,  the  15th  of  October, 
scarcely  has  there  been  one  mild,  soft, 
genial,  shadowy  day,  with  now  and 
then  a  moist  hour  intermingled  with 
the  breezy  dry,  for  our  silent  solitary 
trade.  We  caught  the  transitory  curl 
as  it  crept  along  our  own  merry  rivu- 
let, and  took  it  before  the  sudden 
plump  of  rain  discoloured  its  limpid 
darkness.  Several  times  we  did  so, 
and  on  a  never-to-be-forgotten  Wed- 
nesday, we  struck  the  "  monarch  of 
the  flood."  Many  a  time  and  oft 
have  we  felt  our  hook  slip  from  his 
jaw,  just  as  we  had  laid  him  on  the 
shelving  gravel  isle,  with  his  silver 
side  so  beautifully  spotted,  shining  in 
the  moonlight  just  then  breaking 
through  a  cloud.  But  on  that  Wed- 
nesday we  had  hooked  him  by  the 
tongue ;  and  there  at  last  he  lay,  our 
own,  in  spite  of  all  the  Naiads.  Four 
pound  weight,  Mr  Major,  twenty- two 
ounces  to  the  pound,  as  brilliant  a 
trout  as  ever  glittered  on  the  banks  of 
Dove.  A  nobler  never  lay  on  the  cold 
slab  within  that  little  dome,  (not  yet 
utterly  decayed,)  "  Piscatoribus  sa- 
crum, '  where  Charles,  albeit  wild  and 
petulant,  listened,  well-pleased  and 
reverently,  to  his  father  Izaak,  or  sung 
to  the  good  old  man — 

"  Oh  !  how  happy  here's  our  leisure ! 
Oh  !  how  innocent  our  pleasure  ! 
Oh  !  ye  valleys  !  oh,  ye  mountains ! 
Oh  !  ye  groves  and  crystal  fountains ! 
Now  I  rove  at  liherty, 
By  turns,  to  come  and.  visit  ye !" 

Gentle  reader,  whoe'er  thou  art, 
angler,  or  ignorant  of  the  river's  joy, 
wilt  thou  while  away  a  leisure  hour 
over  the  tc  Conference  ?"  Whether 
wouldst  thou  choose  air,  earth,  or  wa- 
ter, for  the  element  of  thy  recreation  ? 
Here,  in  this  "  Conference,"  is  that 
weighty  matter  debated,  and  hear  how 
courteously  Fiscator  yields  precedence 
in  the  debate  to  his  hunting  and 
hawking  brethren — 

"  But,  Gentlemen,  though  I  be  able  to 
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do  this,  I  am  not  so  unmannerly  as  to  en. 
gross  all  the  discourse  to  myself;  and  there- 
fore,  you  two  having  declared  yourselves, 
the  one  to  be  a  lover  of  hawks,  the  other  of 
hounds,  I  shall  be  most  glad  to  hear  what 
you  can  say  in,  the  commendation  of  that 
recreation  which  each  of  you  love  and  prac- 
tise ;  and  having  heard  what  you  can  say, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  exercise  your  attention 
with  what  I  can  say  concerning  my  own 
recreation  and  Art  of  Angling,  and  by  this 
means,  we  shall  make  the  way  to  seem  the 
shorter :  and  if  you  like  my  motion,  I  would 
have  Mr  Falconer  to  begin. 

Auceps  consents  tc  the  motion  with 
all  his  heart.  Is  not  -Ms  spirited  ? 

44  And  first,  for  the  clement  1  used  to 
trade  in,  which  is  the  Air,  an  element  of 
more  worth  than  weight,  an  element  that 
doubtless  exceeds  both  the  earth  and  water ; 
for  though  I  sometimes  deal  in  both,  yet 
the  air  is  most  properly  mine.  I  and  my 
Hawks  use  that,  and  it  yields  us  most  re- 
creation ;  it  stops  not  the  high  soaring  of 
ray  noble  generous  Falcon  ;  in  it  she  as- 
cends to  such  an  height,  as  the  dull  eyes  of 
beasts  and  fish  are  not  able  to  reach  to  ; 
their  bodies  are  too  gross  for  such  high  ele- 
vations :  in  the  air  my  troops  of  Hawks 
soar  upon  high,  and  when  they  are  lost  in 
the  sight  of  men,  then  they  attend  upon  and 
converse  with  the  Gods  ;  therefore  I  think 
my  Eagle  is  so  justly  stiled  Jove's  servant 
in  ordinary  :  and  that  very  Falcon,  that  I 
am  now  going  to  see,  deserves  no  meaner  a 
title,  for  she  usually  in  her  flight  endangers 
herself,  like  the  son  of  Daedalus,  to  have 
her  wings  scorched  by  the  sun's  heat,  she 
flies  so  near  it,  but  her  mettle  makes  her 
careless  of  danger  ;  for  she  then  heeds  no- 
thing, but  makes  her  nimble  pinions  cut 
the  fluid  air,  and  so  makes  her  highway 
over  the  steepest  mountains,  and  deepest 
rivers,  and  in  her  glorious  career  looks  with 
contempt  upon  those  high  steeples  and  mag- 
nificent palaces  which  we  adore  and  wonder 
at ;  from  which  height  I  can  make  her  to 
descend  by  a  word  from  my  mouth  (which 
she  both  knows  and  obeys)  to  accept  of 
meat  from  my  hand,  to  own  me  for  her 
Master,  to  go  home  with  me,'  and  be  will- 
ing the  next  day  to  afford  me  the  like  re- 
creation." 

Auceps  then,  for  a  little  while,  di- 
gresses from  his  hawks,  and  speaks  of 
the  other  denizens  of  air.  No  wonder 
this  book  is  a  favourite  with  Words- 
worth, for  is  not  this  a  pretty  prose 
lyrical  ballad  ? 

"  Nay  more,  the  very  birds  of  the  air, 
those  that  be  not  Hawks,  are  both  so  many 
and  so  useful  and  pleasant  to  mankind, 
that  I  must  not  let  them  pass  without  some 
observations :  they  both  feed  and  refresh 
him  ;  feed  him  with  their  choice  bodies, 
and  refresh  him  with  their  heavenly  voices. 
I  will  not  undertake  to  mention  the  several 
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kinds  of  fowl  by  which  this  is  done ;  and 
his  curious  palate  pleased  by  day,  and  which 
with  their  very  excrements  afford  him  a 
soft  lodging  at  night.  These  I  will  pass 
by,  but  not  those  little  nimble  musicians  of 
the  air,  that  warble  forth  their  curious  dit- 
ties, with  which  nature  hath  furnished  them 
to  the  shame  of  art. 

"  As  first  the  Lark,  when  she  means  to 
rejoice  ;  to  cheer  herself  and  those  that 
hear  her,  she  then  quits  the  earth,  and 
sings  as  she  ascends  higher  into  the  air,  and 
having  ended  her  heavenly  employment, 
grows  then  mute  and  sad  to  think  she  must 
descend  to  the  dull  earth,  which  she  would 
not  touch  but  for  necessity. 

"  How  do  the  Black-bird  and  Thrassel 
with  their  melodious  voices  bid  welcome  to 
the  cheerful  Spring,  and  in  their  fixed 
months  warble  forth  such  ditties  as  no  art 
or  instrument  can  reach  to  ? 

44  Nay,  the  smaller  birds  also  do  the 
like  in  their  particular  seasons,  as  namely 
the  Leverock,  the  Titlark,  the  little  Linnet, 
and  the  honest  Robin,  that  loves  mankind 
both  alive  and  dead. 

4'  But  the  Nightingale,  another  of  my 
airy  creatures,  breathes  such  sweet  loud 
music  out  of  her  little  instrumental  throat, 
that  it  might  make  mankind  to  think  mi- 
racles are  not  ceased.  He  that  at  midnight, 
when  the  very  labourer  sleeps  securely, 
should  hear,  as  I  have  very  often,  the  clear 
airs,  the  sweet  descants,  the  natural  rising 
and  falling,  the  doubling  and  redoubling  of 
her  voice,  might  well  be  lifted  above  earth, 
and  say  ;  Lord,  what  music  hast  thou  pro- 
vided for  the  saints  in  Heaven,  when  thou 
affbrdest  bad  men  such  music  on  Earth  !" 


He  then  returns  to  his  hawks,  which 
he  says  are  usually  distinguished  into 
two  kinds,  ' '  the  long- winged  and  the 
short- winged  hawk,"  mentioning  the 
varieties  "  chiefly  in  use  amongst  us 
in  this  nation."  But  Izaak  probably 
knew  not  much  about  hawking,  and, 
besides,  Piscator  is  to  be  the  chief  in- 
terlocutor. 

Neither  do  we  know  much  about 
hawking,  but  we  have  seen  the  pas- 
time. It  was  long — long  ago — some 
twenty  years,  and  upwards,  in  our 
boyish  days.  The  scene  was  a  wide 
moor,  just  beginning  to  be  enclosed,  so 
that  there  were  here  and  there  in  the 
wild,  patches  of  barley,  oats,  and  po- 
tato-ground, the  birth-place  and  the 
haunt  of  many  partridges.  When  it 
was  rumoured  through  the  parish  that 
Lord  Eglinton's  hooded  hawks,  with 
bells,  and  lures,  and  setters,  and  game- 
keepers, were  to  be  that  day  on  the 
Moor  of  Kaglesham,  how  we  burst 
from  the  school-house  at  the  play- 
hour,  crossed  the  Bridge  of  Humby 
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like  sunbeams  in  the  rainbow,  and 
scoured  along  the  moor !  All  was  won- 
derful and  wild,  and  what  eager  rap- 
ture leapt  at  our  hearts,  when  the 
Tarcel  flew  aloft,  and  kept  circling  in 
the  air  till  the  game  was  sprung,  and 
then  the  flight  of  fury  and  of  fear  ! 
But  we  forget  ourselves,  and  therefore 
say,  in  the  words  of  Auceps — 

"  But  lest  I  should  break  the  rules  of 
civility  with  you,  by  taking  up  more  than 
the  proportion  of  time  allotted  to  me,  I 
will  here  break  off,  and  entreat  you,  Mr 
Venator,  to  say  what  you  are  able  in  the 
commendation  of  Hunting,  to  which  you 
are  so  much  affected." 

Venator  now  takes  up  the  argument, 
and  following  the  same  train  of  reason- 
ing with  Auceps,  who  began  with  eu- 
logizing the  air,  he  pronounces  the  fol- 
lowing brief  panegyric  on  the  earth : — 

"  Well,  sir,  and  I  will  now  take  my 
turn,  and  will  first  begin  with  a  commen- 
dation of  the  Earth,  as  you  have  done  most 
excellently  of  the  Ah* ;  the  earth  being  that 
element  upon  which  I  drive  my  pleasant, 
wholesome,  hungry  trade.  The  earth  is  a 
solid,  settled  element;  an  element  most 
universally  beneficial  both  to  man  and 
beast :  to  men  who  have  their  several  re- 
creations upon  it,  as  Horse-races,  Hunting, 
sweet  smells,  pleasant  walks ;  the  Earth 
feeds  man,  and  all  those  several  beasts  that 
both  feed  him,  and  afford  him  recreation  : 
What  pleasure  doth  man  take  in  hunting 
the  stately  Stag,  the  generous  Buck,  the 
Wild  Boar,  the  cunning  Otter,  the  crafty 
Fox,  and  the  fearful  Hare  ?  And  if  I  may 
descend  to  a  lower  game,  what  pleasure  is 
it  sometimes  with  gins  to  betray  the  very 
vermin  of  the  earth  ?  as  namely,  the  Fi- 
chat,  the  Fulirnart,  the  Ferret,  the  Pole- 
cat, the  Mouldwarp,  and  the  like  creatures 
that  live  upon  the  face,  and  within  the 
bowels  of  the  earth  ?  How  doth  the  earth 
bring  forth  herbs,  flowers,  and  fruits,  both 
for  physic  and  the  pleasures  of  mankind  ? 
and  above  all,  to  me  at  least,  the  fruitful 
Vine,  of  which,  when  I  drink  moderately, 
it  clears  my  brain,  cheers  my  heart,  and 
sharpens  my  wit.  How  could  Cleopatra 
have  feasted  Mark  Antony  with  eight  Wild 
Boars  roasted  whole  at  one  supper,  and 
other  meat  suitable,  if  the  earth  had  not 
been  a  bountiful  mother  ?  But  to  pass  by 
the  mighty  Elephant,  which  the  earth 
breeds  and  nourisheth,  and  descend  to  the 
least  of  creatures,  how  doth  the  earth  afford 
us  a  doctrinal  example  in  the  little  Pismire, 
who  in  the  Summer  provides  and  lays  up 
her  Winter  provision,  and  teaches  man  to 
do  the  like  ?  The  earth  feeds  and  carries 
those  horses  that  carry  us.  If  I  would  be 
prodigal  of  my  time  and  your  patience, 
what  might  not  I  say  in  commendations  of 
the  earth  ?  that  puts  limits  to  the  proud 


and  raging  sea,  and  by  that  means  pre- 
serves both  man  and  beast  that  it  destroys 
them  not,  as  we  see  it  daily  doth  those  that 
venture  upon  the  sea,  and  are  there  ship- 
wrecked, drowned,  and  left  to  feed  Had- 
docks ;  when  we  that  are  so  wise  as  to  keep 
ourselves  on  earth,  walk,  and  talk,  and  live, 
and  eat,  and  drink,  and  go  a  hunting :  of 
which  recreation  I  will  say  a  little,  and  then 
leave  Mr  Piscator  to  the  commendation  of 
Angling." 

Having  thus  extolled  hunting  as  a 
game  for  princes  and  noble  persons, 
observing  that  it  was  one  of  the  quali- 
fications that  Xenophon  bestowed  on 
his  Cyrus,  that  he  was  a  hunter  of  wild 
beasts,  and  that  hunting  trains  up  the 
younger  nobility  to  the  use  of  manly 
exercises  in  their  riper  age,  Venator 
sounds  the  praises  of  his  pack. 

"•  And  for  the  dogs  that  we  use,  who  can 
commend  their  excellency  to  that  height 
which  they  deserve  ?  how  perfect  is  the 
Hound  at  smelling,  who  never  leaves  or  for- 
sakes his  first  scent,  but  follows  it  through 
so  many  changes  and  varieties  of  other 
scents,  even  over,  and  in  the  water,  and 
into  the  earth  ?  What  music  doth  a  pack 
of  dogs  then  make  to  any  man,  whose  heart 
and  ears  are  so  happy  as  to  be  set  to  the 
tune  of  such  instruments  ?  How  will  a 
right  Greyhound  fix  his  eye  on  the  best 
Buck  in  a  herd,  single  him  out,  and  follow 
him,  and  him  only,  through  a  whole  herd 
of  rascal  game,  and  still  know  and  then  kill 
him  ?  For  my  Hounds,  I  know  the  lan- 
guage of  them,  and  Jhey  know  the  language 
and  meaning  of  one  another,  as  perfectly  as 
we  know  the  voices  of  those  with  whom  we 
discourse  daily." 

It  is  now  Piscator's  turn  to  speak  ; 
and,  following  the  example  of  his  two 
friends,  *he  first  of  all  pronounces  a 
very  long  and  a  very  learned  eulogy 
on  the  element  of  earth.  When  that 
is  finished,  he  exclaims, 

"  Pise.  O,  Sir,  doubt  not  but  that 
Angling  is  an  art ;  is  it  not  an  art  to  de- 
ceive a  Trout  with  an  artificial  fly?  a  Trout ! 
that  is  more  sharp-sighted  than  any  Hawk 
you  have  named,  and  more  watchful  and 
timorous  than  your  high -mettled  Merlin  is 
bold  ?  and  yet,  I  doubt  not  to  catch  a  brace 
or  two  to-morrow,  for  a  friend's  breakfast : 
doubt  not,  therefore,  Sir,  but  that  Angling 
is  an  art,  and  an  art  worth  your  learning  : 
the  question  is  rather,  whether  you  be  ca- 
pable of  learning  it  ?  for  Angling  is  some- 
what like  Poetry,  men  are  to  be  born  so  :  I 
mean  with  inclinations  to  it,  though  both 
may  be  heightened  by  discourse  and  prac- 
tice ;  but  he  that  hopes  to  be  a  good 
Angler,  must  not  only  bring  an  inquiring, 
searching,  observing  wit ;  but  he  must 
bring  a  large  measure  of  hope  and  patience, 
and  a  love  and  propensity  to  the  art  itself; 
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but  havhvg  onoe  got  and  practised  it,  then 
doubt  not  but  Angling  will  prove  to  be  so 
pleasant,  that  it  will  prove  to  be  like  vir- 
tue, a  reward  te  itself." 

Piscator  then  descants  on  the  anti- 
quity of  angling,  remarking,  that  some 
say  it  is  as  ancient  as  Deucalion's  flood ; 
some  that  Belus  was  the  inventor  of  it; 
while  others  maintain,  that  Seth,  one 
of  the  sons  of  Adam,  taught  it  to  his 
sons,  and  "  that  by  them  it  was  de- 
rived to  posterity."  Others  say,  "  that 
it  was  engraven  on  those  pillars  which 
he  erected,  and  trusted  to  preserve  the 
knowledge  of  the  mathematics,  music, 
and  the  rest  of  that  precious  know- 
ledge, and  those  useful  arts,  which, 
by  God's  appointment  or  allowance, 
and  his  noble  industry,  were  thereby 
preserved  from  perishing  in  Noah's 
flood."  After  a  good  deal  more  to  the 
same  purpose,  Piscator,  from  treating 
the  subject  historically,  turns  to  the 
philosophy  of  the  occupation : — 

"  And  for  that  I  shall  tell  you,  that  in 
ancient  times  a  debate  hath  risen,  and  it 
remains  yet  unresolved,  whether  the  hap- 
piness of  man  in  this  world,  doth  consist 
more  in  contemplation  or  action. 

"  Concerning  which  some  have  endea- 
voured to  maintain  their  opinion  of  the 
first,  by  saying,  that  the  nearer  we  mortals 
come  to  God  by  way  of  imitation,  the  more 
happy  we  are.  And  they  say,  that  God 
enjoys  himself  only  by  a  contemplation  of 
his  own  Infiniteness,  Eternity,  Power  and 
Goodness,  and  the  like.  And  upon  this 
ground,  many  cloisteral  men  of  great  learn- 
ing and  devotion,  prefer  contemplation  be- 
fore action.  And  many  of  the  fathers  seem 
to  approve  this  opinion,  as  may  appear  in 
their  commentaries  upon  the  words  of  our 
Saviour  to  Martha,  (Luke  x,  41,  42.) 

•'  And  on  the  contrary,  there  want  not 
men  of  equal  authority  and  credit,  that 
prefer  action  to  be  the  more  excellent ; 
as  namely  experiments  in  physic,  and  the 
application  of  it,  both  for  the  ease  and  pro- 
longation of  man's  life ;  by  which  each 
man  is  enabled  to  act  and  do  good  to  others ; 
either  to  serve  his  country,  or  do  good  to 
particular  persons  ;  and  they  say  also,  that 
action  is  doctrinal,  and  teaches  both  art  and 
virtue,  and  is  a  maintajner  of  humane  so- 
ciety ;  and  for  these  and  other  like  reasons 
to  be  preferred  before  contemplation. 

"  Concerning  which  two  opinions  I  shall 
forbear  to  add  a  third  by  declaring  my  own, 
and  rest  myself  contented  in  telling  you, 
my  very  worthy  friend,  that  both  these 
meet  together,  and  do  most  properly  be- 
long to  the  most  honest,  ingenuous,  quiet, 
and  harmless  art  of  Angling. 

"  And  first,  I  shall  tell  you  what  some 
have  observed,  and  I  have  found  it  to  be  a 
real  t»uth,  that  the  very  sitting  by  the  ri- 
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ver's  side  is  not  only  the  quietest  and  fittest 
place  for  contemplation,  but  will  invite  an 
Angler  to  it :  and  this  seems  to  be  main- 
tained by  the  learned  Pet.  Du  Moulin, 
who  in  his  discoursing  of  the  fulfilling  of 
prophecies,  observes,  that  when  God  in- 
tended to  reveal  any  future  events  or  high 
notions  to  his  prophets,  he  then  carried 
them  either  to  the  deserts  or  the  sea-shore, 
that  having  so  separated  them  from  amidst 
the  press  of  people  and  business,  and  the 
cares  of  the  world,  he  might  settle  their 
mind  in  a  quiet  repose,  and  there  make 
them  fit  for  revelation. 

"  And  this  seems  also  to  be  intimated 
by  the  Children  of  Israel,  (Ptal.  137,)  who 
having  in  a  sad  condition  banished  all 
mirth  and  music  from  their  pensive  hearts, 
and  having  hung  up  their  then  mute  harps 
upon  the  willow-trees  growing  by  the  rivers 
of  Babylon,  sat  down  upon  those  banks 
bemoaning  the  ruins  of  Sion,  and  contem- 
plating their  own  sad  condition. 

"  And  an  ingenious  Spaniard  says,  that 
"  rivers  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  watery 
element  were  made  for  wise  men  to  con- 
template, and  fools  to  pass  by  without  con- 
sideration." And  though  I  will  not  rank 
myself  in  the  number  of  the  first,  yet  give 
me  leave  to  free  myself  from  the  last,  by 
offering  to  you  a  short  contemplation,  first 
of  rivers  and  then  of  fish  ;  concerning  which 
I  doubt  not  but  to  give  you  many  obser- 
vations that  will  appear  very  considerable : 
I  am  sure  they  have  appeared  so  to  me, 
and  made  many  an  hour  pass  away  more 
pleasantly,  as  I  have  sat  quietly  on  a  flow- 
ery bank  by  a  calm  river,  and  contempla- 
ted what  I  shall  now  relate  to  you." 

Piscator  now  discourses  "  concern- 
ing rivers"  most  eruditely  indeed,  and 
must  no  doubt  have  astonished  Vena- 
tor and  Auceps,  who  were  not  very 
learned  persons.  The  grand  conclu- 
sion he  draws  from  this  vast  display 
of  authorities,  is,  that 

"  In  the  Scripture,  Angling  is  always 
taken  in  the  best  sense,  and  that  though 
Hunting  may  be  sometimes  so  taken,  yet 
it  is  but  seldom  to  be  so  understood.  And 
let  me  add  this  more,  he  that  views  the 
ancient  Ecclesiastical  Canons,  shall  find 
hunting  to  be  forbidden  to  Churchmen,  as 
being  a  turbulent,  toilsome,  perplexing 
recreation  ;  and  shall  find  Angling  allowed 
to  Clergymen,  as  being  a  harmless  recrea- 
tion, a  recreation  that  invites  them  to  con- 
templation and  quietness." 

Nothing  in  the  whole  volume  is 
more  characteristic  of  Walton's  style 
than  the  following  quotation.  We 
wish  we  could  also  quote  the  effigy  of 
old  Dr  Nowel ;  but  we  want  the  wood- 
cut-block— so,  gentle  reader,  look  at 
George  Buchanan  on  our  cover,  and 
vou  will  have  a  tolerably  good  idee  of 
13 
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the  phiz  of  the  honest  angling  "  Dean 
of  the  Cathedral  Church  of  St  Paul's 
in  London,  1550."  By  the  way,  we 
wonder  if  George  Buchanan  was  an 
angler.  Is  there  anything  about  it  in 
his  Latin  poems  ?  We  hope  that  we 
are  not  shewing  our  ignorance  in  put- 
ting this  query. 

"  I  might  here  enlarge  myself  by  telling 
you,  what  commendations  our  learned  Per- 
kins bestows  on  Angling  :  and  how  dear  a 
lover,  and  great  a  practiser  of  it  our  learn- 
ed Doctor  Whitaker  was,  as  indeed  many 
others  of  great  learning  have  been.  But  I 
will  content  myself  with  two  memorable 
men,  that  lived  near  to  our  own  time, 
whom  I  also  take  to  have  been  ornaments 
to  the  art  of  Angling. 

"  The  first  is  Doctor  Nowell,  some  time 
Dean  of  the  Cathedral  Church  of  St  Paul's 
in  London,  where  his  monument  stands 
yet  undefaced  :  a  man  that  in  the  Refor- 
mation of  Queen  Elizabeth,  not  that  of 
Henry  VIII.,  was  so  noted  for  his  meek 
spirit,  deep  learning,  prudence  and  piety, 
that  the  then  Parliament  and  Convocation 
both,  chose,  enjoined,  and  trusted  him  to  be 
the  man  to  make  a  Catechism  for  public 
use,  such  a  one  as  should  stand  as  a  rule 
for  faith  and  manners  to  their  posterity. 
And  the  good  old  man,  though  he  was 
very  learned,  yet  knowing  that  God  leads 
us  not  to  heaven  by  many  nor  by  hard 
questions,  like  an  honest  Angler,  made 
that  good,  plain,  unperplexed  Catechism 
which  is  printed  with  our  good  old  Service- 
Book.  I  say,  this  good  man  was  a  dear 
lover,  and  constant  practiser  of  Angling, 
as  any  age  can  produce ;  and  his  custom 
was  to  spend  besides  his  fixed  hours  of 
prayer,  those  hours  which  by  command  of 
the  Church  were  enjoined  the  Clergy,  and 
voluntarily  dedicated  to  devotion  by  many 
primitive  Christians  :  I  say,  besides  those 
hours,  this  good  man  was  observed  to  spend 
a  tenth  part  of  his  time  in  Angling  ;  and 
also,  for  I  have  conversed  with  those  which 
have  conversed  with  him,  to  bestow  a  tenth 
part  of  his  revenue,  and  usually  all  his 
fish,  amongst  the  poor  that  inhabited  near 
to  those  rivers  in  which  it  was  caught ; 
saying  often,  '  That  Charity  gave  life  to 
Religion  :'  and  at  his  return  to  his  house 
would  praise  God  he  had  spent  that  day 
free  from  worldly  trouble  ;  both  harmless- 
ly, and  in  a  recreation  that  became  a 
Churchman.  And  this  good  man  was  well 
content,  if  not  desirous,  that  posterity 
should  know  he  was  an  Angler,  as  may 
appear  by  his  picture,  now  to  be  seen,  and 
carefully  kept  in  Brazen-nose  College,  to 
which  he  was  a  liberal  benefactor,  in  which 
picture  he  is  drawn  leaning  on  a  desk  with 
his  Bible  before  him,  and  on  one  hand  of 
him  his  lines,  hooks,  and  other  tackling 
lying  in  a  round  ;  and  on  his  other  hand 
are  his  Angle-rods  of  several  sorts :  and 
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by  them  this  is  written,  «  That  he  died 
13  Feb.  1601,  being  aged  95  years,  44  of 
which  he  had  been  Dean  of  St  Paul's 
Church  ;  and  that  his  age  had  neither  im- 
paired his  hearing,  nor  dimmed  his  eyes, 
nor  weakened  his  memory,  nor  made  any 
of  the  faculties  of  his  mind  weak  or  use- 
less.' 'Tis  said  that  Angling  and  Tem- 
perance were  great  causes  of  these  bless- 
ings, and  I  wish  the  like  to  all  that  imi- 
tate him,  and  love  the  memory  of  so  good 
a  man. 

"  My  next  and  last  example  shall  be 
that  under-valuer  of  money,  the  late  Pro- 
vost of  Eton  College,  Sir  Henry  Wotton, 
a  man  with  whom  I  have  often  fished  and 
conversed,  a  man  whose  foreign  employ- 
ments in  the  service  of  this  nation,  and 
whose  experience,  learning,  wit,  and  cheer- 
fulness, made  his  company  to  be  esteemed 
one  of  the  delights  of  mankind  :  this  man, 
whose  very  approbation  of  Angling  were 
sufficient  to  convince  any  modest  censurer 
of  it,  this  man  was  also  a  most  dear  lover, 
and  a  frequent  practiser  of  the  art  of  Ang- 
ling ;  of  which  he  would  say,  *  'Twas  an 
employment  for  his  idle  time,  which  was 
then  not  idly  spent :'  for  Angling  was, 
after  tedious  study,  '  a  rest  to  his  mind,  a 
cheerer  of  his  spirits,  a  diverter  of  sadness, 
a  calmer  of  unquiet  thoughts,  a  moderator 
of  passions,  a  procurer  of  contentedness  :' 
and  '  that  it  begat  habits  of  peace  and 
patience  in  those  that  professed  and  prac- 
tised it.'  Indeed,  my  friend,  you  will  find 
Angling  to  be  like  the  virtue  of  Humility, 
which  has  a  calmness  of  spirit,  and  a  world 
of  other  blessings  attending  upon  it. 

"  Sir,  this  was  the  saying  of  that  learn- 
ed man,  and  I  do  easily  believe  that  peace, 
and  patience,  and  a  calm  content,  did  co- 
habit in  the  cheerful  heart  of  Sir  Henry 
Wotton,  because  I  know  that  when  he  was 
beyond  seventy  years  of  age,  he  made  this 
description  of  a  part  of  the  present  pleasure 
that  possessed  him,  as  he  sat  quietly  in  a 
Summer's  evening  on  a  bank  a-fishing  ;  it 
is  a  description  of  the  Spring,  which,  be- 
cause it  glided  as  soft  and  sweetly  from  his 
pen,  as  that  river  does  at  this  time,  by  which 
it  was  then  made,  I  shall  repeat  it  unto 
you. 

"  This  day  dame  Nature  seem'd  in  love  ; 
The  lusty  sap  began  to  move  ; 
Fresh  juice  did  stir  th'  embracing  vines, 
And  birds  had  drawn  their  valentines ; 
The  jealous  Trout,  that  low  did  lie, 
Rose  at  a  well  dissembled  fly  ; 
There  stood  my  friend  with  patient  skill, 
Attending  of  his  trembling  quill. 
Already  were  the  eaves  possest 
With  the  swift  Pilgrim's  daubed  nest : 
The  groves  already  did  rejoice, 
In  Philomel's  triumphing  voice : 
The  showers  were  short,  the  weather  mild, 
The  morning  fresh,  the  evening  smil'd. 

Joan  takes  her  neat  rub'd  pail,  and  now 
She  trips  to  milk  the  sand-red  cow  ; 
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Where,  for  some  sturdy  foot-ball  swain 
Joan  strokes  a  syllabub  or  twain. 
The  fields  and  gardens  were  beset 
With  Tulips,  Crocus,  Violet  ; 

And  now,  though  late,  the  modest  Rose 

Did  more  than  half  a  blush  disclose. 

Thus  all  looks  gay,  and  full  of  cheer, 

To  welcome  the  new  livery'd  year." 

"  These  were  the  thoughts  that  then 
possessed  the  undisturbed  mind  of  Sir  Hen- 
ry Wotton.  Will  you  hear  the  wish  of  an- 
other Angler,  and  the  commendation  of  his 
happy  life,  which  he  also  sings  in  verse  ? 
viz.  Jo.  Davors,  Esq.  ; 

Let  me  live  harmlessly,  and  near  the  brink 
Of  Trent  or  Avon  have  a  dwelling-place  ; 
Where  I  may  see  my  quill  or  cork  down 

sink 
With  eager  bite  of  Perch,  or  Bleak,    or 

Dace, 

And  on  the  World  and  my  Creator  think  ; 
Whilst  some  men  strive  ill  gotten  goods 

t'embrace, 
And  others  spend  their  time  in  base  ex- 

cess 
Of  wine,  or  worse,  in  war  and  wanton- 

ness. 
Let  them  that  list  these  pastimes  still  pur- 

sue, 

And  on  such  pleasing  fancies  feed  their  fill, 
So  I  the  fields  and  meadows  green  may 

view, 

And  daily  by  fresh  Rivers  walk  at  will  ; 
Among  the  Daisies  and  the  Violets  blue, 
Red  Hyacinth,  and  yellow  Daffodil, 
Purple  Narcissus  like  the  morning  rays, 
Pale  Gander-grass,  and  azure  Culver- 

keys. 

I  count  it  higher  pleasure  to  behold 
The  stately  compass  of  the  lofty  sky, 
And  in  the  midst  thereof,  like  burning 

gold, 
The  flaming  chariot  of  the  world's  great 

eye; 

The  watery  clouds  that  in  the  air  up  roll'd, 
With  sundry  kinds  of  painted  colours  fly, 
And  fair  Aurora  lifting  up  her  head, 
Still  blushing,  rise  from  old  Tithonus' 

bed. 
The  hills  and  mountains  raised  from  the 

plains, 

The  plains  extended  level  with  the  ground, 
The  grounds  divided  into  sundry  veins, 
The  veins   enclos'd  with   rivers   running 

round  ; 
These  rivers  making  way  through  Nature's 

chains 
With  headlong  course  into  the  sea  pro- 

found ; 


The  raging  sea,  beneath  the  valleys  low, 

lakes, 
flow. 


, 
Where  lakes,  and  rills,  and  rivulets  do 


The  lofty  woods,  the  forests  wide  and  long, 
Adorn'd  with  leaves  and  branches  fresh  and 

green, 
In  whose  cool  bowers  the  birds  with  many 

a  song, 


Do  welcome  with  their  Quire  the  Summer's 

Queen. 
The   meadows   fair  where   Flora's    gifts 

among 

Are  intermix 'd, with  verdant  grass  between. 
The  silver-scaled  fish  that  softly  swim 
Within  the  sweet  brook's  crystal  watery 

stream. 

All  these  and  many  more  of  His  creation 
That  made  the  heavens,  the  Angler  oft 

doth  see ; 

Taking  therein  no  little  delectation, 
To  think  how  strange,  how  wonderful  they 

be; 

Framing  thereof  an  inward  contemplation, 
To  set  his  heart  from  other  fancies  free  ; 
And  whilst  he  looks  on  these  with  joyful 

eye, 
His  mind  is  wrapt  above  the  starry  sky. 

"  Sir,  I  am  glad  my  memory  has  not 
lost  these  last  verses,  because  they  are  some- 
what more  pleasant  and  more  suitable  to 
May-day,  than  my  harsh  discourse,  and 
I  am  glad  your  patience  hath  held  out  so 
long,  as  to  hear  them  and  me  ;  for  both  of 
them  have  brought  us  within  the  sight  of 
the  Thatched-housc :  and  I  must  be  your 
debtor,  if  you  think  it  worth  your  attention, 
for  the  rest  of  my  promised  discourse,  till 
some  other  opportunity,  and  a  like  time  of 
leisure. 

"  VEN.  Sir,  you  have  angled  me  on 
with  much  pleasure  to  the  Thatchcd-housc, 
and  I  now  find  your  words  true,  '  That 
good  company  makes  the  way  seem  short ;' 
for,  trust  me,  sir,  I  thought  we  had  want- 
ed three  miles  of  this  house  till  you  shewed 
it  to  me ;  but  now  we  are  at  it,  we'll  turn 
into  it,  and  refresh  ourselves  with  a  cup  of 
drink,  and  a  little  rest. 

"  Pise.  Most  gladly,  sir,  and  we'll 
drink  a  civil  cup  to  all  the  Otter  hunters 
that  are  to  meet  you  to-morrow. 

"  VEN.  That  we  will,  sir ;  and  to  all 
the  lovers  of  Angling  too,  of  which  num- 
ber I  am  now  willing  to  be  one  myself; 
for  by  the  help  of  your  good  discourse  and 
company,  I  have  put  on  new  thoughts  both 
of  the  art  of  Angling,  and  of  all  that  pro- 
fess it ;  and  if  you  will  but  meet  me  to- 
morrow, at  the  time  and  place  appointed, 
and  bestow  one  day  with  me  and  my  friends 
in  hunting  the  Otter,  I  will  dedicate  the 
next  two  days  to  wait  upon  you,  and  we 
two  will  for  that  time  do  nothing  but  Angle, 
and  talk  of  fish  and  fishing. 

"  Pise.  'Tis  a  match,  sir;  I'll  not  fail 
you,  God  willing,  to  be  at  Amwcll-ftill to- 
morrow morning  before  Sun-rising." 

Next  day  the  three  friends  meet, 
and  Piscator  undertakes  to  initiate 
Venator  and  Auceps  into  the  myste- 
rious craft  of  angling.  Fain  would  we 
extract  largely,  but  where  should  we 
stop  ?  For  we  hear  the  very  rustling 
of  the  reeds,  we  smell  the  field-flowers, 
nnd  not  a  fish  leaps  that  we  do  not  list 
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his  plunge.  No  doubt  the  angler  alone 
can  enter  fully  into  the  spirit  of  the 
dialogue;  but  its  pure  and  natural 
English,  so  easy  and  idiomative,  every 
scholar  will  feel — indeed,  scholar  or 
not,  every  reader  with  an  ear  and  a 
soul.  So  let  us  conclude  with  a  good 
long  extract. 

"  VEN.  A  match,  good  Master,  let's 
go  to  that  house,  for  the  linen  looks  white, 
and  smells  of  lavender,  and  I  long  to  lie 
in  a  pair  of  sheets  that  smell  so  :  let's  be 
going,  good  Master,  for  I  am  hungry  again 
with  fishing. 

"  Pise.  Nay,  stay  a  little,  good  Scho- 
lar ;  I  caught  my  last  Trout  with  a  worm, 
now  I  will  put  on  a  Minnow,  and  try  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  about  yonder  trees  for 
another,  and  so  walk  towards  our  lodging. 
Look  you,  Scholar,  thereabout  we  shall 
have  a  bite  presently,  or  not  at  all :  have 
with  you,  sir  !  o'  my  word  I  have  hold  of 
him.  Oh,  it  is  a  great  logger-headed 
Chub ;  come,  hang  him  upon  that  willow 
twig,  and  let's  be  going.  But  turn  out  of 
the  way  a  little,  good  Scholar,  towards 
yonder  high  honey-suckle  hedge  ;  there 
we'll  sit  and  sing  whilst  this  shower  falls 
so  gently  upon  the  teeming  earth,  and 
gives  yet  a  sweeter  smell  to  the  lovely 
flowers  that  adorn  these  verdant  mea- 
dows. 

"  Look,  under  that  broad  beech-tree  I 
sat  down,  when  I  was  last  this  way  a- 
fishing,  and  the  birds  in  the  adjoining 
grove  seemed  to  have  a  friendly  conten- 
tion with  an  echo,  whose  dead  voice 
seemed  to  live  in  a  hollow  tree,  near  to 
the  brow  of  that  primrose-hill ;  there  I 
sat  viewing  the  silver  streams  glide  silent- 
ly towards  their  centre,  the  tempestuous 
seaj  yet  sometimes  opposed  by  rugged 
roots,  and  pebble  stones,  which  broke 
their  waves,  and  turned  them  into  foam ; 
and  sometimes  I  beguiled  time  by  view- 
ing fthe  harmless  lambs,  some  leaping  se- 
curely in  the  cool  shade,  whilst  others 
sported  themselves  in  the  cheerful  sun  ; 
and  saw  others  craving  comfort  from  the 
swollen  udders  of  their  bleating  dams.  As 
I  thus  sat,  these  and  other  sights  had  so 
fully  possessed  my  soul  with  content,  that 
I  thought,  as  the  poet  has  happily  express- 
ed it; 

'  I  was  for  that  time  lifted  above  earth ; 
And  possess'd  joys  not  promised  in  my 

birth.' 

"  As  I  left  this  place,  and  entered  in- 
to the  next  field,  a  second  pleasure  enter- 
tained me  ;  'twas  a  handsome  Milk-maid 
that  had  not  yet  attained  so  much  age  and 
wisdom  as  to  load  her  mind  with  any  fears 
of  many  things  that  will  never  be,  as  too 
many  men  too  often  do;  but  she  cast 
away  all  care,  and  sung  like  u  nightin- 
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gale  :  her  voice  was  good,  and  the  ditty 
fitted  for  it;  'twas  that  smooth  song, 
which  was  made  by  Kit.  Marlow,  now  at 
least  fifty  years  ago ;  and  the  Milk-maid's 
mother  sung  an  answer  to  it,  which  was 
made  by  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  in  his  young- 
er days. 

"  They  were  old-fashioned  poetry,  but 
choicely  good  ;  I  think  much  better  than 
the  strong  lines  that  are  now  in  fashion 
in  this  critical  age.  Look  yonder !  on 
my  word,  yonder  they  both  be  a-milking 
again.  I  will  give  her  the  Chub,  and  per- 
suade them  to  sing  those  two  songs  to  us. 

"  God  speed  you,  good  woman,  I  have 
been  a-fishing,  and  am  going  to  Bleak- 
Hall  to  my  bed,  and  having  caught  more 
fish  than  will  sup  myself  and  my  friend,  I 
will  bestow  this  upon  you  and  your  daugh- 
ter, for  I  use  to  sell  none. 

"  MILK-W.  Marry,  God  requite  you, 
Sir,  and  we'll  eat  it  cheerfully;  and  if 
you  come  this  way  a-fishing  two  months 
hence,  a  grace  of  God  I'll  give  you  a  syl- 
labub of  new  verjuice  in  a  new-made  hay- 
cock for  it,  and  my  Maudlin  shall  sing 
you  one  of  her  best  ballads ;  for  she  and 
I  both  love  all  Anglers,  they  be  such  ho- 
nest, civil,  quiet  men  :  in  the  meantime, 
will  you  drink  a  draught  of  Red-cow's 
milk  ?  you  shall  have  it  freely. 

"  Pise.  No,  I  thank  you ;  but  I  pray 
do  us  a  courtesy  that  shall  stand  you  and 
your  daughter  in  nothing,  and  yet  we  will 
think  ourselves  still  something  in  your 
debt :  it  is  but  to  sing  us  a  song,  that  was 
sung  by  your  daughter,  when  I  last  pass- 
ed over  this  meadow,  about  eight  or  nine 
days  since. 

"  MILK-W.  What  song  was  it,  I  pray  ? 
Was  it,  Come  Shepherds  deck  your  herds  ? 
or,  As  at  noon  Dulcinea  rested  /  or,  Phil- 
lida  flouts  me  ?  or,  Chevy  Chace  ?  or, 
Johnny  Armstrong  ?  or,  Troy  Town  ? 

"  Pise.  No,  it  is  none  of  those :  it  is  a 
song,  that  your  daughter  sung  the  first 
part,  and  you  sung  the  answer  to  it. 

"  MILK-W.  O,  I  know  it  now;  I  learn- 
ed the  first  part  in  my  golden  age,  when 
I  was  about  the  age  of  my  poor  daugh- 
ter; and  the  latter  part,  which  indeed 
fits  me  best  now,  but  two  or  three  years 
ago,  when  the  cares  of  the  world  began 
to  take  hold  of  me ;  but  you  shall,  God 
willing,  hear  them  both,  and  sung  as  well 
as  we  can,  for  we  both  love  Anglers. 
Come,  Maudlin,  sing  the  first  part  to  the 
gentlemen  with  a  merry  heart,  and  I'll 
sing  the  second,  when  you  have  done. 

THE  MILK-MAID'S  SONG. 
"  COME  live  with  me,  and  be  my  Love, 
And  we  will  all  the  pleasures  prove, 
That  valleys,  groves,  or  hills  or  field, 
Or  woods,  and  steepy  mountains  yield. 
3  P 
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Where  we  will  sit  upon  the  rocks, 
And  see  the  Shepherds  feed  our  flocks, 
By  shallow  rivers,  to  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 

And  I  will  make  thee  beds  of  roses, 
And  then  a  thousand  fragrant  posies, 
A  cap  of  flowers,  and  a  kirtle 
Embroider'd  all  with  leaves  of  myrtle. 

A  gown  made  of  the  finest  wool, 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  pull  ; 
Slippers  lin'd  choicely  for  the  cold, 
With  buckles  of  the  purest  gold. 

A  belt  of  straw,  and  ivy-buds, 
With  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs  ; 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move, 
Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  Love. 

Thy  silver  dishes  for  thy  meat, 
As  precious  as  the  Gods  do  eat, 
Shall  on  an  ivory  table  be 
Prepar'd  each  day  for  thee  and  me.  ' 

The  Shepherd-  Swains  shall  dance  and 

sing, 

For  thy  delight  each  May-morning  : 
If  these  delights  thy  mind  may  move, 
Then  live  with  me,  and  be  my  Love. 

"  YEN.  Trust  me,  Master,  it  is  a  choice 
Song,  and  sweetly  sungby  honest  Maudlin. 
I  now  see  it  was  not  without  cause,  that 
our  good  Queen  Elizabeth  did  so  often 
wish  herself  a  Milk-maid  all  the  month 
of  May,  because  they  are  not  troubled 
with  fears  and  cares,  but  sing  sweetly  all 
the  day,  and  sleep  securely  all  the  night  : 
and,  without  doubt,  honest,  innocent, 
pretty  Maudlin  does  so.  I'll  bestow  Sir 
Thomas  Overbury's  Milk-maid's  wish  up- 
on her,  «  That  she  may  die  in  the  Spring, 
and,  being  dead,  may  have  good  store  of 
flowers  stuck  round  about  her  winding- 
sheet.' 

THE  MILK-MAID'S  MOTHER'S  ANSWER. 

"  IF  all  the  world  and  love  were  young, 
And  truth  in  ev'ry  Shepherd's  tongue, 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  Love. 
But  time  drives  flocks  from  field  to  fold, 
When  rivers  rage,  and  rocks  grow  cold, 
Then  Philomel  becometh  dumb, 
And  age  complains  of  care  to  come. 
The  flowers  do  fade,  and  wanton  fields 
To  wayward  winter  reckoning  yields, 
A  honey  tongue,  a  heart  of  gall, 
Is  fancy's  spring,  but  sorrow's  fall. 
Thy  gowns,  thy  shoes,  thy  beds  of  roses, 
Thy  cap,  thy  kirtle,  and  thy  posies, 
Soon  break,  soon  wither,  soon  forgotten, 
In  folly  ripe,  in  reason  rotten. 
Thy  belt  of  straw,  and  ivy-buds, 
Thy  coral  clasps,  and  amber  studs, 
All  these  in  me  no  means  can  move 
To  come  to  thee,  and  be  thy  Love. 


What  should  we  talk  of  dainties  then, 
Of  better  meat  than's  fit  for  men  ? 
These  are  but  vain  :  that's  only  good 
Which  God  hath  blest,  and  sent  for  food. 

But  could  youth  last,  and  lore  still  breed, 
Had  joys  no  date,  nor  age  no  need ; — 
Then  those  delights  my  mind  might  move, 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  Love. 

"MOTHER.  Well,  I  have  done  my  song; 
but  stay,  honest  Anglers,  for  I  will  make 
Maudlin  to  sing  you  one  short  song  more. 
Maudlin,  sing  that  song  that  you  sung  last 
night,  when  young  Coridon  the  Shepherd 
played  so  purely  on  his  oaten  pipe  to  you 
and  your  cousin  Betty. 
"  MAUD.   I  will,  Mother. 
"  I  married  a  Wife  of  late, 
The  more's  my  unhappy  fate : 
I  married  her  for  love, 
As  my  fancy  did  me  move, 
And  not  for  a  worldly  estate  : 
But  oh  !  the  green-sickness 
Soon  changed  her  likeness ; 
And  all  her  beauty  did  fail. 
But  'tis  not  so, 
With  those  that  go, 
Through  frost  and  snow, 
As  all  men  know, 
And  carry  the  milking-pail." 
Friend  Major!  for  although  thon 
knowest  not  us,  yet  we  know  thee,  and 
all  we  know  is  good,  thanks  for  our 
copy  of  this  most  praiseworthy  edition 
of  a  most  praiseworthy  book.  We  have 
stept  of  old,  wrapt  up  in  our  nameless 
obscurity,  into  thy  tiny  arch  below 
the  gateway  of  Bartholomew's  Hospi- 
tal.    We  have  coft  from  thee,  at  fair 
and  moderate  terms,  many  an  old  odd 
book,  which  now  we  would  not  re- sell 
to  thee,  or  any  other  bibliopole  under 
the  sun,  moon,  and  stars,  for  quadru- 
ple the  purchase-money.   We  looked, 
about  a  year  ago,  into  thy  snug  shop 
in  Fleet-street,   and  were  happy  at 
heart  to  see  that  thou  wert  prosper- 
ous.    Should'st  thou  ever  come  down 
to  Scotland,  and  if  thou  be'st  a  bro- 
ther of  the  angle,  which  assuredly  thou 
must  be,  else  how  love  and  know  old 
Izaak  so  well,  we  shall  shew  thee  such 
angling  as  never  before  gladdened  thine 
eyne  or   tried  thy  trembling  touch. 
For,  is  not  the  silver  Tweed  known 
unto  us,  with  all  its  "  sheltered  places, 
bosoms,  nooks,  and  bays,"  from  Dru- 
melzier  to  the  Trows,  ay,  and  farther 
too ;  and  who,  now  that  poor  Sandy 
Givan  is  no  more,  can  beat  us  on  that 
our  beloved  water  ?  Alas,  poor  Givan  ! 
— And  sweet  Walton- Hall,  art  thou 
too  silent  ?     But  the  kind  hearts  that 
beat  there  are  happy  still,  although  for 
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a  time  removed  from  the  murmurs  of 
that  little  fountain-well.  The  Ciga- 
rium  is  smokeless  now  and  desolate, 
and  the  beautiful  leopard  curtains 
shade  windows  now  that  look  not  out 
upon  the  woods  of  Fleurs.  Yet  we  do 
not  despair,  before  our  locks  are  thin, 
to  see  our  good  friends  seated  there 


Walton's  Angler.  483 

once  more,  when,  to  the  tones  of  that 
matchless  violin,  (matchless  in  the 
hands  of  our  dear  S.  B.)  we  shall  sing 
together,  as  of  yore, 

"  Then  gie's  your  hand,  my  trusty  fier, 
And  surely  I'll  gie  mine, 

And  we'll  take  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet 
For  auld  langsyne." 


SUNDAY  EVENING. 

I  SAT  last  Sunday  evening,  Then  the  lark  dropt  down  to  his  mate, 
From  sun-set  even  till  night,  By  her  nest  on  the  dewy  ground  ; 

At  the  open  casement,  watching  And  the  stir  of  human  life 
The  day's  departing  light.  Died  away  to  a  distant  sound. 


Such  hours  to  me  are  holy, 
Holier  than  tongue  can  tell — 

They  fall  on  my  heart  like  dew 
On  the  drooping  heather  bell.    . 

The  sun  had  shone  bright  all  day — , 
His  setting  was  brighter  still ; 

But  there  sprang  up  a  lovely  air 
As  he  dropt  down  the  western  hill. 

The  fields  and  lanes  were  swarming 
With  holy-day  folks  in  their  best ; 

Released  from  their  six  days'  cares, 
By  the  seventh  day's  peace  and  rest. 

I  heard  the  light-hearted  laugh, 
The  trampling  of  many  feet ; 

I  saw  them  go  merrily  by, 

And  to_me  the  sight  was  sweet. 

There's  a  sacred,  soothing  sweetness, 

A  pervading  spirit  of  bliss, 
Peculiar  from  all  other  times, 

In  a  Sabbath  eve  like  this. 

JMethinks,  though  I  knew  not  the  day, 
Nor  beheld  those  glad  faces,  yet  all 

Would  tell  me  that  nature  was  keeping 
Some  solemn  festival. 

The  steer  and  the  steed,  in  their  pastures, 
Lie  down  with  a  look  of  peace, 

As  if  they  knew  'twas  commanded, 

That  this  day  their  labours  should  cease. 

The  lark's  vesper  song  is  more  thrilling, 
As  he  mounts  to  bid  Heaven  good  night ; 

The  brook  "  sings"  a  quieter  "  tune  ;" 
The  sun  sets  in  lovelier  light. 

The  grass,  the  green  leaves,  and  the  flowers, 
Are  tinged  with  more  exquisite  hues ; 

More  odorous  incense  from  out  them 
Steams  up  with  the  evening  dews. 


All  sounds  died  away — The  light  laugh, 
The  far  footstep,  the  merry  call, 

To  such  stillness,  the  pulse  of  one's  heart 
Might  have  echo'd  a  rose  leaf's  fall. 

And,  by  little  and  little,  the  darkness 
Waved  wider  its  sable  wings, 

Till  the  nearest  objects,  and  largest, 
Became  shapeless,  confused  things, 

And,  at  last,  all  was  dark — Then  I  felt 
A  cold  sadness  steal  over  my  heart, 

And  I  said  to  myself,  "  Such'is  life 

So  its  hopes  and  its  pleasures  depart." 

And  when  night  comes,  the  dark  night  of  age, 
What  remaineth  beneath  the  sun, 

Of  all  that  was  lovely  and  loved, 
Of  all  we  have  learnt  and  done  ? 

When  the  eye  waxeth  dim,  and  the  ear 
To  sweet  music  grows  dull  and  cold, 

And  the  fancy  burns  low,  and  the  heart— 
Oh,  Heaven  !  can  the  heart  grow  old  ? 

Then,  what  remaineth  of  life, 

But  the  lees  with  bitterness  fraught  ? 

What  then— But  I  check'd  as  it  rose, 
And  rebuked  that  weak,  wicked  thought. 

And  I  lifted  mine  eyes  up,  and,  lo ! 

An  answer  was  written  on  high, 
By  the  finger  of  God  himself, 

In  the  depths  of  the  dark  blue  sky. 

There  appear'd  a  sign  in  the  east ; 

A  bright,  beautiful,  fixed  star, 
And  I  look'd  on  its  steady  light 

Till  the  evil  thoughts  fled  afar. 

And  the  lesser  lights  of  Heaven 

Shone  out,  with  their  pale  soft  rays, 

Like  the  calm,  unearthly  comforts 
Of  a  good  man's  latter  days. 


And  there  came  up  a  sweet  perfume 
From  the  unseen  flowers  below, 

Like  the  savour  of  virtuous  deeds, 
Of  deeds  done  long  ago. 


So  I  sat  last  Sunday  evening, 

Musing  on  all  these  things, 
With  that  quiet  gladness  of  spirit, 

No  thought  of  this  world  brings. 

Like  the  mem'ry  of  well-spent  time, 
Of  things  that  were  holy  and  dear, 
Of  friends,  "  departed  this  life 

In  the  Lord's  faith  and  fear." 
So  the  burthen  of  darkness  was  taken 

From  my  soul,  and  my  heart  felt  light, 
And  I  laid  me  down  to  slumber 
With  peaceful  thoughts  that  night. 

C. 


I  watch'd  the  departing  glory 
Till  its  last  red  streak  grew  pale, 

And  Earth  and  Heaven  were  woven 
In  Twilight's  dusky  veil. 
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is  is  a  distich  by  wise  old  Phocylides, 
An  ancient  who  wrote  crabbed  Greek  in  no  silly  days  ,* 
Meaning,  "  'Tis  RIGHT  FOR  GOOD  WINEBIBBING  PEOPLE, 

"  NOT   TO   LET  THE  JUG  PACE  ROUND  THE  BOARD  LIKE  A  CRIPPLE; 
"  BUT  GAILY  TO   CHAT  WHILE  DISCUSSING  THEIR  TIPPLE." 

An  excellent  rule  of  the  hearty  old  cock  'tis  — 
And  a  very  Jit  motto  to  put  to  our  Noctes.^ 

C.  N.  ap.  Amir. 

SCENE  I.—Tlie  Clialdee  Closet. 
Enter  NORTH  and  Mr  AMBROSE. 

MR  AMBROSE. 

I  hope,  my  dear  sir,  you  will  not  be  offended  ;  but  I  cannot  conceal  my  de- 
light in  seeing  you  lighten  my  door  again,  after  two  months'  absence.  God 
bless  you,  sir,  it  does  my  heart  good  to  see  you  so  strong,  so  fresh,  so  ruddy.  I 
feared  this  wet  autumn  might  have  been  too  much  for  you  in  the  country.  But 
Heaven  be  praised  —  Heaven  be  praised  —  here  you  are  again,  my  gracious  sir  ! 
What  can  I  do  for  you  ?  —  What  will  you  eat  t  —  What  will  you  drink  ?  —  Oh 
dear  ;  let  me  stir  the  fire  ;  the  poker  is  too  heavy  for  you. 

NORTH. 

Too  heavy  !  —  Devil  a  bit.  Why,  Ambrose,  I  have  been  in  training,  out  at 
Mr  Hogg's,  you  know.  Zounds,  I  could  fell  a  buffalo.  Well,  Ambrose,  how 
goes  the  world  ? 

MR  AMBROSE. 

No  reason  to  complain,  sir.  Oysters  never  were  better  ;  and  the  tap  runs 
clear  as  amber.  Let  me  hang  up  your  crutch,  my  dear  sir.  There  now,  I  am 
happy.  The  house  looks  like  itself,  now.  Goodness  me,  the  padding  has  had 
a  new  cover  !  But  the  wood-  work  has  seen  service. 

NORTH. 

That  it  has,  Ambrose.  Why,  you  rogue,  I  got  a  three-pronged  fork  fastened 
to  the  end  on't,  and  I  used  it  as  a  lister. 

MR  AMBROSE. 

A  lister,  sir  ?  —  I  ask  your  pardon. 

NORTH. 

Ay,  a  lister.  I  smacked  it  more  than  once  into  the  side  of  a  salmon  ;  but 
the  water  has  been  so  drumly,  that  Sandy  Ballantyne  himself  could  do  little 
or  nothing. 

MR  AMBROSE. 

Nothing  surprises  me  now,  sir,  that  you  do.  We  have  a  pretty  pheasant  in 
the  larder.  Shall  I  venture  to  roast  him  for  your  honour  ? 

NORTH. 

At  nine  o'clock  I  expect  a  few  friends  ;  so  add  a  stubble-goose,  some  kid- 
neys, and  hodge-podge  ;  for  the  night  is  chilly  ;  and  a  delicate  stomach  like 
mine,  Ambrose,  requires  coaxing.  Glenlivet. 

MR  AMBROSE. 

Here,  sir,  is  your  accustomed  caulker. 

(NORTH  drinks,  while  MR  AMBROSE  keeps  looking  upon  him  with 
a  smile  of  delighted  deference,  and  exit.} 
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NORTH,  (eolus.\ 

What  paper  have  we  here  ? — Morning  Chronicle.  Copyright  sold  for 
L.40,000.  A  lie. — Let  me  see ;  any  little  traitorous  copy  of  bad  verses  ?  Not 
one.  Tommy  Moore  and  Jack  Bowring  are  busy  otherwise.  Poor  occupation 
for  gentlemen,  sneering  at  Church  and  King.  "  That  wretched  creature,  Bal- 
lasteros  !"  Nay,  nay ;  this  wont  do ;  I  am  getting  drowsy. — (Snores.) 

Enter  Mr  AMBROSE.    A  sound  of  feet  in  the  lobby. 

MR  AMBROSE. 

Mr  Tickler,  sir — Mr  Mullion — and  a  strange  gentleman.  Beg  your  pardon, 
gentlemen  ;  tread  softly.  HE  SLEEPS.  Bonus  dormitat  Homerus. 

STRANGE  GENTLEMAN. 

Wonderful  city.  Modern  Athens  indeed.  Never  heard  a  more  apt  quota- 
tion. 

TICKLER,  (slap-bang  on  NORTH'S  shoulder.} 

Awake,  arise,  or  be  for  ever  fallen  !     Mullion,  shake  him  by  the  collar  ;  or 
a  slight  kick  on  the  shins.     Awake,  Sampson ;  the  Philistines  are  upon  thee  ! 
(NORTH  yawns  ;  stretches  himself;  site  erect;  stares  about  him;  rises 
and  bows.) 

MULLION. 

Capital  subject,  faith,  for  Wilkie.  A  choice  bit.  Odds  safe  us,  what  a  head  ! 
Gie's  your  haun,  my  man.  Hooly,  hooly ;  your  nieve's  like  a  vice.  You  dee- 
vil,  you  hae  jirted  the  bluid  frae  my  finger-ends. 

NORTH. 
Mr  Tickler,  you  have  not  introduced  me  to  the  young  gentleman, 

TICKLER. 
Mr  Vivian  Joyeuse. 

NORTH. 

Young  gentleman — happy  to  take  you  by  the  hand.  I  hope  you  have  no 
objection  to  smoking. 

JOYEUSE. 

I  have  no  objections  to  anything ;  but  I  shall  hardly  be  on  an  equal  footing 
with  you  Sons  of  the  Mist. 

NORTH,  (tO  TICKLER.) 

Gentlemanly  lad. — (Re-enter  AMBROSE.) — Hollo  !  Ambrose  ?  What  now  ? 
Have  you  seen  a  ghost  ?  or  has  the  cat  run  off  with  the  pheasant  ?  If  so,  I 
trust  he  has  insured  his  lives. 

MR  AMBROSE^ 

Here  is  a  gentleman  in  the  lobby,  inquiring  for  Mr  Tickler. 

TICKLER. 

Shew  him  in.  Hope  it  is  not  that  cursed  consignment  of  cotton  from  Man- 
chester— raw-twist,  and  •  THE  ENGLISH  OPIUM-EATER! — Huzza!  huzza! 

(Three  hearty  cheers.) 

Enter  THE  ENGLISH  OPIUM-EATER  and  THE  ETTRICK  SHEPHERD. 

THE  SHEPHEttD. 

Thank  ye,  lads ;  that's  me  your  cheering.  Haud  your  hauns,  ye  hallan- 
shakers,  or  my  drums  will  split.  Sit  down,  sit  down  ;  my  kite's  as  toom  as 
the  Cornal's  head.  I've  had  nae  four-hours,  and  only  a  chack  wi'  Tarn  Grieve, 
as  I  came  through  Peebles.  You'll  hae  ordered  supper,  Mr  North  ? 

NORTH. 

My  dear  late  English  Opium-Eater,  this  is  an  unexpected,  unhoped  for  hap- 
piness. I  thought  you  had  been  in  Constantinople. 

THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

You  had  no  reason  whatever  for  any  such  thought.  No  doubt  I  might  have 
been  at  Constantinople — and  I  wish  that  I  had  been — but  I  have  not  been ; 
and  I  am  of  opinion  that  you  have  not  been  there  since  we  last  parted,  any 
more  than  myself.  Have  you,  sir  ? 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

I  dinna  ken,  sir,  where  you  hae  been  ;  but,  hech,  sirs,  yon  bit  Opium  Tract's 
a  desperate  interesting  confession.  It's  perfectly  dreadfu  ,  yon  pouring  in  upon 
you  o  oriental  imagery.  But  nae  wunner.  Sax  thousand  draps  o'  lowdnam  !  It's 
as  muckle,  I  fancy,  as  a  bottle  o'  whusky.  I  tried  the  experiment  mysel,  after 
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reading  the  wee  wud  wicked  wark,  wi'  five  hunner  draps,  and  I  couped  ower, 
and  continued  in  ae  snore  frae  Monday  night  till  Friday  morning.  But  I  had 
naething  to  confess  ;  naething  at  least  that  wad  gang  into  words  ;  for  it  was  a 
week-lang,  dull,  dim  dwawm  o'  the  mind,  with  a  kind  o'  soun'  bumming  in 
my  lugs ;  and  clouds,  clouds,  clouds  hovering  round  and  round ;  and  things  o' 
sight,  no  made  for  the  sight ;  and  an  awfu'  smell,  like  the  rotten  sea  ;  and  a 
confusion  between  the  right  hand  and  the  left ;  and  events  o'  auld  lang  syne, 
like  the  torments  o'  the  present  hour,  wi'  naething  to  mark  onything  by ;  and 
doubts  o'  being  quick  or  dead ;  and  something  rouch,  rouch,  like  the  fleece  o' 
a  ram,  and  motion  as  of  an  everlasting  earthquake ;  and  nae  remembrance  o' 
my  ain  Christian  name ;  and  a  dismal  thought  that  I  was  converted  into  a  qua- 
druped cretur,  wi'  four  feet ;  and  a  sair  drowth,  ay  sook,  sooking  awa'  at  empty 
win' ;  and  the  lift  doukin'  down  to  smoor  me ;  and  the  moon  within  half  a  yard 
o'  my  nose ;  but  no  just  like  the  moon  either.  O  Lord  safe  us  !  I'm  a'  grewing 
to  think  o't;  but  how  could  I  CONFESS  ?  for  the  sounds  and  the  sights  were 
baith  shadows ;  and  whare  are  the  words  for  expressing  the  distractions  o'  the 
immaterial  sowl  drowning  in  matter,  and  warstHng  wi'  unknown  power  to  get 
ance  mair  a  steady  footing  on  the  greensward  o'  the  waking  world  ? 

MU1.L1ON. 

Hear  till  him—hear  till  him.  Ma  faith,  that's  equal  to  the  best  bit  in  a'  the 
Confessions. 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

Haud  your  tongue,  you  sumph ;  it's  nae  sic  things.  Mr  Opium-Eater,  I  used 
ay  to  admire  you,  years  sin'  syne ;  and  never  doubted  you  wad  come  out  wi' 
some  wark,  ae  day  or  ither,  that  wad  gar  the  Gawpus  glower. 

THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

Gar  the  Gapus  glower  ! — Pray,  who  is  the  Gapus  ? 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

The  public,  sir ;  the  public  is  the  Gawpus.  But  what  for  are  you  sae  meta- 
pheesical,  man  ?  There's  just  nae  sense  ava  in  metapheesics  j  tney're  a'  clean 
nonsense.  But  how's  Wudsworth  ? 

THE   OPIUM-EATER. 

I  have  not  seen  him  since  half  past  two  o'clock  on  the  17th  of  September. 
As  far  as  I  could  judge  from  a  transitory  interview,  he  was  in  good  health  and 
spirits ;  and,  I  think,  fatter  than  he  has  been  for  some  years.  "  Though  that's 
not  much." 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

You  lakers  are  clever  chields  ;  I'll  never  deny  that ;  but  you  are  a  conceit- 
ed, upsetting  set,  ane  and  a'  o'  you.  Great  yegotists ;  and  Wudsworth  the 
warst  o'  ye  a' ;  for  he'll  alloo  nae  merit  to  ony  leevin  cretur  but  himsel.  He's 
a  triflin'  cretur  in  yon  Excursion  ;  there's  some  bonny  spats  here  and  there ;  but 
nae  reader  can  thole  aboon  a  dozen  pages  o't  at  a  screed,  without  whumling 
ower  on  his  seat.  Wudsworth  will  never  be  popular.  Naebody  can  get  his 
blank  poems  aff  by  heart ;  they're  ower  wordy  and  ower  windy,  tak  my  word 
for't  Shackspear  will  sae  as  muckle  in  four  lines,  as  Wudsworth  will  say  in 
forty. 

THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

It  is  a  pity  that  our  great  living  poets  cannot  be  more  lavish  of  their  praise 
to  each  other. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Me  no  lavish  o'  praise  ?     I  think  your  friend  a  great  man — but 

NORTH. 

I  wish,  my  dear  Shepherd,  that  you  would  follow  Mr  Wordsworth's  ex- 
ample, and  confine  yourself  to  poetry.  Oh  !  for  another  Queen's  Wake. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

I'll  no  confine  myself  to  poetry  for  ony  man.  Neither  does  he.  It's  only 
the  other  day  that  he  published  "  a  Guide  to  the  Lakes,"  and  he  might  as 
well  have  called  it  a  Treatise  on  Church  Music.  And  then  his  prose  work 
about  Spain  is  no  half  as  gude  as  a  leading  paragraph  in  Jamie  Ballantyne's 
Journal.  The  sense  is  waur,  and  sae  is  the  wording — and  yet  sae  proud 
and  sae  pompous,  as  gin  nanc  kent  about  peace  and  war  but  himsel,  as  gin  he 
could  fecht  a  campaign  better  than  Wellington,  and  negotiate  wi'  foreign 
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courts  like  anither  Canning.  Sou  they  writes  prose  better  than  Wuds  worth, 
a  thousand  and  a  thousand  times.  Wha's  that  glowering  at  me  in  the  corner  ? 
Wha  are  ye,  my  lad  ? 

MR  VIVIAN  JOYEUSE. 

I  am  something  of  a  non-descript.— — 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

An  Englisher — an  Englisher — I've  a  gleg  lug  for  the  deealicks.  You're 
frae  the  South — but  nae  Cockney.  You're  ower  weel-spoken  and  ower  weel- 
faured.  Are  ye  married  ? 

MR  JOYEUSE. 

I  fear  that  I  am.     I  am  fresh  from  Gretna. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Never  mind — Never  mind — You're  a  likely  laddie— and  hae  a  blink  in  thae 
eyne  o'  yours  that  shews  smeddum.  What  are  all  the  people  in  England  doing 
just  the  now  ? 

MR  JOYEUSE. 

All  reading  No.  II.  of  Knight's  Quarterly  Magazine. 

NORTH. 

A  very  pleasant  miscellany.  Tickler,  you  have  seen  the  work.  Mr  Joyeuse, 
your  very  good  health,  and  success  to  Knight's  Quarterly  Magazine.  (General 
breeze.) 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

Did  onybody  ever  see  siccan  a  blush  ?  Before  you  hae  been  a  contributor 
for  a  year,  you'll  hae  lost  a'  power  of  reddening  in  the  face.  You  may  as  weel 
try  then  to  blush  wi'  the  palm  o'  your  hand. 

TICKLER. 

Mullion,  who  knows  everything  and  everybody,  brought  Mr  Joyeuse  to 
South- side,  and  I  have  only  to  hope  that  his  fair  bride  will  not  read  him  a  cur- 
tain lecture  to-night,  when  she  hears  where  he  has  been,  among  the  madcaps. 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

Curtain  lecture  !  We  are  a*  ower  gude  contributors  to  be  fashed  wi'  ony  daft 
nonsense  o'  that  sort.  Na — na — But  what's  this  Quarterly  Magazine  ? — I  ne- 
ver heard  tell  o't. 

NORTH. 

Why,  I  will  speak  for  Mr  Joyeuse.  It  is  a  gentlemanly  miscellany — got 
together  by  a  clan  of  young  scholars,  who  look  upon  the  world  with  a  cheerful 
eye,  and  all  its  ongoings  with  a  spirit  of  hopeful  kindness.  I  cannot  but  envy 
them  their  gay  juvenile  temper,  so  free  from  gall  and  spite  ;  and  am  pleased 
to  the  heart's  core  with  their  elegant  accomplishments.  Their  egotism  is  the 
joyous  freedom  of  exulting  life  ;  and  they  see  all  things  in  a  glow  of  enthu- 
siasm which  makes  ordinary  objects  beautiful,  and  beauty  still  more  beau- 
teous. Do  you  wish  for  my  advice,  my  young  friend  ? 

MR  JOYEUSE. 

Upon  honour,  Sir  Christopher,  I  am  quite  overpowered.  Forgive  me,  when 
I  confess  that  I  had  my  misgivings  on  entering  your  presence.  But  they  are 
all  vanished.  Believe  me  that  I  value  most  highly  the  expression  of  your 
good- will  and  friendly  sentiments  towards  myself  and  coadjutors. 

NORTH. 

Love  freedom — continue,  I  ought  to  say,  to  love  it ;  and  prove  your  love,  by 
defending  all  the  old  sacred  institutions  of  this  great  land.  Keep  aloof  from 
all  association  with  base  ignorance,  and  presumption,  and  imposture.  Let  all 
your  sentiments  be  kind,  generous,  and  manly,  and  your  opinions  will  be  safe, 
for  the  heart  and  the  head  are  the  only  members  of  the  Holy  Alliance,  and  woe 
unto  all  men  when  they  are  not  in  union.  Give  us  some  more  of  your  classi- 
cal learning — more  of  the  sparkling  treasures  of  your  scholarship,  for  in  that 
all  our  best  miscellanies  are  somewhat  deficient,  (mine  own  not  excepted,) 


and  you  may  here  lead  the  way.  Are  you  not  Etonians,  Wykeamists,  Oxon- 
ians, and  Cantabs,  and  in  the  finished  grace  of  manhood  ?  Don't  forget  your 
Classics. 

THE  SHEPHERD? 

Dinna  mind  a  single  word  that  Mr  North  says  about  classics,  Mr  Joyous. 
Tin  ye  introduce  Latin  and  Greek  into  your  Magazine,  you'll  clean  spoil't. 
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There's  nacthing  like  a  general  interest  taken  in  the  classics  throughout  the 
kintra  ;  and  I  whiles  jalouse  that  some  praise  Homer  and  Horace,  and  Poly- 
dore  Virgil,  and  "  the  rest/'  that  ken  but  little  about  them,  and  couldna  read 
the  crabbed  Greek  letters  aff-hand  without  stuttering. 

THE   OPIUM-EATER. 

All  the  magazines  of  the  day  are  deficient ;  first,  in  classical  literature,  se- 
condly, in  political  economy,  and  thirdly,  in  psychology, 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Tuts,  tuts. 

TICKLER. 

Mr  Joyeuse,  I  agree  with  North  in  strenuously  recommending  you  and  your 
friends  to  give  us  classical  dissertations,  notes,  notices,  conjectures,  imitations, 
translations,  and  what  not.  Confound  the  Cockneys  !  they  will  be  prating  on 
such  points — and  have  smuggled  their  accursed  pronunciation  into  Olympus. 
There  is  County  Tims  proceeding,  step  by  step,  from  Robert  Bruce  to  Ju- 
piter Tonans ;  and  addressing  DianAR  as  familiarly  as  he  would  a  nymph  of 
Covent-Garden,  coming  to  redeem  two  silver  tea-spoons.  There  was  John 
Keats  enacting  ApollAR,  because  he  believed  that  personage  to  have  been,  like 
himself,  an  apothecary,  and  sickening,  because  the  public  was  impatient  of 
his  drugs.  There  is  Barry,  quite  beside  himself  with  the  spectacle  of  Deucalion 
and  Psyche  peopling  the  earth  anew  by  chucking  stones  over  their  shoulders, 
— in  my  humble  opinion,  I  confess,  a  most  miserable  pastime  ; — and  there  is 
King  Leigh  absolutely  enlisting  Mars  into  the  Hampstead  heavy  dragoons,  and 
employing  him  as  his  own  ORDERLY. 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

Capital,  Mr  Tickler,  capital. — I  aye  like  you  when  you  are  wutty.  Gang 
on — let  me  clap  you  on  the  back — slash  awa  at  the  Cockneys,  for  they  are  a 
squad  I  scunner  at ;  and  oh  !  man,  but  you  hae  in  troth  put  them  down  wi'  a 
vengeance  ! 

TICKLER. 

Hazlitt  is  the  most  loathsome,  Hunt  the  most  ludicrous.  Pygmalion  is  so 
brutified  and  besotted  now,  that  he  walks  out  into  the  public  street,  enters  a 
bookseller's  shop,  mounts  a  stool,  and  represents  Priapus  in  Ludgate  Hill. 
King  Leigh  would  not  do  this  for  the  world.  From  such  enormities  he  is  pre- 
served, partly  by  a  sort  of  not  unamiable  fastidiousness,  but  chiefly  by  a  pas- 
sionate admiration  of  his  yellow  breeches,  in  which  he  feels  himself  satisfied 
with  his  own  divine  perfections.  I  do  not  dislike  Leigh  Hunt  by  any  manner 
of  means.  By  the  way,  Mr  Joyeuse,  there  are  some  good  stanzas  about  him, 
in  Knight — for  example — 

They'll  say — I  sha'nt  believe  'em — but  they'll  say, 

That  Leigh's  become  what  once  he  most  abhorr'd, 
Has  thrown  his  independence  all  away, 

And  dubb'd  himself  toad-eater  to  a  lord  ; 
And  though,  of  course,  you'll  hit  as  hard  as  they, 

I  fear  you'll  find  it  difficult  to  ward 
Their  poison'd  arrows  off — you'd  best  come  back, 
Before  the  Cockney  kingdom  goes  to  wrack. 
The  Examiner's  grown  dull  as  well  as  dirty, 

The  Indicator's  sick,  the  Liberal  dead — 
I  hear  its  readers  were  some  six-and-thirty  ; 

But  really  'twas  too  stupid  to  be  read. 
'Tis  plain  your  present  partnership  has  hurt  ye  ^ 
Poor  brother  John  "  looks  up,  and  is  not  fed," 
For  scarce  a  soul  will  purchase,  or  get  through  one, 
E'en  of  his  shilling  budgets  of  Don  Juan. 

NORTH. 

Do  you  quote  from  memory  ?  I  remember  a  good  stanza  in  Don  Juan  about 
John  Keats,  Hazlitt's  Apollo,  and  Apothecary. 

John  Keats  who  was  killed  off  by  one  critique, 
Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great, 
If  not  intelligible — without  Greek, 

Contrived  to  talk  about  the  gods  of  late, 
1 
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Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak. 

Poor  fellow  !  his  was  an  untoward  fate ; 
'Tis  strange  the  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle, 

Should  let  itself  be  snuff'd  out  by  an  article. 

TICKLER. 

Exactly  so.  Now.,  what  a  pretty  fellow  is  the  publisher  of  Don  Juan  ?  John 
Keats  was  the  especial  friend  of  himself  and  brother ;  and  they  both  raved  like 
bedlamites  against  all  who  were  at  all  sharp  upon  the  poor  apothecary.  But 
what  will  not  the  base  love  of  filthy  lucre  ! — Alas  !  his  lordship  is  driven  to 
degradation.  And  who  but  this  crew  would  become  parties  to  a  libel  on  their 
own  best-beloved  dead  friend  ? 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

There's  nae  answering  questions  like  these.  The  puir  devil  must  be  dumb. 
A  crabbed  discontented  creature  o'  a  neebour  o'  ours  takes  in  the  Examiner  ; 
and  I  see  they  are  aye  yammering  and  compleening  upon  you  lads  here, 
but  canna  speak  out.  They  are  a'  tongue-tied,  and  can  only  girn,  girn,  girn. 
Blackwood  here,  and  Blackwood  there,  but  nothing  made  out  or  specified. 
Bandy-legged  Baldy  Dinmont  himsel  allows  they  are  just  like  a  parcel  o'  weans 
frighted  at  their  dominie,  when  Christopher  appears,  and  lose  a'  power  to  bar 
the  maister  out,  when  they  see  the  taws  ance  mair,  and  begin  dinglan  in  their 
doups  in  the  very  fiver  o'  an  imaginary  skelping. 

NORTH. 

It  is  all  very  true,  my  dear  Shepherd.  I  often  think  that  our  weak  points 
have  never  yet  been  attacked,  for  is  it  not  singular  that  no  impression  has  ever 
yet  been  made  on  any  part  of  our  whole  line  ?  Good  gracious  !  only  think  on  our 
shameful  violation  of  truth  !  Why,  that  of  itself,  if  properly  exposed,  and  held 
out  to  universal  detestation,  would  materially  diminish  our  sale  in  this  great 
matter-of-fact  age  and  country.  Who,  like  us,  have  polluted  the  sources  of 
history  ? 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

Hush,  hush ! — We  dinna  ken  Mr  Joyous  weel  aneuch  yet  Jo  lippeii  to  him. 
Perhaps  he'll  betray  the  sacred  confidence  o'  private  freenshrp  !  Isna  that  the 
way  they  word  it  ? 

MR  JOYEUSE. 

I  shall  make  no  rash  promises.  My  reply  to  the  Shepherd  shall  be  in  a  quo- " 
tation.  Byron  loquitur. 

They  err'd,  as  aged  men  will  do ;  but  by 

And  by  we'll  talk  of  that ;  and  if  we  don't, 
'Twill  be  because  our  notion  is  not  high 
Of  politicians,  and  their  double  front, 
Who  live  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie  : — 

Now,  what  I  love  in  women  is,  they  won't, 
Or  can't  do  otherwise,  than  lie  ;  but  do  it 
So  well,  the  very  truth  seems  falsehood  to  it. 
And,  after  all,  what  is  a  lie  ?  'Tis  but 

The  truth  in  masquerade  ;  and  I  defy 
Historians,  heroes,  lawyers,  priests,  to  put 

A  fact  without  some  leven  of  a  lie. 
The  very  shadow  of  true  truth  would  shut 

Up  annals,  revelations,  poesy, 
And  prophecy — except  it  should  be  dated 
Some  years  before  the  incidents  related. 

NORTH. 

Well,  well,  we  stand  excused  like  our  neighbours,  the  rest  of  the  human 
race.  But  what  say  you  to  our  gross  inconsistency,  in  raising  a  mortal  one  day 
to  the  skies,  and  another  pulling  him  an  angel  down  ?  In  one  article  you  are 
so  saluted  in  the  nose  with  the  bagpipe  of  our  praise,  "  that  you  cannot  con- 
tain, you  ninny,  for  affection  ;"  and  at  p.  36,  you  find  yourself  so  vilified, 
vituperated,  tarred  and  feathered,  that  you  are  afraid  even  to  run  for  it,  and 
would  fain  hide  yourself  for  a  month  in  a  dark  closet.  Who  can  defend  this  ? 

TICKLER. 

I  can.  The  fault  is  not  with  us,  but  it  lies  in  the  constitution  of  human  na- 
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ture.  For,  to-day,  a  given  man  is  acute,  sensible,  enlightened,  eloquent,  and 
so  forth.  We  praise  and  pet  him  accordingly — smooth  him  down  the  back 
along  with  the  hair — give  him  a  sop — tell  him  he  is  a  clever  dog,  and  call  him 
Trusty,  or  Help,  or  Neptune,  or  Jupiter.  The  very  next  day  we  see  the  same 
given  man  in  a  totally  different  predicament,  that  is  to  say,  utterly  senseless, 
worse  than  senseless,  raving.  What  do  we  do  then  ?  We  either  eye  him  as- 
kance, and  not  wishing  to  be  bitten,  and  to  die  of  the  hydrophobia,  make  the 
best  of  our  way  home,  or  to  Ambrose's,  without  saying  a  word ;  or  we  take  a 
sapling  and  drub  him  off;  or  if  the  worst  come^to  the  worst,  we  shoot  him 
dead  upon  the  spot.  Call  you  this  inconsistency.  Not  it  indeed.  Shall  I  il- 
lustrate our  conduct  by  examples  ? 

NORTH. 

There  is  no  occasion  for  that  at  present.     But  what  do  you  say  to  our 

COARSENESS  ? 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Ay,  ay,  Mr  Tickler,  what  do  you  say  to  your  coorseness  ? 

TICKLER. 

In  the  meantime,  James,  read  that,  and  you  will  know  what  I  say  about 
yours.  (Gives  him  a  critique  on  the  Three  Perils.) 

But  as  to  the  occasional  coarsenesses  to  be  found  in  Maga,  I  am,  from  the  very 
bottom  (no  coarseness  in  that,  I  hope,)  of  my  heart,  sorry  to  see  them,  and 
much  sorrier  to  thinK  that  I  should  myself  have  written  too  many  of  them. 
They  must  be  disgusting  occasionally  to  delicate  minds ;  nay,  even  to  minds  not 
delicate.  And  I  verily  believe,  that  to  Englishmen  in  general,  this  is  our  very 
greatest  fault.  With  sincere  sorrow,  if  not  contrition,  do  I,  for  one,  confess 
my  fault ;  and  should  I  ever  write  any  more  for  the  Magazine,  I  hope  to  keep 
myself  within  the  limits  of  decorum.  Intense  wit  will  season  intense  coarse- 
ness ;  but  then  I  am  at  times  very  coarse  indeed,  without  being  witty  at  all  ; 
and  am  convinced,  that  some  passages  in  my  letters,  although  these  are  on  the 
whole  popular,  and  deservedly  so,  have  been  read  by  not  a  few  whom  I  would 
be  most  unwilling  to  offend,  with  sentiments  of  the  deepest  and  most  unalloy- 
ed disgust. 

MR  JOYEUSE. 

Not  at  all,  Mr  Tickler — not  at  all.  Believe  it  not,  my  dear  sir.  Coarse 
you  may  occasionally  be,  but  you  are  always  witty. 

THE   OPIUM  EATER. 

I  have  always  admired  Mr  Tickler's  letters,  there  is  such  a  boundless  over- 
flow of  rejoicing  fancies ;  and  what  if  one  particular  expression,  or  sentence, 
even  paragraph,  be  what  is  called  coarse — (of  coarseness  as  a  specific,  definite, 
and  determinate  quality  of  thought,  I  have  no  clear  idea,)  it  is  lost,  swallowed 
up,  and  driven  along  in  the  ever-flowing  tide ;  and  he  who  should  be  drown- 
ed in  trying  to  pick  it  up,  could  never,  in  my  opinion,  be  a  fit  subject  for  re- 
suscitation, but  would  deserve  to  be  scouted  not  only  by  the  humane,  but  by 
the  Humane  Society.  If  I  were  permitted  to  say  freely  what  are  your  great- 
est faults,  I  should  say  that 

Enter  Mr  AMBROSE,  just  in  the  nick  of  time. 

MR  AMBROSE. 

Gentlemen,  supper's  on  the  table. 

NORTH. 

Mr  Joyeuse,  lend  me  your  arm. 

(Exeunt,  followed  by  the  Opium  Eater,  Tickler,  the  Shepherd, 
and  Mullion.) 


SCENE  II.— Blue  Parlour. 

TICKLER. 

Now  for  the  goose. — A  ten-pounder.  All  our  geese  are  swans.  There,  saw 
ye  ever  a  bosom  sliced  more  dexterously  ? — Off  go  the  legs — smack  goes  the 
back  into  shivers — so  much  for  the  doup.  Reach  me  over  the  apple  sauce. 
Mullion,  give  ua  the  old  pun  upon  «he  sage.  Who  chuses  goose  ? 
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MULLION. 

I'll  trouble  you  for  the  breast  and  legs,  wi'  a  squash  o'  the  apple  crowdy. 
Ambrose,  bread  and  potatoes,  and  a  pot  of  porter. 

THE    OPIUM  EATER. 

Mr  Ambrose,  be  so  good  as  bring  me  coffee. 

SHEPHERD. 

Coffee ! ! — What  the  deevil  are  you  gaun  to  do  wi'  coffee  at  this  time  o 
night,  man  ?  Wha  ever  soops  upon  coffee  ?  Come  here,  Mr  Ambrose,  tak  him 
ower  this  trencher  o'  het  kidneys,  I  never  hae  touched  them. 

TICKLER. 

Is  your  pullet  tender,  Kit  ?  There  be  vulgar  souls  who  prefer  barn-door 
fowl  to  pheasants,  mutton  to  venison,  and  cider  to  champagne.  So  there  be 
who  prefer  curduroy  to  cassimere  breeches,  and  the  "  Blue  and  Yellow"  to 
green-gowned  Maga.  To  such  souls,  your  smooth-shining  transparent  grape  is 
not  so  sweet  as  your  small  red  hairy  gooseberry.  The  brutes  cannot  dine  with- 
out potatoes  to  their  fish 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

What  say  ye,  Mr  Tickler  ?  wadna  you  eat  potatoes  to  sawrnont  ?  I  thought 
ye  had  kent  better  than  to  place  gentility  on  sick  like  gruns.  At  the  Duke's, 
every  one  did  just  as  he  liked  best  himsell,  and  tell't  the  flunkies  to  take  their 

Ctes  to  ilka  dish  that  pleased  their  e'e,  without  ony  restraint.    But  ye  haena 
n  muckle  in  hee  life  these  last  fifty  years. 

TICKLER. 

My  dear  Mullion,  I  beseech  you  not  to  draw  your  knife  through  your 
mouth  in  that  most  dangerous  fashion ;  you'll  never  stop  till  ye  cut  it  from  ear 
to  ear.  For  the  sake  of  our  common  humanity,  use  your  fork. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Never  mind  him,  Mullion — he's  speaking  havers.  I  hae  used  my  knife  that 
way  ever  since  I  was  fed  upon  flesh,  and  I  never  cut  my  mouth  to  any  serious 
extent,  above  a  score  times  in  my  life. 

(Mr  AMBROSE  sets  down  a  silver  coffee-pot,  and  a  plate  of 
muffins,  before  the  Opium-Eater.} 

THE  OPIUM  EATER. 

I  believe,  Mr  Hogg,  that  it  has  been  ascertained  by  medical  men,  through 
an  experience  of  some  thousand  years,  that  no  eater  of  hot  and  heavy  suppers 
ever  yet  saw  his  grand  climacteric.  I  do  not  mention  this  as  any  argument 
against  hot  and  heavy  suppers,  except  to  those  persons  who  are  desirous  of  at- 
taining a  tolerable  old  age.  You,  probably,  have  made  up  your  mind  to  die 
before  that  period ;  in  which  case,  not  to  eat  hot  and  heavy  suppers,  if  you 
like  them,  would  truly  be  most  unreasonable,  and  not  to  be  expected  from  a 
man  of  your  acknowledged  intelligence  and  understanding.  I  beg  now  to  re- 
turn your  kidneys,  with  an  assurance  that  I  have  not  touched  thein,  and  they 
still  seem  to  retain  a  considerable  portion  of  animal  heat. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

I  dinna  ken  what's  the  matter  wi'  me  the  night,  but  I'm  no  half  so  hungry 
as  I  expeckit.  Thae  muffins  look  gaeing  inviting  ;  the  coffee  comes  gurgling 
out  wi'  a  brown  sappy  sound.  I  wonder  whare  Mr  Ambrose  got  that  ream. 
A  spider  might  crawl  on't.  I  wush,  sir,  you  would  gie  us  a  single  cup,  and  a 
wheen  muffins.  {The  Opium  Eater  benignantly  complies.'} 

NORTH. 

Pray,  Tickler,  what  sort  of  an  eater  do  you  suppose  Barry  Cornwall  ? 

TICKLER. 

The  merry-thought  of  a  chick — three  tea-spoonfulls  of  peas,  the  eighth  part 
of  a  French  roll,  a  sprig  of  cauliflower,  and  an  almost  imperceptible  dew  of 
parsley  and  butter,  would,  I  think,  dine  the  author  of  "  The  Deluge."  By  the 
way,  there  is  something  surely  not  a  little  absurd,  in  the  notion  of  a  person 
undertaking  the  "  Flood,"  whom  the  slightest  shower  would  drive  under  a 
balcony,  or  into  a  hackney-coach.  I  have  no  doubt  that  he«carried  "  The  De- 
luge" in  his  pocket  to  Colburn,  under  an  umbrella. 

NORTH. 

My  dear  Tickler,  you  cannot  answer  the  very  simplest  question  without 
running  into  your  usual  personalities.  What  does  Byron  dine  on,  think  ye  ? 
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TICKLER. 

Byron  ! — Why,  bull-beef  and  pickled  salmon,  to  be  sure.  What  else  would 
he  dine  on  ?  I  never  suspected,  at  least  accused  him,  of  cannibalism.  And  yet, 
during  the  composition  of  Cain,  there  is  no  saying  what  he  may  have  done. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

I'm  thinking,  sir,  when  Tarn  Muir  was  penning  his  Loves  of  the  Angels, 
that  he  fed  upon  calf-foot  jeellies,  stewed  prunes,  the  dish  they  ca'  curry,  and 
oysters.  These  last  are  desperate  for  that. 

TICKLER. 

Did  you  ever  hear  it  said  that  Mr  Rogers  never  eat  animal  food,  nor  drank 
spirits  ? 

NORTH. 

I  have  seen  him  do  both. 

TICKLER. 

Well,  you  astonish  me.     I  could  not  otherwise  have  believed  it. 
MULLION. 

Never,  never,  never,  in  all  my  born  days,  did  I  eat  such  a  glorious  platefull 
of  kidneys  as  that  which  Mr  Opium-Eater  lately  transmitted  to  me  through 
the  hands  of  our  Ambrose.  I  feel  as  if  I  could  bump  my  crown  against  the 
ceiling.  I  hae  eaten  the  apple  o'  the  tree  of  knowledge.  I  understand  things 
I  never  had  the  least  ettling  of  before.  Will  ony  o'  ye  enter  into  an  argument  ? 
Chuse  your  subject,  and  I'm  your  man,  in  theology,  morality,  anatomy,  che- 
mistry, history,  poetry,  and  the  fine  arts.  My  very  language  is  English,  whe- 
ther I  will  or  no,  and  I  am  overpowered  with  a  power  of  words. 

THE   OPIUM-EATER,  (aside  to  TICKLER.) 

I  fear  that  Mr  Mullion's  excessive  animation  is  owing  to  a  slight  mistake  of 
mine.  I  carelessly  allowed  a  few  grains  of  opium  to  slide  out  of  my  box  into 
the  plate  of  kidneys  which  Mr  Hogg  sent  for  my  delectation  ;  and  ere  I  could 
pick  them  out,  Mr  Ambrose  wafted  away  the  poisoned  dish  to  Mr  Mullion,  at 
a  signal,  I  presume,  understood  between  the  parties. 

MULLION. 

I  say,  Opium-Eater,  or  Opossum,  or  what  do  they  call  you,  did  you  ever  see 
an  unicorn  ?  What  signifies  an  Egyptian  ibis,  or  crocodile  of  the  Nile — I  have 
an  unicorn  at  livery  just  now  in  Rose- Street.  Tickler,  will  you  mount  ?  No- 
ble subject  for  John  Watson.  No  man  paints  an  unicorn  better. 

NORTH. 

John  Watson  paints  everything  well.  But  (aside  to  THE  SHEPHERD)  saw 
ye  ever  such  extraordinary  eyes  in  a  man's  head  as  in  Muliion's  ? 

MULLION. 

Francis  Maximus  Macnab's  Theory  of  the  Universe  is  the  only  sensible 
book  I  ever  read.  Mr  Ambrose — Mr  Ambrose — bring  me  the  Scotsman. 

THE  SHEPHERD,  (to  NORTH.) 

I  have  heard  there  was  something  wrang  wi'  Mullion  at  school ;  and  it's 
breaking  out  you  see  noo.  He's  gaen  clean  wud.  I  wus  he  mayna  bite. 

TICKLER. 

Sell  your  unicorn  to  Polito,  Mullion. 

MULLION. 

Polito  ! — ay,  a  glorious  collection,  of  wild  beasts — a  perfect  House  o'  Com- 
mons ;  where,  each  tribe  of  beasts  has  its  representative.  Mild,  majestic, 
towzy-headed,  big-pawed,  lean-hurdied  lion,  saw  ye  ever  Mungo  Park  ?  Ti- 
ger, tiger,  royal  tiger — jungle-jumping,  son-o'-Sir-Hector-Munro-devour- 
ing  tiger !  (Rises.) 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Whare  are  you  gaun  ? — Wait  an  hour  or  twa,  and  I'll  see  ye  hame. 

MULLION. 

I  am  off  to  the  Pier  of  Leith.  What  so  beautiful  as  the  sea  at  midnight ! 
A  glorious  constellation  art  thou,  0  Great  Bear  !  Hurra  !  hurra  ! 

(Exit,  without  his  hat.) 

THE   OPIUM-EATER. 

T  must  give  this  case,  in  a  note,  to  a  new  edition  of  my  Confessions.  If  Mr 
Mullion  did  really  eat  all  the  kidneys,  he  must  now  have  in  his  stomach  that 
which  is  about  equal  to  570  drops  of  laudanum. 
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THE   SHEPHERD. 

Eat  a'  the  kidneys  ! — That  he  did,  I'll  swear. 

THE   OPIUM-EATER. 

Most  probably,  Mr  Mullion  will  fall  into  a  state  of  utter  insensibility  in  a 
couple  of  hours.  Convulsions  may  follow,  and  then — death. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Deevil  the  fears.  Mullion  'ill  dee  nane.  I'll  wauger  he'll  be  eating  twa 
eggs  to  his  breakfast  the  morn,,  and  a  shave  o'  the  red  rcun' ;  luking  fra  him 
a'  the  time  wi'  een  as  sharp  as  darnin'  needles,  and  paunin'  in  his  cup  for  mair 
sugar. 

TICKLER. 

Suppose  now  that  the  conversation  be  made  to  take  a  literary  or  philosophi- 
cal turn.  Mr  North,  what  is  your  opinion  on  the  influence  of  literature  on 
human  life  ? 

NORTH. 

Why,  after  all,  a  love  or  knowledge  of  literature  forms  but  a  small  and  un- 
important part  of  the  character  either  of  man  or  woman.  Have  we  not  all  dear 
friends  whom  we  admit  to  our  most  sacred  confidence,  who  never  take  up  a 
printed  book  (Maga  excepted)  from  year's  end  to  year's  end  ?  How  few  mar- 
ried women  remember,  or  at  least  care  a  straw  about,  anything  they  read  in 
their  maidenhood,  when  in  search  of  husbands !  Take  any  lady,  young,  old, 
or  middle-aged,  and  examine  the  dear  creature  with  a  few  cross-questions.,  and 
you  will  not  fail  to  be  delighted  with  her  consummate  ignorance  of  all  that  is 
written  in  books.  But  what  of  that  ?  Do  you  like,  love,  esteem,  despise,  or 
hate  her,  the  more  or  less  ? — Not  a  whit. 

THE   OPIUM-EATER. 

The  female  mind  knows  intuitively  all  that  is  really  worth  knowing  ;  and 
the  performance  of  duty  with  women  is  simply  an  outward  manifestation  of 
an  inward  state  agreeable  to  nature  ;  both  alike  unconsciously,  it  may  be,  ex- 
isting in  perfect  adaptation  to  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  life.  Books  may, 
or  may  not,  cherish  and  direct  the  tendencies  of  a  female  character,  naturally 
fine,  delicate,  pure,  and  also  strong  ;  but  most  certain  is  it,  that  books  are  not 
the  sine-qua-non  condition  of  excellence.  The  woman  who  never  saw  a  book 
may  be  infinitely  superior,  even  in  all  those  matters  of  which  books  treat,  to 
the  woman  who  has  read,  and  read  intelligently,  10,000  volumes.  For  one  do- 
mestic incident  shall  teach  more  wisdom  than  the  catastrophes  of  a  hundred 
novels  ;  and  one  single  smile  from  an  infant  at  its  mother's  breast  may  make 
that  mother  wiser  in  love  than  even  all  the  philosophy  of  Plato  and  the  poetry 
of  Wordsworth. 

THE  SHEPHEKD. 

There  now — I  just  ca'  that  sound  sense  and  a  true  apothegm.  And  what'll 
ye  say  to  poets  and  siclike,  that  put  meretricious  thoughts  into  the  nature  of 
woman,  and  dazzle  the  puir  innocent  things'  eyne  till  they  can  see  naething 
like  the  path  of  duty,  but  gang  ramstam  and  camstrairy,  aiblins  to  the  right 
hand  and  aiblins  to  the  left  ?  In  that  case,  one  might  call  his  brother  a  fool, 
without  danger  of  the  fire. 

TICKLER. 

Well  spoken,  my  dear  James.  I  beg  your  pardon,  once  more,  for  having 
ever  called  you  "  a  coorse  tyke."  You  have  a  soul,  James  ;  and  that  is  enough. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

We  have  all  sowls,  Mr  Tickler,  and  that  some  folks  will  come  to  know  at 
last.  But  I  am  nae  dour  Calvinistic  minister,  to  deal  out  damnation  on  my 
brethren.  All  I  say  is  this,  that  if  the  lowest  shepherd  lad  in  a'  Scotland  were 
to  compose  poems  just  on  purpose  to  seduce  lasses,  he  would  be  kicked  like  a 
foot-ba'  frae  ae  parish  to  anither.  And  will  gentlemen  o'  education,  wha  can 
read  Greek,  and  hae  been  at  a  college-university,  do  that  and  be  cuddled  for't, 
that  would  bring  a  loon  like  Jock  Lin  ton  to  the  stang,  the  pond,  or  the  pump  ? 

NORTH. 

You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  that  there  are  no  such  songs  among  the  old 
Scottish  poetry,  Shepherd  ? 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

No  half  a  dizzen  in  the  haill  byke — and  them  wrote,  I  jalouse,  by  lazy 
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monks,  losels,  and  gaberlunzie-men.  But  what  I  say  is  true,  that  love- verses, 
composed  wi'  a  wicked  spirit  o'  deceit  and  corruption,  are  no  rife  in  ony  na- 
tional poetry  ;  and,  least  o'  all,  in  that  of  our  ain  Scotland.  Men  are  men — 
and,  blessings  on  them,  women  are  women ;  and  mony  a  droll  word  is  said, 
and  droll  thing  done,  among  kintra  folks.  But  they  a'  ettle  at  a  kind  o'  in- 
nocence ;  and  when  they  fa',  it  is  the  frailty  of  nature  for  the  maist  part,  and 
there  is  true  repentance  and  reformation.  But  funny  sangs  are  the  warst  o' 
poets'  sins  in  lowly  life  ;  and  if  siccan  a  chiel  as  Tarn  Muir,  bonny  bonny 
writer  as  he  is,  were  to  settle  in  the  Forest,  he  might  hae  a  gowden  fleece,  but 
in  faith  he  would  soon  be  a  wether. 

THE  OPIUM*-EATER. 

Amatory  poetry  is  not  only  the  least  intellectual,  but  it  is  also  the  least  ima- 
ginative and  the  least  passionate  of  poetry. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Hoots,  man — I  dinna  understand  you  sae  weel  now.    What  say  ye  ? 

THE   OPIUM-EATER. 

In  mere  amatory  poetry — that  is,  verse  addressed  to  ladies  in  a  spirit  of 
complimentary  flirtation,  there  is  a  necessary  prostration  or  relinquishment  of 
the  intellect :  the  imaginative  faculty  cannot  deal  with  worthless  trifles;  and 
passion,  which  cleaves  to  flesh  and  blood,  dies  and  grows  drowsy  on  a  cold  thin 
diet  of  words. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

That's  better  expressed ;  at  least,  it  suits  better  the  level  o'  my  understand- 
ing, and  that's  the  criterion  we  a'  judge  by.  Now,  sir,  this  I  wull  say  for  the 
Lake  folk,  that  they,  ane  and  a',  without  exceptions,  excel  in  painting  she- 
characters.  Wudsworth,  Wulson,  Soothey,  Coalrich,  and  yourself,  sir,  (for  con- 
found me  gin  you're  no  a  poet,)  make  me  far  mair  in  love  with  the  "  Women- 
Folk — the  Women-Folk,"  Qwait  a  wee  and  you'll  hear  me  sing  that  sang,^ 
than  Tarn  Muir  and  a'  that  crew.  Wulson's  gotten  awfu'  proud,  they  say, 
since  he  was  made  a  Professor  ;  but  let  him  lecture  as  eloquently's  he  likes, 
frae  Lammas  to  Lammas,  for  fifty  year — and  by  the  Isle  o'  Palms  and  the 
City  o'  the  Plague  wull  he  be  remembered  at  last.  They're  baith  fu'  o'  havers ; 
but  oh  !  man,  every  now  and  then,  he  is  shublime,  and  for  pawthos  he  beats 
a'.  Wudsworth  wunna  alloo  that ;  but  it's  true,  and  I  hae  pleasure  in  saying 
it. 

THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

If,  by  pathos,  you  mean  mere  human  feeling,  as  it  exists  unmodified  by  the 
imagination,  then  our  opinions  respecting  the  two  poets  coincide.  But  in  "  the 
thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears,"  I  conceive  William  Wordsworth 
unequalled  among  the  sons  of  song.  Mark  me — I  do  not  say  that  the  other 
poet  has  no  imagination ;  he  has  a  fine  and  powerful  imagination.  But 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

You  may  say  ony  thing  against  him  ye  like  ;  but  you  needna  ruze  Wuds- 
worth aboon  everybody,  leevin  or  dead.  Ae  thing  he  does  excel  in — the  ma- 
king o'  deep  and  true  observations  and  reflections,  that  come  in  unco  weel 
amang  dull  and  barren  places,  and  wad  serve  for  mottoes  or  themes.  Wuds- 
worth's  likewise  a  capital  discourser  in  a  vivy-voce  twa-handed  crack,  awa* 
frae  his  ain  house.  About  yon  Lakes,  he's  just  perfectly  intolerable. 

TICKLER. 

Come,  come — have  done  with  the  Lakers. 

NORTH. 

I  confess  criticism  is  not  what  it  ought  to  be,  not  what  it  might  be.  But 
am  I  a  bad  critic,  sir  ? 

THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

No,  sir,  you  may  justly  be  called  a  good  critic.  For,  in  the  first  place,  you 
have  a  reverent,  I  had  almost  said  a  devout  regard  for  genius,  and  not  only 
unhesitatingly,  but  with  alacrity  and  delight,  pay  it  homage.  You  feel  no  de- 
gradation of  self  in  the  exaltation  of  others ;  and  seem  to  me  never  to  write 
such  pure  English,  as  when  inspired  by  the  divine  glow  of  admiration.  No 
other  critic  do  I  know  since  Aristotle,  to  compare  with  you  in  this  great  essen- 
tial ;  arid  feeling  that  on  all  grand  occasions  you  are  cordial  and  sincere,  I  peruse 
your  eloquent  expositions,  and  your  fervid  strains  of  thought,  not  always  with 
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entire  consentaneiety  of  sentiment,  yet,  without  doubt,  always  in  a  state  ap- 
proximating to  mental  unison ;  a  state  in  which  I  am  made  conscious  of  the 
concord  subsisting  between  the  great  strings  of  our  hearts,  even  by  the  slight 
discords  that  I  internally  hear  proceeding  with  an  under  tone,  among  the  in- 
ferior notes  of  that  mighty  and  mysterious  instrument. 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

Gude  safe  us  ! — that's  grand — and  it's  better  than  grand,  it's  true.  I  forgie 
the  lads  a'  their  sins,  for  sake  o'  their  free,  out-spoken,  open-handed  praise, 
when  they  do  mean  to  do  a  kind  thing.  They  lauch  far  ower  muckle  at  me 
in  their  Magazine ;  but  I  canna  deny,  I  proudly  declare't,  that  none  o'  a'  the 
critics  o'  this  age  hae  had  sic  an  insight  into  my  poetical  genius ;  or  roused  me 
wi'  sic  fearsome  eloquence.  When  they  eulogise  me  in  that  gate,  my  blood 
gangs  up  like  spirits  o'  wine,  and  I  fin'  myself  a'  gruing  wi'  a  sort  o'  courage- 
ous sense  o'  power,  as  if  I  could  do  onything,  write  a  better  poem  than  the 
Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel,  fecht  Bounaparte  gin  he  was  leevin,  and  snap  my 
fingers  in  the  very  face  o'  "  The  Gude  Man." 

THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

But  farther  ;  you,  sir,  and  some  of  your  coadjutors,  possess  a  fineness  of  tact 
and  a  delicacy  of  perception,  that  I  in  vain  look  for  in  the  critical  compositions 
of  your  contemporaries.  You  see  and  seize  the  beautiful  evanescencies  of  the 
poet's  soul ;  you  know  the  regions  and  the  race  of  those  fair  spectral  appari- 
tions that  come  and  go  before  the  "  eye  that  broods  on  its  own  heart."  Never 
can  poet  lament  over  your  blindness  to  beauty,  your  deafness  to  the  sounds 
singing  for  ever,  loud  or  low,  from  the  shrine  of  nature ; — sir,  you  have  no 
common  sense,  and  that  in  this  age  is  the  highest  praise  that  can  be  bestowed 
on  the  immortal  soul  of  man. 

THE    SHEPHERD. 

The  deevil  the  like  o'  that  heard  I  ever  since  I  was  born !  The  want  o'  com- 
mon sense,  the  greatest  praise  o'  a  man's  immortal  sowl ! 

NORTH. 

The  Opium-eater  is  in  the  right,  James ;  there  is  no  common  sense  in  your 
Kilmeny,  in  Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner,  in  Wordsworth's  Ruth,  in  our  elo- 
quent friend's  "  Confessions."  Therefore  dolts  and  dullards  despise  them — 
and  will  do  to  the  end  of  time. 

TICKLER. 

I  am  of  the  old  school,  gentlemen,  and  lay  my  veto  on  the  complete  exclu- 
sion of  common  sense  from  a  Critical  Journal.  But  I  understand  what  Opium 
would  be  at ;  and  verily  believe  that  he  speaks  truth,  when  he  says,  that  the 
wildest  creation  of  genius,  and  the  fairest  too,  pure  poetry  in  short,  and  not 
only  pure  poetry,  but  every  species  of  impassioned  or  imaginative  prose,  is  un- 
derstood better,  deeper  and  more  comprehensively,  by  Maga  than  Mrs  Ilo- 

THE    OPIUM-EATER. 

Mrs  Roberts  ?  Pray,  who  is  she  ? 

TICKLER. 

Why,  My  Grandmother.  She  edits  the  British  Review.  It  was  a  whim  of 
the  proprietors  to  try  a  female  ;  so  they  bought  Mother  Roberts  a  pair  of  spec- 
tacles, a  black  sarsnet  gown,  and  an  arm-chair ;  and  made  her  a  howdy.  She 
delivers  the  contributors,  and  swathes  their  bantlings.  However,  she  has  been, 
it  is  said,  rather  unfortunate  in  her  practice ;  for  although  most  of  the  brats  to 
whom  she  has  lent  a  helping  hand,  have  come  into  the  world  alive,  and  cried 
lustily,  yet  seldom  have  they  survived  the  ninth  day.  Poor  things  !  they  have 
all  had  Christian  burial ;  but  resurrection-men  have  grown  to  a  lamentable 
height ;  and  several  of  the  ricketty  infant  charges  of  Mrs  Roberts  have  been 
traced  to  the  dissecting-table.  Lord  Byron,  it  is  said,  has  bottled  a  brace  ;  but 
there  is  no  end  of  such  shocking  stories,  so  push  about  the  toddy,  Christopher. 

NORTH. 

Pray,  is  it  true,  my  dear  Laudanum,  that  your  "  Confessions"  have  caused 
about  fifty  unintentional  suicides  ? 

THE   OPIUM-EATER. 

I  should  think  not.  I  have  read  of  six  only  ;  and  they  rested  on  no  solid 
foundation. 
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TICKLER. 

What  if  fifty  foolish  fellows  have  been  buried  in  consequence  of  that  delight- 
ful little  Tractate  on  Education  ?  Even  then  it  would  be  cheap.  It  only  shews 
the  danger  that  dunces  run  into,  when  they  imitate  men  of  genius.  T'other 
day,  a  strong-headed  annuitant  drank  to  the  King's  health,  standing  upon  his 
head,  on  the  pinnacle  of  a  church-spire.  He  afterwards  described  his  emotions 
as  most  delightful.  Up  goes  his  nephew  (his  sister's  son)  next  morning  before 
breakfast ;  and  in  the  excess  of  his  loyalty,  loses  his  heading ;  and  at  the  con- 
clusion of  a  perpendicular  descent  of  180  feet  by  the  quadrant,  alights  upon  a 
farmer's  wife  going  to  market  with  a  pig  in  a  poke  ;  and  without  any  criminal 
intention,  commits  one  murder  and  two  suicides.  Was  his  uncle  to  blame  ? 

NORTH. 

The  exculpation  of  the  Opium-Eater  is  complete.  A  single  illustration  has 
smashed  the  flimsy  morality  of  all  idle  objectors.  And  now,  my  dear  friend, 
that  you  have  fed  and  flourished  fourteen  years  on  opium,  will  you  be  per- 
suaded to  try  a  course  of  arsenic  ? 

THE   OFIUM-EATER. 

I  have  tried  one  ;  but  it  did  not  suit  my  constitution  either  of  mind  or  body. 
I  leave  the  experiment  to  younger  men. 

TICKLER. 

Pray,  North,  tell  us  how  you  kissed  the  rosy  hours  at  Hogg's  ?  Had  you 
any  rain  ? 

NORTH. 

I  presume  Noah  would  have  thought  it  dry  weather ;  but  we  had  a  little 
moisture  for  all  that.  The  lake  rose  ten  feet  during  the  month  I  sorned  upon  the 
Shepherd.  First  Sunday  morning  we  thought  of  going  to  the  kirk  ;  but  looking 
through  my  snug  bed-room  window,  I  saw  a  hay-rick,  with  Damon  and  Phoebe 
sailing  down  the  Yarrow  at  about  seven  knots  ;  so  I  shouted  to  them,  that  if 
they  were  going  to  divine  service,  they  would  please  to  apologize  for  me  to  the 
minister. 

THE    SHEPHERD. 

Lord,  man,  it  was  an  awfu'  spate  !  The  stirks  and  the  stots  came  down  the 
water  like  straes  j  and  in  maist  o'  the  pools,  sheep  were  thicker  than  sawmon. 
I  heucked  a  toop  wi'  a  grilsh-flea,  and  played  him  wi'  the  pirn  till  I  had  his 
head  up  the  Douglas-Burn,  but  he  gied  a  wallop  in  the  dead-thraws,  and  brak 
my  tackle. 

NORTH. 

On  the  20th  day,  the  waters  began  to  subside ;  and  then  how  beautiful  the 
green  hill-tops ! 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Ay,  they  were  e'en  sae.  For  the  flocks  on  a  hundred  hills  were  snaw- white, 
and  the  pastures  drenched  and  dighted  by  the  rains  and  the  winds,  till  they 
kithed  brichter  than  ony  emerald,  and  launched  up  to  the  bonny  blue  regions 
aboon,  that  had  their  flocks,  too,  as  quate  and  as  white  as  the  silly  sheep  o'  the 
earth. 

TICKLER. 

Did  the  Shepherd  give  you  good  prog,  North  ? 

NORTH. 

Prime — choice — exquis.  Short  jigots  of  five  year  olds,  taper-jointed  and 
thick-thighed,  furnished,  but  not  overloaded,  with  brown,  crisp  fat,  deep-red 
when  cut  into,  and  oozing  through  every  pore  with  the  dark  richness  of  natu- 
ral gravy  that  overflowed  the  trencher,  with  a  tempting  tincture  not  to  be  con- 
templated with  a  dry  mouth  by  the  most  abstemious  of  the  children  of  men. 

TICKLER. 

Go  on,  you  dog — What  else  ? — Please,  Mr  Joyeuse,  ring  the  bell.  Mr  Am- 
brose must  bring  us  a  devil.  Or  what  do  you  say  to  supping  over  again  ? 

NORTH. 

To  such  mutton,  add  potatoes,  dry  even  in  such  a  season ;  so  great  is  the 
Shepherd's  agricultural  skill.  Ay,  dry  and  mouldering,  at  a  touch,  into  the 
aforesaid  gravy,  till  the  potato  was  lost  to  the  eye  in  a  heap  of  sanguine  hue, 
but  felt  on  the  palate,  amalgamated  with  the  mountain  mutton,  into  a  glorious 
mixture  of  animal  and  vegetable  matter ;  each  descending  mouthful  of  which 
kept  regenerating  the  whole  man,  and  giving  assurance  of  a  good  old  age. 
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TICKLER. 

Why  the  devil  don't  Ambrose  answer  the  bell  ? 

NORTH. 

Then  the  salmon.  In  the  Forest,  fish  follows  flesh.  It  is  the  shoulder  cut. 
Each  flake  is  clear  as  a  cairngorum — clear  and  curdled — sappy — most  sappy. 

TICKLER. 

I  say,  why  the  devil  don't  Ambrose  answer  the  bell  ? 

(Rises  and  pulls  the  worsted  rope,  till  it  snaps  in  twain.) 

NORTH. 

But  then  the  moorfowl !  The  brown-game  !  The  delicious  mullattoes  !  The 
dear  pepper-backs  !  Savouriness  that  might  be  sucked  without  satiety  by  saint 
and  sinner  for  three  quarters  of  an  hour  !  Oh  !  James,  that  old  cock  ! 

THE    SHEPHERD. 

He  was  as  gude  a  beast  as  I  ever  pree'd ;  but  I  did  nae  mair  than  pree  him  ; 
for  frae  neb  to  doup  did  our  Editor  devour  him,  as  he  had  been  a  bit  snipe — 
He  crunched  his  very  banes,  Mr  Tickler  ;  and  the  very  marrow  o'  the  cretur's 
spine  trinkled  down  his  chin  frae  ilk  corner  o'  his  mouth,  and  gied  him,  for  the 
while  being,  a  most  terrible  and  truculent  feesionomy. 
Enter  Mr  AMBROSE. 

TICKLER. 

Bring  in  the  cold  round,  a  welch-rabbit,  and  a  devil.          (Exit  AMBROSE. 

NORTH/ 

My  dear  Shepherd,  you  will  be  dubbing  me  of  the  Gormandizing  School  of 
Oratory. 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

Oratory  !  Gude  faith,  ye  never  uttered  a  syllable  till  the  cloth  was  drawn. 
To  be  sure,  you  were  gran'  company  at  the  cheek  o'  the  fire,  out  ower  our 
toddy.  I  never  heard  you  mair  pleasant  and  satirical.  You  seemed  to  hate 
everybody,  and  like  everybody,  and  abuse  everybody,  and  plaud  everybody  ; 
and  yet,  through  a'  your  deevilry  there  ran  sic  a  vein  o'  unendurable  funni- 
ness,  that,  had  you  been  the  foul  Fiend  himsel,  I  maun  hae  made  you  wel- 
come to  everything  in  the  house.  Watty  Bryden  has  had  a  stitcfe  in  his  side 
ever  sin'  syne ;  and  Fahope  swears  you're  the  queerest  auld  tyke  that  ever  girn- 
ed  by  an  ingle. 

NORTH. 

Read  that  aloud,  James.  It  is  an  article  Ebony  put  into  my  hand  this  af- 
ternoon. Let  us  hear  if  it  will  do  for  next  Number. 


ON  THE  GORMANDIZING  SCHOOL  OF  ORATORY. 

.  No.  II. — Lawless. 

WE  were  informed  by  an  observing  Whig  friend,  who  sat  within  two  or 
three  of  Mr  Lawless's  right  or  left  hand  at  "  The  Glasgow  Dinner,"  that  never 
in  his  life  did  he  see  such  a  knife-and-fork  played  as  by  the  IRISHMAN.  No 
sooner  had  Professor  Mylne  said  grace,  than  Mr  Lawless  began  munching 
bread,  till  the  table-cloth  before  him  was  all  over  crumbs.  After  demolishing 
his  own  roll,  nothing  would  satisfy  him  but  to  clutch  his  neighbour's ;  in  which 
act  of  aggression,  (to  our  minds,  as  unjustifiable  as  the  partition  of  Poland,)  he 
was  resisted  by  the  patriotic  and  empty- stomached  constitutionalist,  to  whom, 
by  the  law  of  nature  and  nations,  the  staff  of  life  did,  beyond  all  controversy, 
belong.  At  this  critical  juncture,  a  waiter  clapped  down  before  the  IRISHMAN 
a  profound  platter  of  warm  soup,  and  the  vermicelli  in  a  moment  disappeared 
from  the  face  of  the  earth.  As  good  luck  would  have  it,  another  waiter  cover- 
ed the  emptied  trencher,  with  one  of  hotch-potch;  and  our  informant  ex- 
presses his  conviction,  that  Mr  Lawless,  while  gobbling  up  the  mess,  retained 
not  the  most  distant  recollection  of  his  own  prior  performance.  A  cut  of  sal- 
mon then  went  the  way  of  all  flesh.  The  fish  was  instantly  pursued,  "  without 
stop  or  stay,  down  the  narrow  way,"  by  the  spawl  of  a  turkey.  It  appeared  to 
pur  astonished  informant,  that  the  IRISHMAN  had  swallowed  the  shank  ;  but 
in  that,  he  had  afterwards  reason  to  believe  himself  mistaken.  True  it  was, 
however,  that  a  cold  tongue,  half  as  long  as  his  own,  but  with  a  different 
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twang,  went  down  the  throat  of  the  distinguished  stranger  from  the  sister 
kingdom.  A  dumpling,  like  a  beetle,  followed  instanter  ;  an  apple-tart,  about 
eight  inches  square,  barely  turned  the  corner  before  a  custard,  and  our  last  fat 
friend  was  speedily  overtaken  by  six  sprightly  syllabubs.  At  this  stage  of  pro- 
ceedings, our  excellent  Whig  thought  it  high  time  to  look  after  himself ;  and 
hence  he  was  unable  to  keep  an  eye  on  Orator  Lawless.  But  he  distinctly  re- 
members seeing  him  at  his  cheese.  Paddy  had  manifestly  exchanged  his  own 
plate,  for  one  coming  down  the  table  with  a  full  cargo ;  while  eine  and  anon  a 
gulp  of  Bell's  Beer  swept  millions  of  mites  into  the  great  receptacle  ;  and  final- 
ly, a  long  delighted  "  pech,"  from  the  bottom  of  his  stomach  and  his  soul,  told 
tnat  No.  II.  of  the  Gormandizing  School  of  Oratory,  would  ere  long  discharge 
a — Speech. 

In  this  proud  state  of  repletion  did  Mr  Lawless  sit  for  about  three  hours, 
more  or  less,  digesting  his  dinner  and  his  harangue.  The  IRISHMAN,  like 
most  of  his  countrymen,  has  rather  a  pleasant  appearance  ;  and  now,  with  his 
brow  bedewed,  his  cheeks  greased,  his  eyes  staring  in  his  head,  and  his  sto- 
mach, God  bless  him  !  tight  as  a  drum,  HE  AIIOSE.  You  might  have  heard  the 
faintest  eructation,  so  dead  was  the  silence  of  the  Assembly-lloom.  Except 
that  he  seemed  rather  a  little  pot-bellied — as  well  he  might — his  figure  shew- 
ed to  no  disadvantage  after  that  of  Mr  Brougham.  Yes !  "  After  Mr 
Brougham  had  concluded,  Mr  LAWLESS,  proprietor  of  the  Irishman,  of  Bel- 
fast, rose  and  addressed  the  Assembly  in  a  most  impressive  and  animated  man- 
ner." 

Conscious  of  his  own  great  acquirements,  which  our  readers  have  seen  were 
great,  the  eloquent  gormandizer  exclaimed, 

"  I  hope  that  I  do  not  presume  too  much  when  I  say,  that  I  am  proprietor  of 
a  press  which  has  some  claims  to  independence.  I  am  an  IRISHMAN;  and  in 
my  native  country  I  have  the  conducting  of  a  press,  which,  to  the  inhabitants 
of  that  part  of  Ireland,  is  ITS  GREATEST  GUARDIAN  AND  CONSOLATION  !  !" 

Here  Mr  Lawless  put  his  hand  to  his  stomach,  and  the  room  rang  with  ap- 
plause. Well  might  he  have  said,  "  I  feel  it  here,  gentlemen."  Soon  after- 
wards he  spoke  of  "  a  starving  population,"  having  himself,  in  one  single  half 
hour,  devoured  victuals  that  would  have  kept  ten  cabins  in  animal  food  from 
Mullingar  to  Michaelmas.  But  hear  the  glutton  after  deglutition  and  diges- 
tion ! 

"  What  is  the  situation  of  the  Irish  peasant  ?  Goaded  to  madness  by  the 
law,  he  appeals  for  refuge  to  public  opinion.  That  opinion  is  to  be  found  in 
the  press — IT  is  FOUND  IN  THIS  ROOM  :  it  is  found  in  the  proverbial  genero- 
sity of  Englishmen  ;  it  is  discoverable  in  the  CHARITIES  OF  THE  HUMAN 
HEART  !"  So  the  Irish  peasant  is,  first  of  all,  to  read  in  Mr  Lawless's  Belfast 
newspaper  what  is  public  opinion,  as  it  exists  in  the  Assembly-Room  of  Glas- 
gow, and  what  are  the  charities  of  the  human  heart  as  they  breathe  from  the 
well-lined  stomach  of  this  most  unconscionable  gormandizer ;  and  then  he  is 
to  set  fire  to  "  haggards,"  far  and  wide  over  a  blazing  country,  and  murder  fa- 
milies, father,  mother,  and  son,  in  cold  blood. 

But  now  the  dumpling  begins  to  work,  and  the  custard  cries  within  him. 

"  Your  illustrious  guest  has  eloquently  spoken  of  the  wonders  which  he  has 
witnessed  in  his  tour  through  Scotland,  this  LAND  OF  CHIVALRY  AND  BEAUTY; 
but  he  has  not  touched  upon  a  much  greater  wonder  than  this,  nor  has  it  yet 
been  mentioned,  namely,  an  Irishman  addressing  a  Scotch  assembly,  in  de- 
fence of  the  civil  and  religious  freedom  of  his  native  land,  and  that  Scotch  as- 
sembly, not  only  listening  to  him  with  the  utmost  toleration,  but  actually 
cheering  him  in  his  progress." 

Now,  Pat,  you  are  indeed  an  Irishman.  How  the  devil  could  Harry 
Brougham  call  the  attention  of  the  company  to  the  miraculous  fact  of  a  speech 
fron/Mr  Lawless,  before  you  had  opened  your  great  bawling  mouth  ?  "  It 
had  not  yet  been  mentioned,"  you  say ;  and  again  1  ask  you,  how  the  devil  it 
could  ?  But  where  is  the  wonder  in  an  Irishman  spouting  before  Scotch 
Whigs,  upon  the  miseries  of  his  country  ?  Both  O'Connors  have  done  so  a  hun- 
dred times,  and  many  other  traitors,  now  hanged  or  expatriated.  Did  you  ex- 
pect to  be  hissed  for  your  rhodomontade,  after  praising  the  "  Chivalry  and 
Beauty"  of  Glasgow  ?  And  was  your  oratory  a  "  greater  wonder  than  these?" 
Thou  art  a  most  ungrammatical  gormandizer,  Mr  Lawless,  proprietor  of  the 
Irishman  of  Belfast  :  and  vet  so  delierhtedlv  unconscious  is  the  Devourer  of 
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Dumplings  of  the  bulls  and  blunders  that  have  come  roaring  out  of  his  jaws, 
that  he  winds  up  his  sage  exordium  thus  ;  and  then  we  have  no  doubt,  after 
cracking  and  creaking,  lollopping  and  labouring,  stood  still  for  a  short  space  of 
time,  like  an  ill -appointed  jack,  that  seems  to  get  rusty  as  the  weight  is  wound 
up,  and  then  all  at  once  recommences  operations,  as  if  a  brownie  had  got  into 
the  wheel,  and  was  making  a  fool  of  the  machinery. 

"  HERE,  GENTLEMEN,  is  THE  TRIUMPH  OF  THE  PRESS,  AND  OF  REASON 
AND  LIBERALITY." 

Our  gormandizer  then  goes  to  Paisley,  and  by  way  of  a  little  variety,  he 
dines  instead  of  sups.  At  Paisley,  however,  he  is  a  much  greater  character  ; 
for  he  is  the  Brougham  of  the  Saracen  Head,  The  Scotsman  tells  us,  "  that 
the  band  and  the  spirits  were  excellent."  So,  we  know,  from  the  best  authority, 
were  the  tripes,  the  black  puddings,  the  hot  cockles,  and  the  red  herrings,  a 
Dutch  importation  of  the  1821.  Mr  Lawless  then  made  his  expected  speech 
—the  sum  and  substance  of  which  was  this,  in  his  own  words — "  What  more 
does  a  radical  reformer  want  than  what  Professor  Mylne  of  Glasgow,  in  his 
own  modest,  softened  phraseology,  was  pleased  to  call  a  substantial  reform,  at 
the  late  splendid  dinner  to  Mr  Brougham  ?  I  have  been  long  an  advocate  for 
radical  reform,  understanding  the  term  radical  exactly  in  the  sense  of  Profes- 
sor Mylne ;  and  what  then  does  radical  mean  ?  It  means  this,  that  every  ho- 
nest man,  of  sound  mind,  should  have  the  right  to  choose  his  representative. — 
The  election  should  be  frequent,  and  that  to  secure  the  honesty  of  the  consti- 
tuent, and  the  independence  of  the  representative,  the  suffrage  should  be  uni- 
versal." Such,  according  to  the  Scotsman,  is  the  opinion  of  the  Reverend 
James  Mylne,  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy  in  the  University  of  Glasgow,  as 
expounded  by  his  gormandizing  commentator,  Mr  Lawless,  of  Belfast.  We  can 
no  more. 

At  the  request  of  the  President,  Mr  Stewart,  a  friend  and  companion  of  Mr 
Lawless,  addressed  the  meeting  thus :  "  Mr  Chairman,  I  am  a  Catholic. 
Here  do  I  stand  before  you,  with  manacles  on  my  hands,  and  chains  on  my 
legs  \"  He  ought  to  have  been  re-committed  on  a  new  warrant. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

I  hae  read  just  aneuch  o't.  It  will  do  for  Balaam,  and  that  fule  Lawless 
for  the  ass. 

NORTH. 

James — James — you  are  getting  personal. 

TICKLER. 

Why,  this  red-hot  potato  supposes  itself  something  above  common.  Only 
think  of  his  bouncing  up  after  Brougham,  and  claiming  both  kindred  and 
equality  with  that  bird  of  passage.  Brougham  is  not  a  phoenix,  in  my  opi- 
nion: but  as  for  this  braying,  bragging,  bawling,  bullying,  brazen-faced 
blockhead,  with  his  blundering  blarney  from  Belfast,  a  greater  goose  never 
gabbled  on  a  green,  nor  groaned  on  a  gridiron,  since  the  first  introduction  of 
that  absurdest  of  all  feathered  fowls  into  the  island  of  Great  Britain. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Stop  Tickler  as  weel's  me,  Mr  North. 

TICKLER. 

What  brought  the  hound,  with  his  Irish  howl,  into  the  Lanarkshire  pack  ? 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

What  a  confusion  o'  metaphors !  First,  this  Mr  Lawless  is  a  potawto — then 
a  guse,  syne  a  jowler — and,  forgie  me,  I  mysel  ca'd  him  an  ass.  What,  what'll 
he  be  neist  ? 

TICKLER. 

What  think  ye,  North,  of  the  fellow's  insolence  in  making  free  with  Pro- 
fessor Mylne' s  name  in  that  way. 

NORTH. 

It  would  be  more  interesting  and  instructive  to  know  what  Professor  Mylne 
thinks  of  it,  and  also  how  he  relishes  it.  Horrible  degradation,  indeed,  to  a 
man  of  genius,  learning,  and  virtue  !  But  if  Pat  would  drag  the  Professor  into 
the  Saracen's  Head,  how  could  the  Professor  help  it  ? 

TICKLER. 

He  might  have  helped  it  by  holding  his  tongue  at  the  Glasgow  dinner,  and 
by  being  satisfied  with  saying  grace,  or,  better  still,  by  staying  away.  But  this 
is  not  the  first  time  the  worthy  Professor  has  been  misrepresented  :  and  let  us 


£00  Nodes  Ambrofiance.     No.  XII.  £Oct. 

believe  that  Pat's  report  of  his  speech  is  as  incorrect  as  (in  days  of  old)  Barba- 
ra's note  of  his  prayer,  and  commentary  on  his  selection  of  Scriptural  para- 
phrases. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

That's  a'  utter  darkness  to  me — some  local  allusion,  I  suppose — like  so  many 
jokes  in  your  Magazine  that  nobody  kens  onything  about,  but  some  three  or 
four  o'  yoursells  ;  and  yet  the  Magazine  is  read  over  all  the  world  !  I  some- 
times get  sae  angry  at  that,  that  I  think  you  a'  a  set  o'  stupid  sumphs  thegi- 
ther.  I  ken  the  English  folk  canna  thole't.  Gin  Mr  Joyous  werena  sleeping, 
he  wad  tell  you  sae. 

NORTH. 

I  acknowledge  the  justice  of  your  reproof;  and  to  shew  you  that  I  mean  to  pro- 
fit by  it,  there  goes  into  the  fire  a  long  article  of  fourteen  pages,  and  a  good  one, 
too,  written  by  myself  on  the  Glasgow  dinner.  Tickler's  fragment  is  enough. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Eh !  what  a  bleeze.  It's  maist  a  pity  to  see  the  low.  Nae  doubt,  you  geed 
them  an  awfu'  dressing ;  but  far  far  better  to  prent  in  its  place  yon  gran'  ar- 
ticle on  Wallenstein,  (Is  that  right  pronounced  ?  )  or  even  that  ane  on  my  own 
Perils ;  for  I  have  observed,  that  let  the  Whigs  do  or  dine,  or  drivel  as  they 
choose,  none  but  themsells  recollect  onything  about  it,  aboon  a  week  at  the 
farthest ;  and  therefore  that  article,  now  black  in  the  awse,  might,  for  ony 
novelty  the  public  could  hae  seen  in't,  as  weel  been  a  description  of  Alexan- 
der's or  Belshazzar's  Feast. 

NORTH. 

Who,  think  ye,  Tickler,  is  to  be  the  new  editor  of  the  Quarterly  ?  Cole- 
ridge? 

TICKLER. 

Not  so  fast.  The  contest  lies,  I  understand,  between  him  and  ODoherty. 
That  is  the  reason  the  Adjutant  has  not  been  with  us  to-night.  He  is  up  can- 
vassing. 

THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

Mr  Coleridge  is  the  last  man  in  Europe  to  conduct  a  periodical  work.  His 
genius  none  will  dispute ;  but  I  have  traced  him  through  German  literature, 
poetry,  and  philosophy ;  and  he  is,  sir,  not  only  a  plagiary,  but,  sir,  a  thief,  a 
bond  fide  most  unconscientious  thief.  I  mean  no  disrespect  to  a  man  of  sur- 
passing talents.  Strip  him  of  his  stolen  goods,  and  you  will  find  good  clothes 
of  his  own  below.  Yet,  except  as  a  poet,  he  is  not  original ;  and  if  he  ever  be- 
come Editor  of  the  Quarterly,  (which  I  repeat  is  impossible,)  then  will  I  exa- 
mine his  pretensions,  and  shew  him  up  as  impostor.  Of  Shakespeare  it  has 
been  said,  in  a  very  good  song,  that  "  the  thief  of  all  thiefs  was  a  Warwick- 
shire thief ;"  but  Shakespeare  stole  from  Nature,  and  she  forbore  to  prosecute. 
Coleridge  has  stolen  from  a  whole  host  of  his  fellow-creatures,  most  of  them 
poorer  than  himself;  and  I  pledge  myself  I  am  bound  over  to  appear  against 
him.  If  he  plead  to  the  indictment,  he  is  a  dead  man — if  he  stand  mute,  I 
will  press  him  to  death,  under  three  hundred  and  fifty  pound  weight  of  Ger- 
man metaphysics. 

NORTH. 

Perhaps  it  is  a  young  Coleridge — a  son  or  a  nephew. 

THE   OPIUM-EATER. 

Perhaps.  Mr  North,  I  was  most  happy  to  see  you  let  ODoherty  do  some- 
thing like  justice  to  Don  Juan.  Why  will  you  let  political  animosities  pre- 
vent your  Magazine  being  a  real  reflection  of  the  literature  of  the  Tories  ?  I 
never  saw  poetry  criticised  except  in  Blackwood.  The  Edinburgh  Reviewers 
know  nothing  about  it.  The  Quarterly  are  hide-bound.  The  rest,  with  the 
exception  of  a  stray  writer  or  two,  are  both  ignorant  and  hide-bound.  Your 
criticisms  on  Shelly,  in  particular,  did  you  immortal  honour.  Everybody  of 
liberality  and  feeling  thanked  you.  Why  not  be  always  thus  ?  Cut  up  the 
Whigs  and  Whiglings,  (God  knows,  they  are  vulnerable  enough,)  and  the 
Radicals  and  Republicans,  (God  knows,  they  are  prostrate  enough,)  to  your 
soul's  contentment.  Only,  don't  mix  politics  with  literature ;  nor 
"  To  party  give  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind." 
NORTH. 

We  have  got  back  to  the  old  story.  What,  my  dear  sir,  do  you  think  of  our 
personality  ? 
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THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

It  is  the  only  charge  I  have  for  a  long  time  past  heard  urged  against  you. 
To  me  it  seems  a  very  trifling  matter,  and  necessarily  unconnected  with  the 
chief  merits  or  demerits  of  a  work  so  various  and  profound  as  your  Magazine. 
Coarse  attacks,  if  you  have  any  such,  and  you  know  better  than  I  do,  fail  in 


^ht  butchering  business  of '. 
perquisite  of  the  offal  may  be  of  consequence."  As  a  general  rule,  I  would  say, 
"  fight  a  gentleman  with  a  Damascus  blade,  tempered  with  perfume ;  with  a 
blackguard,  why,  order  your  footman  to  knock  him  down ;  but  if  you  want  ex- 
ercise, and  now  and  then  choose  to  turn  to  yourself,  and  drub  him  in  his  own 
way,  where  is  the  objection,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  This  is  my  personality 
creed. 

TICKLER. 

And  a  clear  creed  it  is,  thou  most  orthodox  Opium-Eater.  One  thing  all 
must  acknowledge,  that  people  cannot  help  judging  of  personality  according  to 
their  amiable  prejudices.  A  Whig  reads  a  libel  on  a  Tory,  and  chuckles  over 
it  as  a  most  midriff- moving  jeu  d'esprit  worthy  of  Moore  himself,  or  Pirie's 
Chronicle,  while  the  pluckless  Tory  shews  it  to  his  friends,  who  tell  him  not  to 
trouble  his  head  about  it,  as  it  is  evidently  a  piece  of  low  blackguardism  from 
some  hungry  hack  of  The  Old  Times.  A  Tory  reads  a  libel  on  a  Whig,  and 
instantly,  in  the  joy  of  his  heart,  gets  it  off  by  heart,  perhaps,  sets  it  to  mu- 
sic, and  sings  it  at  Ambrose's  ;  while  the  enraged  Whig  consults  counsel,  car- 
ries the  Tory  before  a  jury  of  his  country,  and  bites  his  nails  over  farthing 
damages.  All  this  is  very  perplexing  to  a  simple  man  like  Timothy  Tickler. 

NORTH. 

In  that  perplexity  I  humbly  beg  leave  to  join.  There  is  good  Mr  Jeffrey, 
of  whom  I  shall  never  speak  but  in  terms  of  the  highest  respect,  who  calls 
Copplestone,  the  Provost  of  Oriel,  a  great,  awkward,  clumsy  barn-door  fowl, 
foolishly  flapping  himself  into  an  unavailing  effort  at  flight.  He  even  changes 
the  Provost's  sex,  makes  him  a  hen,  swears  he  saw  him  lay  an  egg,  and  heard 
him  cackle.  There,  on  the  other  hand,  is  good  Mr  Jeffrey,  as  fierce  as  a  fiend 
upon  me  in  a  court  of  justice,  because  Dr  Olinthus  Petre  thought  he  perceived 
some  resemblance,  either  in  face,  person,  dress,  habits,  or  conversation,  between 
a  friend  of  his  and  a  parrot.  What  am  I  to  make  of  all  this  ?  Is  a  parrot  an 
animal  that  ranks  lower  in  the  scale  of  creation  than  a  pullet  ?  Again,  the 
same  lively,  and  most  exceedingly  candid  and  consistent  Mr  Jeffrey,  calls  Mr 
Davison,  a  clergyman,  (also  once  of  Oriel,)  a  rat  in  a  gutter,  and  all  the  fellows 
of  the  same  College,  cats,  or  retromingent  creatures,  which  Mr  Jeffrey  will 
confess  is  a  most  incredible  accusation,  if  he  will  only,,  try  to  qualify  himself 
for  admission  into  that  society.  Now,  for  anything  that  I  care,  Copplestone 
may  be  a  barn-door  fowl,  Davison  a  rat,  and  Plumer  a  cat ;  but  if  so — you 
see  the  consequence  logical. 

TICKLER. 

Clearly,  most  noble  Festus.  I  have  long  observed  that  you  never  speak  of 
Mr  Jeffrey  but  in  terms  of  the  highest  respect.  So  do  I.  For  example,  Baron 
Lawerwinkel  was  somewhat  severe  on  the  late  Professor  Playfair,  insinuating, 
or  asserting,  I  forget  which,  that  he  had  ceased  to  be  true  to  his  early  profes- 
sion of  faith.  Up  jumps  Jeff.,  and  sallies  forth,  cap-a-pie,  against  the  Baron, 
like  Jack  the  Giant-Killer ;  but  thinking  better  about  it,  he  doffs  his  armour, 
buckles  his  enormous  two-edged  sword,  half  as  long  as  himself,  and  betakes 
himself  to  railing  as  bitterly  as  a  north-east  wind  on  a  sleety  morning.  But 
soft,  who  comes  here  ?  Not  a  grenadier,  but  Jeff,  himself,  calling  out  upon 
Mr  Southey,  "  apostate,"  "  renegade,"  and  every  other  most  opprobrious 
epithet.  The  Earon  eyes  him  for  a  while  with  increased,  but  calm  contempt, 
and  then,  like  a  noble-minded  mastiff,  lifts  him  up  gently  by  the  nape  of  the 
neck,  and  drops  him  into  a  pool,  out  of  which  he  scrambles  with  ludicrous 
alacrity,  and,  shaking  his  small  sides,  barks  out,  "  Personality."  Now,  Mr 
North,  ye  may  talk  in  high  terms  of  respect  of  whomsoever  you  think  proper 
to  flatter ;  but  of  this  priggish  person,  for  this  particular  piece  of  priggery,  I, 
Timothy  Tickler,  have  chosen  to  speak  in  still  higher  terms  of  pity  and  con- 
tempt. 
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THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

I  confess  that  my  opinion  of  Mr  Jeffrey  is  altogether  different.  I  am  rather 
disposed  to  think  with  Wordsworth,  "  that  he  who  feels  contempt  for  any  li- 
ving thing,  has  faculties  that  he  has  never  used."  Mr  Jeffrey  seems  to  me  to 
be  an  amiable,  ingenious  man,  without  much  grasp,  and  of  no  originality  •  pe- 
tulant and  fretted  in  his  humours,  but  kind  and  cordial  where  he  has  a  liking 
—not  surely  a  bitter  enemy,  and,  I  can  well  believe,  an  attached  friend.  His 
great  original  error  in  life  lay  in  his  attempting  to  sway  the  mind  of  Eng- 
land:  a  giant  could  not  do  that,  nor  twenty  giants ;  no  wonder,  then,  that  sig- 
nal discomfiture  befel  one  single  dwarf.  If  I  might  be  allowed  to  use  an  il- 
lustration, after  the  manner  of  Mr  Tickler,  I  should  say  that  Mr  Jeffrey  being 
ambitious  of  notice,  conceived  the  scheme  of  going  up  in  a  balloon— that  the 
machine  was  constructed  of  the  proper  material,  alight  silk,  and  not  untastily 
ornamented ;  but  that  unfortunately  there  was  a  deficiency  of  gas,  so  that  the 
globus  arostaticus  was  never  sufficiently  inflated.  The  cords,  however,  were 
cut,  and  the  enterprizing  voyager  began  to  ascend.  By  and  by,  getting  entan- 
gled somehow  or  other  by  the  foot,  there  he  hung  with  his  head  downwards, 
while  the  balloon  cleared  the  roofs  of  the  houses,  but  could  make  no  approxi- 
mation to  the  lowest  strata  of  clouds.  Finally,  Mr  Jeffrey  got  released,  and 
he  and  his  balloon  came  to  the  earth  almost  together,  and  without  any  serious 
hurt  to  the  aeronaut,  but  the  vehicle  was  irremediably  injured,  and  in  all  pro- 
bability will  never  more  be  able  to  reach  the  chimney  top. 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

Odd's  my  life  !  that  simile's  just  unco  like  Tickler,  wi'  a  greater  tinge  o' 
eloquence;  for,  oh  dear  me!  after  all,  a  weel-educated  Southron  says  things 
in  a  tosh  and  complete  manner,  that  we  modern  and  northern  Athenians  can- 
na  come  up  to  for  our  lives.  There's  nae  denying  that. 

THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

With  regard  to  these  ludicrous,  and,  as  many  persons  may  not  unwarrant- 
ably call  them,  impertinent  and  insolent  expressions  of  Mr  Jeffrey,  more  espe- 
cially impertinent  and  insolent  when  applied  to  gentlemen  in  the  same  rank 
of  life  as  his  own,  and  indeed  somewhat  superior,  at  least  more  dignified  and 
authoritative,  I  should  say,  that  most  probably  Mr  Jeffrey  employed  them 
without  any  very  culpable  feeling  towards  the  parties,  and  merely  in  compli- 
ance with  the  spirit  of  that  vituperative  system  of  contention  with  our  real  or 
supposed  opponents,  which  he  did  not  originate,  but  which,  nevertheless,  he, 
by  his  popular  abilities,  and  by  the  favour  which  the  Edinburgh  Review  found 
with  a  great  portion  of  the  reading  public,  helped  to  make  of  very  general  pre- 
valence in  the  periodical  literature  of  this  country.  A  high-minded,  and  high- 
facultied  man,  could  scarcely,  I  think,  have  written  as  Mr  Jeffrey  has  too  oft- 


als,  to  all  that  portion  of  mankind,  or  womankind,  concerning  whom  he  wrote 
in  a  controversial  or  polemical  spirit. 

NORTH. 

Wisely  spoken.  But  Mr  Tickler  chiefly  despises  him,  as  it  seems  to  me, 
for  the  hypocritical  claim  he  advances  to  perfect  freedom  from  this  failing, 
and  for  the  bitterness  with  which  he  arraigns  that  conduct  in  others  of  which 
he  is  himself  more  frequently  guilty  than  any  other  man  of  eminence  in  this 
age. 

THE  OPIUM-EATER. 

That  is  another  matter,  and  therein  he  is  without  defence. 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

Weel,  then,  Mr  Tickler,  is  party-spirit,  think  ye,  likely  to  rin,  like  a  great 
heavy  sea,  ower  domestic  intercourse  in  families,  this  winter  ? 

TICKLER. 

Why,  James,  I  neither  know  nor  care.  My  friends,  for  upwards  of  half  a 
century,  have  been  TORIES  ;  and  what  is  the  sour  sulky  face  of  a  captious 
Whig  to  me,  any  more  than  his  portrait  in  a  picture — falling  from  which,  I 
turn  in  calm  contempt,. or  deep  disgust,  to  the  well-pleased  countenance  of 
some  staunch  lover  of  his  country  and  his  King  ? 

THE   SHEPHERD. 

But  isna  it  a  desperate  pity  to  see  sae  mony  clever  chields  keepit  apart  just 
for  mere  difference  o'  nninirm  ahnnf  t.hp  trnvprnmrnit  ? 
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TICKLER. 

Tray,  where  are  all  these  "  clever  chields  ?"  Take  away  about  four  Whigs, 
and  are  not  all  the  rest  confounded  dull  dogs  ?  I  cannot  really  be  too  grate- 
ful to  party-spirit  for  keeping  such  gentry  in  their  own  circles.  I  hope,  James, 
you  are  not  going  to  join  the  PLUCKLESS  ? 

NORTH. 

I  am  more  Whiggish  than  you,  Tickler.  What  can  be  more  amiable  than 
the  present  zeal  of  the  Whigs  in  the  cause  of  Spain  ?  They  are  doing  all  they 
can  to  wipe  off  the  foul  stain  of  their  truckling  to  Buonaparte  when  he  storm- 
ed Spain.  They  are  crying  shame  upon  their  former  selves  ;  and  why  not  be- 
lieve them  to  be  sincere  ? 

TICKLER. 

Hypocrites. 

NORTH. 

Then,  have  they  not  subscribed  four  thousand,  three  hundred,  sixteen 
shillings,  and  eight-pence  three  farthings,  for  the  Greeks  ? 

TICKLER. 

Scrubs. 

NORTH. 

Did  they  not  wish  us  to  go  to  war,  like  a  brave  people  ? 

TICKLER. 

Fools. 

NORTH. 

Did  they  not  call  Buonaparte  the  guardian  of  the  liberties  of  the  world  ? 

TICKLER. 
Liars. 

NORTH. 

Who  but  they  would  change  our  criminal  law  ? 

TICKLER. 

Knaves. 

NORTH. 

Are  they  not  for  a  "  substantial  reform  ?" 

TICKLER. 

Radicals. 

NORTH. 

Are  they  not  adverse  to  the  prosecution  of  the  foes  to  Christianity  ? 

TICKLER. 

Deists. 

NORTH. 

Would  they  not  fain  overlook  blasphemy  ? 

TICKLER. 

Atheists. 

NORTH. 

Are  they  not  friends  to  the  liberty  of  the  press  ? 

TICKLER. 

Libellers. 

THE  SHEPHERD. 

You  stopt  me  a  while  since,  and  I  cry  stop  till  baith  o'  you  now.  I  kenna 
wha's  the  worst.  I  hae  nae  notion  o'  sic  desperate  bitterness  in  politics.  What 
can  Mr  Joyous  be  thinking  a'  this  while  ?  Mr  Vivian,  you  haena  spoken 
muckle  the  nicht,  but  the  little  you  did  say  was  to  the  purpose.  I  dinna  like 
folk  ower  furthy  a'  at  ance.  Besides,  you  are  sadly  knocked  up,  man.  That 
Gretna  Green  is  a  sad  business. 

NORTH.     (Laying  his  gold  repeater  on  the  table.} 

Twelve  o'clock.  Old  Chronos  smites  clearly,  and  with  a  silver  sound. 
My  dear  Vivian,  we  keep  early  hours,  and  your  young  bride  will  be  in  tears. 
I  understand  your  silence,  and  know  your  thoughts.  You  are  at  Barry's  Ho- 
tel. None  better.  Allow  me  to  accompany  you  to  the  steps.  Give  me  your 
arm,  my  good  boy. 

(Exeunt  omnes.  NORTH  leaning  on  JOYEUSE  and  the  OPIUM- 
EATER,  Mr  AMBROSE  bustling  before  with  the  biasing 
branches,  and  TICKLER  arm-in-arm  with  the  SHEPHERD, 
towering  in  the  rear.} 


504  Manifesto.  £0ct. 

MANIFESTO. 
Lites  componere  magnos.* 

NOTHING  in  the  character  and  conduct  of  the  literary  men  of  this  age  has 
given  us  more  displeasure  than  their  excessive  pettishness  and  irascibility. 
They  are  all,  almost  all,  at  loggerheads  with  each  other ;  and  all  that  we  can  do 
to  pacify  them,  has  hitherto  produced,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  little  or  no  effect. 
Now,  gentlemen,  we  heseech  you,  once  for  all,  to  reflect  on  what  you  are  ahout. 
'  Tis  a  shameful,  an  indecent  spectacle ;  and  very  awkward  things  are  said  of 
you  hy  the  PUBLIC,  who  is  fast  losing  all  patience,  and  has  been  overheard 
threatening  capital  punishment.  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  childishness  ? 
This  most  bairnly  procedure  of  the  understanding  ?  Remember  you  are  no 
longer  boys — minors — springals — hobbletehoys — but  elderly  gentlemen,  some 
of  you  too  fat  by  far,  pot-bellied — others  bald  or  grey-locked, — not  a  few  of  you 
wig- wearers, — and  more  than  one  at  that  time  of  life  when  an  insurance  can 
no  longer  be  effected  upon  you ; — in  short,  that  you  are  a  set  of  silly  old  fools, 
quarrelling  about  straws  and  feathers,  and  like  pigs  snuffing  a  high  wind. 
Should  THE  PUBLIC  not  better  herself,  and  she  is  certainly  getting  very  indo- 
lent, we  purpose  taking  you,  one  by  one,  by  the  waistband,  laying  you  seria- 
tim over  our  knee,  and.  after  birching  your  bottoms,  letting  you  off  at  a  scam- 
per, like  so  many  sheep  after  shearing,  or  a  still  more  formidable  and  fatal  ope- 
ration. THE  PUBLIC,  gentlemen,  is  but  a  sorry  disciplinarian ;  and  depend 
upon  it,  that,  for  every  one  single  cut  that  tender-hearted  matron  would  have 
inflicted,  we  shall  inflict  the  devil's  dozen,  and  such  a  devil's  dozen  as  have 
not  been  experienced  by  human  posteriors  since  the  days  of  the  Czar,  Governor 
Wall,  and  Dr  Busby. 

Gentlemen,  the  longer  we  think  on  your  behaviour,your  idiotcy  appears  in  a 
more  glaring  light.  Who  the  deuce  are  you,  who  dare  to  behave  in  tnis  man- 
ner ?  Have  you  not,  sirs,  generally  speaking,  and  without  insisting  on  any  in- 
vidious exceptions,  enough  to  eat  and  drink  ?  Breeches  or  kilts  to  wear  ? 
Beds  to  sleep  in,  aU  with  blankets,  and  the  majority  with  sheets  ?  Pray,  who 
gives  you  all  this?  Why,  THE  PUBLIC,  to  be  sure,  you  truly  ungrateful  pup- 
pies !  and  yet  there  you  are  quarrelling  with  your  bread  and  butter,  and  your 
shake-downs — making  mouths  at  her,  turning  up  your  noses  at  your  benefac- 
tress, or  pulling  the  noses  of  one  another,  creating  constant  disturbances  in 
your  various  small  neighbourhoods,  in  town  or  country,  so  that,  go  where  the 
Public  will,  she  is  sure  to  find  herself  in  a  row,  wondering,  and  of  her 
wondering  finding  no  end.  "  Where  is  the  Police  ?" 

Why,  indeed,  the  only  quiet  literary  men  of  the  present  day  are  those  of  the 
Fancy,  Messieurs  de  t  Imagination  !  THE  PUBLIC  never  sees  them  quarrelling, 
except  it  be  a  few  White-feathers,  who,  fearing  to  enter  the  ring,  knock  up  a 
street-fight  now  and  then,  by  way  of  a  pick-pocket  concern.  The  Good-ones 
are  all  discharged  for  their  peaceableness  and  suavity ;  and  John  Jackson,  John 
Gulley,  Jem  Belcher,  and  Tom  Crib,  would  rather  have  declined  the  cham- 
pionship, than  used  towards  their  opponents  the  Billingsgate  that  is  now  the 
daily  speech  of  our  leading  articles  !  The  First-raters  have  been  imitated  by 
every  "  pelting  officer ;"  and  the  Muses'  Bower  is  now  more  uproarious  than 
Randal's  lush-crib  in  Chancery-lane,  or  Harry  Holt's  Free-and-Easy  Club  in 
What-do-ye-oall-it  street,  in  Long-acre. 

Our  dearly-beloved  friend,  Charles  Lamb,  (we  would  fain  call  him  ELI  A; 
but  that,  as  he  himself  says,  "  would  be  as  good  as  naming  him,")  what  is  this 
you  are  doing  ?  Mr  Southey,  having  read  your  Essays,  wished  to  pay  you  a 
compliment,  and  called  them,  in  the  Quarterly,  "  a  book  which  wants  only  a 
sounder  religious  feeling,  to  be  as  delightful  as  it  is  original !"  And  with  this 
eulogy  you  are  not  only  dissatisfied,  but  so  irate  at  the  Laureate,  that  no- 
thing will  relieve  your  bile,  but  a  Letter  to  the  Doctor  of  seven  good  pages  in 
"  The  London."  Prodigious  !  Nothing  would  content  your  highness  (not  se- 
rene) of  the  India-House,  but  such  a  sentence  as  would  sell  your  lucrubations 


*  Tf  this  quotation  be  anyhow  faulty,  Mr  Hazlitt  will  please  to  set  it  right. 
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as  a  puff;  and  because  Taylor  and  Hessey  cannot  send  this  to  the  newspapers, 
your  wax  sour,  sulky,  and  vituperative  of  your  old  crony,  and  twist  him  with 
his  "  old  familiar  faces."  This  is,  our  dear  Charles,  most  unreasonable — most 
unworthy  of  you ;  and  we  know  not  how  to  punish  you  with  sufficient  severity, 
now  that  Hodge  of  Tortola  is  no  more  ;  but  the  inflexible  Higgins  of  Nevis 
still  survives,  and  we  must  import  him  to  flog  you  in  the  market-place. 

Are  you,  or  are  you  not,  a  friend  to  the  liberty  of  the  press  ?  of  human 
thought  ?  feeling  ?  opinion  ?  Is  it,  Charles,  enormous  wickedness  in  Southey 
thus  to  characterize  your  Essays  ?  If  so,  what  do  you  think  of  the  invasion  of 
Spain,  the  murder  of  the  Franks  family,  Pygmalion's  amour  with  the  tailor's 
daughter,  the  military  execution  of  the  Due  D'Enghein,  Palm's  death,  the 
massacre  at  Scio,  Z.'s  Letters  on  the  Cockney-School,  Don  Juan,  John  Knox, 
Calvin,  Cock-fighting,  the  French  Revolution,  the  Reduction  of  the  Five  Per 
Cents  Navy,  Godwin's  Political  Justice,  the  Tread-Mill,  the  Crusades,  Gas 
fighting  booty,  Disraeli's  Quarrels  of  Authors,  Byron's  conduct  to  the  Hunts, 
and  the  doctrine  of  the  universal  depravity  of  the  human  race  ? 

Is  there  a  sound  religious  feeling  in  your  Essays,  or  is  there  not  ?  And  what 
is  a  sound  religious  feeling  ?  You  declare  yourself  a  Unitarian ;  but,  as  a 
set-off  to  that  heterodoxy,  you  vaunt  your  bosom-friendship  with  T.  N.  T., 

"  a  little  tainted  with  Socinianism,"  and  " ,  a  sturdy  old  Athanasian." 

With  this  vaunting  anomaly  you  make  the  Laureate  blush,  till  his  face  tinges 
Derwent- water  with  a  ruddy  lustre  as  of  the  setting  sun.  O  Charles,  Charles 
— if  we  could  but  "  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us  !"  Would  that  we  ourselves 
could  do  so  !  But  how  would  that  benefit  you  ?  You  are  too  amiable  to  wish 
to  see  Christopher  North  humiliated  in  his  own  estimation,  and  startled  at  the 
sight  of  Public  Derision,  like  yourself!  Yes— even  Cockneys  blush  for  you  ; 
and  the  many  clerks  of  the  India-House  hang  down  their  heads  and  are 
ashamed. 

You  present  THE  PUBLIC  with  a  list  of  your  friends.  "  W.,  the  light,  and 
warm — as  light-hearted  Janus  of  the  London  !"  Who  the  devil  is  he  ?  Let  him 
cover  both  his  faces  with  a  handkerchief.  "  H.  C.  R.,  unwearied  in  the  offices  of 
a  friend ;"  the  correspondent  and  caricaturist  of  Wordsworth,  the  very  identi- 
cal "  W th,"  who  "  estated"  you  in  so  many  "  possessions,'  and  made  you 

proud  of  your  "  rent-roll."  "  W.  A.,  the  last  and  steadiest  of  that  little 
knot  of  whist-players."  Ah  !  lack-a-day,  Charles,  what  are  trumps?  And 
"  M.,  the  noble-minded  kinsman  by  wedlock"  of  the  same  eternal  "  W — th." 
Pray,  what  is  his  wife's  name  ?  and  were  the  banns  published  in  St  Pancras 
Church  ? — All  this  is  very  vain  and  very  virulent ;  and  you  indeed  give  us 
portraits  of  your  friends,  each  in  the  clare-obscure. 

We  were  in  the  number  of  your  earliest,  sincerest,  best,  and  most  powerful 
friends,  Charles ;  and  yet,  alas  !  for  the  ingratitude  of  the  human  heart,  you 
have  never  so  much  as  fortified  yourself  with  the  initials  of  our  formidable 
name—"  C.  N.,  the  Editor  of  Blackwood."  Oh,  that  would  have  been  worth 
P — r,  A —  P — ,  G — n,  and  "  the  rest,"  all  in  a  lump  ;  better  than  the  "  Four- 
and-twenty  Fiddlers  all  in  a  row."  Or  had  you  had  the  courage  and  the  con- 
science to  print,  at  full  length,  te  CHRISTOPHER  NORTH,"  why,  these  sixteen 
magical  letters  would  have  opened  every  door  for  you,  like  Sesame  in  the  Ara- 
bian Tales.  These  four  magical  syllables,  triumphant  over  the  Laureate's  "  ugly 
characters,  standing  in  the  very  front  of  his  notice,  like  some  bug-bear,  to 
frighten  all  good  Christians  from  purchasing,"  would  have  been  a  passport  for 
Elia  throughout  all  the  kingdoms  of  Christianity,  and  billetted  you,  a  true 
soldier  of  the  Faith,  in  any  serious  family  you  chose,  with  morning  and  even- 
ing prayers ;  a  hot,  heavy  supper  every  night ;  a  pan  of  hot-coals  ere  you 
were  sheeted;  and  a  good  mot1 
at  your  bed-room  door  at  day- 
of  "  otium  cum  dignitate,"  to  one  of'"  gaiety 
with  scriptural  names,  short  petticoats,  and  a  zealous  attachment  to  religious 
establishments. 
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THE  NIGHT  WALKER. 


"  Midnight  I  yet  not  a  nose,  from  Tower  Hill  to  Piccadilly,  snored  !" 


IN  a  crowded  and  highly  cultivated 
state  of  society,  like  that  of  London, 
the  race  of  exertion  against  time  is  in- 
cessant. Take  a  distant  village,  al- 
though a  populous  one,  (as  in  Devon- 
shire or  Cornwall,)  and  even  discord, 
during  the  hours  of  darkness,  is  found 
forgetting  herself  in  rest.  The  last 
alehouse  closes  before  the  clock  strikes 
ten,  sending  the  very  scapegraces  of 
the  hamlet,  in  summer,  to  bed  by  day- 
light; no  lady  would  choose,  after 
curfew  hour,  (even  by  beating  her 
husband,)  to  disturb  her  neighbours  ; 
and,  unless  some  tailor  happens  to  be 
behindhand  with  a  wedding  pair  of 
small  clothes ;  or  some  housewife  pro- 
longs the  washing-day,  and  gives  an 
extra  hour  to  her  lace  caps  ;  or  unless 
the  village  be  a  Post-stage,  where  the 
"  first-turn-boy"  must  sleep  in  his 
spurs ;  or  where,  the  mail  changing 
horses,  some  one  sits  up  to  give  the 
guard  his  glass  of  rum,  no  movable 
probably  like  a  lighted  candle  is 
known  to  such  a  community  from 
eleven  o'clock  on  the  Saturday  night 
to  six  o'clock  on  the  Monday  moraine:. 
In  London,  however,  the  course  of  af- 
fairs is  widely  different.  As  the  broad 
glare  of  gas  drives  darkness  even  from 
our  alleys,  so  multitudinous  avocations 
keep  rest  for  ever  from  our  streets. 
By  an  arrangement  the  opposite  to 
that  of  Queen  Penelope,  it  is  during 
the  night  that  the  work  of  regenera- 
tion in  our  great  capital  goes  on :  it 
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is  by  night  that  the  great  reservoirs 
which  feed  London  and  Westminster, 
repair  the  vast  expenditure  which  they 
make  during  the  day.  As  the  wants 
of  twelve  hundred  thousand  persons 
are  not  ministered  to  with  a  wet  fin- 
ger, this  operation  of  replenishment 
does  not  proceed  in  silence.  Itsactionis 
best  observable  (as  regards  the  season) 
towards  the  end  of  spring ;  when,  the 
town  being  at  the  fullest,  the  markets 
are  most  abundantly  supplied.  Then, 
every  succeeding  hour  of  the  four-and- 
twenty,  brings  its  peculiar  business  to 
be  performed,  and  sets  its  peculiar 
agents  into  motion. 

Between  half  past  eleven  and  twelve 
o'clock  at  night,  the  several  theatres 
of  the  metropolis  discharge  themselves 
of  their  loads  ;  and  at  that  hour  it  is 
(unless  the  House  of  Commons  hap- 
pens to  sit  late)  that  the  last  Jlush  of 
passengers  is  seen  in  the  streets  of 
London.  The  forth-rushing  multi- 
tudes of  Covent-Garden  and  Drury- 
Lane  pass  westward,  in  divisions,  by 
King  Street  and  Leicesterfields — east- 
ward, by  Catherine  Street,  the  Strand, 
and  Temple  Bar ;  they  are  crossed  at 
the  points  of  Blackfriars,  and  St  Mar- 
tin's Lane,  by  the  Middlesex-dwelling 
visitors  of  Astley's  and  the  Circus, 
and  may  be  distinguished  from  the 
chance  travellers  (pedestrians)  of  the 
same  direction,  by  their  quick  step, 
hilarious  mood,  and,  still  more,  by 
that  style  of  shouldering  in  which 
3S 
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Englishmen,  when  they  walk  in  a 
body,  always  indulge  towards  the  sin- 
gle-handed. About  this  time,  too,  the 
hackney  horses  put  their  best  feet 
(where  there  is  a  choice)  foremost ; 
knowing  of  old,  that,  whence  comes 
one  lash,  there  as  easily  come  two. 
The  less  public  and  more  peaceful  dis- 
tricts of  town  are  next  flattered  for  some 
twenty  minutes  by  the  loud  knocks 
of  coachmen,  occasionally  commuted 
into  "  touches  of  the  bell,"  for  the 
sake  of  "  the  lodgers,"  or  "  the  chil- 
dren," or,  sometimes,  "  the  old  lady 
opposite."  And  before  the  stroke  of 
midnight,  in  these  comparatively  paci- 
fic regions,  the  tom-cats  and  the  watch- 
men reign  with  undisputed  sway. 

In  the  greater  thorough  fares  of  Lon- 
don, however,  and  especially  about 
Fleet  Street  and  the  Strand,  the  tu- 
mult of  evening  does  not  subside  so 
easily.  From  twelve,  by  Paul's  clock, 
until  after  two  in  the  morning,  the 
Gates  of  the  Temple,  and  the  nooks 
under  St  Dunstan's  Church  ;  the  cor- 
ners of  Bell  Yard,  Star  Court,  and 
Chancery  Lane  ;  the  doors  of  the 
Rainbow,  the  Cock,  and  the  other 
minor  coffee-houses  of  Fleet  Street, 
are  beset  by  habitual  idlers,  or  late- 
stirring  "professional  people,"— mem- 
bers of  spouting-clubs,  and  second- 
rate  actors, — barristers  without  law, 
and  medical  students  guiltless  of  phy- 
sic ;  besides  these,  there  flourish  a  set 
of  City  "  choice  spirits,"  who  can't  get 
so  far  west  as  "  Pedley's  Oyster- rooms," 
or  "  The  Saloon,"  in-  Piccadilly,  but 
must  take  their  "lark"  (moving  home- 
wards) between  the  Adelphi  Theatre 
and  Whitechapel ;  and  now-and-then, 
perhaps,  some  grocer  of  Farringdon 
falls  (vino  gravatus)  into  the  irregu- 
larity of  a  "  set-to,"  and  pays  thirty 
drillings,  "  making-up"  money,  to  his 
Jew-antagonist  at  St  Bride's  Watch- 
house,  to  save  a.  jobation,  at  Guildhall, 
from  the  sitting  Alderman,  next  day. 

This  is  the  very  "  witching  time," 
par  excellence,  of  night, 

"  When  graves  yield  up  their  dead  !" 
(because  resurrection-men  will  have 
it  so),  when  lamps  are  "  rifled  at," 
and  sots  pushed  out  of  public-houses ; 
and  when  the  sober  wayfarer  starts, 
ever  and  anon,  at  that  prolonged  Hilly- 
oh-ho-ho ! — that  bellow,  as  it  were, 
crescendo, — peculiar,  I  think,  to  the 
throats  of  the  English,  which  frightens 
watchmen  into  their  hutches,  and  quiet 
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citizens  into  the  kennel.  This  whoop 
by  the  way  prolonged,  which  invites 
MANKIND,  as  it  were,  to  clear  the  way, 
is,  with  us,  a  pure  national,  and  not  a 
local,  characteristic.  Both  high  and 
low  affect  the  practice ;  both  "  good 
men"  and  bullies.  We  have  it  at  Ox- 
ford and  at  Cambridge,  where  the 
gownsmen,  if  opposed,  strip,  and  buff 
to  their  work  like  stout  "  forty  mi- 
nutes" fellows ;  and  again  in  London, 
where  your  flustered  haberdasher,  af- 
ter defying  perhaps  a  whole  street,  at 
last  provokes  somebody  to  thrasb>him, 
and  is  beat  without  a  blow  in  his  de- 
fence. 

By  two  o'clock,  however,  the  riot- 
ous get  pretty  well  disposed  of ;  some 
snug  and  flea-bitten,  in  their  own 
personal  garrets;  more  (and  still  flea- 
bitten)  in  the  compters  of  the  police. 
The  wickets  of  the  night-houses^  after 
this,  open  only  to  known  customers  ; 
and  the  flying  pieman  ceases  his  call. 
The  pickpockets,  linked  with  the  re- 
fuse of  another  pestilence  of  the  town, 
are  seen  sauntering  lazily  towards  their 
lurking  places,  in  gangs  of  five  and 
six  together.  And  when  these  last 
stragglers  of  darkness  have  swept  over 
the  pavi}  the  debris  of  the  evening 
may  be  considered  as  cleared  off;  and, 
except  an  occasional  crash  of  oyster- 
shells  cast  (rnaugre  Angelo  Taylor) 
from  some  lobster-shop,  or  the  sharp 
rattle  of  a  late  billiard  ball  echoing 
from  the  rooms  over  Mrs  Salmon's, 
silence,  or  something  like  it,  obtains 
for  some  brief  minutes,  while  the 
idlers  of  night  give  place  to  the  dark- 
working  men  of  business. 

The  earliest  disturbers  of  London, 
until  within  these  few  years,  were  the 
market  gardeners ;  who  rolled  lazily 
through  the  suburbs,  about  three,  with 
their  filled-up  carts  and  waggons ; — 
some  "  well  to  do,"  and  pompous, 
parading  their  four  high-fed  horses 
apiece ;  others,  poor  (and  modest,) 
drawing  with  a  single  quadruped, 
and  he,  God  wot,  looking  as  though 
stray  cabbage  leaves  were  his  holiday- 
fare, — that  is,  supposing  (what  is  not 
supposable)  that  such  a  thing  as  a  ho- 
liday ever  happened  to  him  ; — all  the 
spring-  vehicles,  however,  top-heavy 
with  baskets  of  raspberries,  strawber- 
ries, and  currants;  and  followed  by 
heavier  machines  bearing  gooseber- 
ries, or  frame  potatoes ;  the  cauli- 
flowers, pease,  and  such  more  pon- 
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derous  and  plebeian  esculents,  having 
creaked  into  town  (as  they  might)  in 
the  course  of  the  preceding  evening. 

But  two  or  three  mild  winters,  of 
late,  in  succession,  have  brought  a 
new  article  of  foreign  trade  into  Eng- 
land. Ice,  for  the  use  of  the  confec- 
tioners, comes  now  to  us  all  the  way 
from  Norway  ;  where  a  gentleman, 
we  understand,  is  making  arrange- 
ments to  send  over  even  snow,  at  a 
far  cheaper  rate  than  it  can  afford  to 
fall  in  this  country ; — so  that  frost, 
in  fatt,  (as  regards  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland)  may  consider  itself  dischar- 
ged from  further  attendance ;  and, 
with  the  help  of  a  few  more  devices 
in  the  way  of  commercial  arrange- 
ment, and  perhaps  a  new  improve- 
ment or  two  as  to  the  application  of 
steam,  it  shall  go  hard  but  we  will, 
shortly,  turn  the  seasons  out  of  doors 
altogether.  And  this  imported  ice, 
(jealous  of  sunshine)  is  foremost  in 
our  streets  now  of  mornings,  moving 
along,  in  huge  cart-loads,  from  the 
below-bridge  wharfs  ;  and  looking,  as 
it  lies  in  bulk,  like  so  much  conglu- 
tinated  Epsorn  salts. 

Meantime,  the  river,  above  bridge, 
is  not  suffered  to  lie  idle ;  but  the 
fruits  of  Putney  and  Fulham  walk 
upon  the  shoulders  of  porters,  from 
Hungerford  and  the  Adelphi  stairs, 
to  the  great  mart  of  vegetable  matter, 
Coven t  Garden.  And  upon  this  spot 
(Covent  Garden)  which  circumstan- 
ces seem  to  have  erected  into  a  sort  of 
museum  for  all  the  varied  staple  of  a 
crowded  capital  city ; — to  which  all 
the  patron  friends  of  all  the  ills  that 
scourge  mankind,  seem  to  have  rush- 
ed, with  one  consent,  day  and  night, 
to  hold  divan; — where  Luxury  roams 
gorgeous  through  her  long  range  of 
lighted  taverns,  and  brims  the  bowl 
with  wine, which  Discord  waits  to  dash 
with  blood ; — where  hunger,  squalor, 
nakedness,  and  disease,  dance,  antic, 
round  our  NATIONAL  MONUMENTS 
of  national  wealth  and  superfluity ; 
—  where  vices,  too  hideous  to  be 
contemplated  in  detail,  assert  their 
royalty  over  us,  alike,  in  every  class, 
and  every  condition  ; — blazing,  in 
transient  lustre,  amid  the  splendid 
hotels  of  the  Piazza  ;  starving,  in  rags, 
(yet  scarce  more  abject)  amongst  the 
horrid  fastnesses  of  Bedford  Court ! 
— Upon  this  spot,  where  all  things 
monstrous  are  crowded  and  jumbled 
together  ;~where  the  sounds  seem 
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all  confused,  and  the  sights  all  ano- 
malous ; — where  the  wild  laugh  of 
revelry,  and  the  low  moan  of  suffer- 
ing ;  the  subdued  whisper  of  entreaty, 
and  the  hoarse  bark  of  execration, 
mingle,  and  mix,  and  blend,  and  half 
neutralize  each  other  ; — upon  this 
spot,  Covent  Garden, — jovial  Covent 
Garden, — the  darling  haunt  alike  of 
folly  and  of  wit, — the  great  mart  of 
all  London  for  oranges,  outcasts,  and 
old  clothes, — where  the  jokes  are  most- 
ly good, — where  the  cookery  is  always 
excellent, — where  the  claret  is  com- 
monly the  best  in  England  ;  and  the 
morality  never  failingly  the  worst ; — 
on  this  spot,  one  continued  uproar,  of 
labour  or  dissipation,  has  endured, 
without  intermission,  for  nearly  a  cen- 
tury gone  by ;  and  here,  so  long  as 
London  shall  keep  her  holding  as  a 
city,  silence,  probably,  by  night  or 
day,  shall  never  find  a  resting  place. 

But  we  will  tear  ourselves  from  Co- 
vent  Garden,  even  in  "  the  sweet"  (as 
Falstaff  calls  it)  "  of  the  night ;"  for 
we  must  take  a  peep  at  the  other 
points  of  provisional  concentration 
about  town.  We  must  look  towards 
Cockspur  Street,  where  the  hay  col- 
lects itself,  in  such  quantities,  that 
nothing  but  the  stomach  of  a  horse 
could  ever  hope  to  make  away  with 
it.  And  we  must  cross,  too,  into 
Smithfield,  where  herds  of  cattle  keep 
coming  in  all  night ;  and  where  it  is 
amazing  how  anybody  can  get  a  wink 
of  sleep,  for  the  barking  of  the  dogs, 
and  the  bellowing  of  the  bulls,  and, 
louder  than  all,  the  swearing  of  the 
drovers, — against  whom,  Heaven,  Ri- 
chard Martin,  strengthen  thine  arm  ! 
Smithfield,  however,  to  be  seen  to  ad- 
vantage, should  be  taken,  from  its 
eastern  bearing,  through  the  fogs  of  a 
November  morning ;  when  the  lights, 
in  the  west  quadrangle,  at  "  The 
Ram,"  "  The  Goat,"  and  «  The  Bull's 
Head/'  shew  like  beacons  (though 
they  shine  but  dimly)  amid  the  total 
darkness  on  all  sides  of  them ;  and 
when,  looking  at  the  hubbub  of  traf- 
fic which  roars  through  the  outward 
street,  against  the  deep,  unheeding 
silence  that  reigns  within  the  houses, 
a  man  might  fancy  he  witnessed  the 
rush  of  an  invading  army,  or  division, 
into  a  town  which  the  inhabitants  had, 
the  night  before,  abandoned.  Then 
pick  your  way  round  (for  there  is  no 
venturing  to  cross,)  and  peep  through 
the  steaming  window-panes  into  the 


510  The  Night 

parlour  of  an  inn,  where  graziers  and 
salesmen,  in  their  fantastic,  "  auld 
world"  dresses — flop-hatted,  and  top- 
coated — booted,  and  waist-be-girt— 
knee-capped,  twenty  handkerchiefed, 
mud-be-splashed,  and  spurred — snore, 
or  smoke,  in  arm-chairs;  and,  between 
whiles,  drive  bargains  for  thousands. 
Mark  the  huge  bulk  of  these  men ; — 
their  bluff-bearing,  and  English  coun- 
tenances. Hark  to  their  deep  voices, 
strange  dialects,  and  uncouth  expres- 
sion. Then  take  their  attendant  de- 
mons— the  badged  drovers — each  his 
goad  and  cord  in  hand ;  and  with  garb 
so  pieced  together,  patched,  and  tat- 
tered, that  it  might  pass  for  the  cos- 
tume of  any  age  ;  being  like  the  cos- 
tume of  none.  Catch  the  style  of  the 
old-fashioned  building  before  you,— 
with  its  latticed  windows  and  pent- 
house roof.  Take  the  low  ceiling  of 
the  sitting  apartment,  and  the  huge 
sea-coal  fire  that  glows  in  it.  Take 
the  figures  of  the  farmers  within 
doors,  and  of  the  drovers  hovering 
without, — of  the  gaitered,  smock- 
frock  ed  hostlers,  carriers,  and  car- 
men,-—of  the  ragged,  patient,  wait- 
ing ponies — and  the  still  more  ragged 
ijnd  patient  sheep-dogs — the  most 
faithful,  intelligent,  and  ill-used  ber 
ings  of  their  species ; — take  these  ob- 
jects amid  the  darkness  of  the  hour, 
and  the  exaggeration  of  the  fog  ;  and 
.then,  with  a  little  natural  romance, 
and  a  lively  recollection  of  Shake- 
speare, you  may  (almost)  fancy  your- 
self thrown  back  into  the  glorious 
rudeness  of  the  thirteenth  century, 
arriving  from  a  recent  robbery,  (ah  ! 
those  indeed  were  days)  rich  with  the 
spoils  of (t  whoreson  caterpillars ;"  and 
calling  for  a  light  to  walk  between  ta- 
vern and  tavern  1 

But  the  sober  clearness  of  a  sum- 
mer's morning  is  no  nurse  for  these 
wild  fancies.  It  shews  all  objects  too 
plainly  and  distinctly  for  picturesque 
effect ;  the  true  secret  of  which,  lies  in 
never  exhibiting  anything  fully,  but 
in  shewing  just  enough  to  excite  the 
imagination,  and  in  then  leaving  it 
room  enough  to  act.'— So  we  will  turn 
back  from  Smithfield,  just  in  the  cold 
grey  light  of  daybreak,  and  cross  Hoi- 
born  toChancery-Lane,wherethe  ken- 
nels by  this  time  are  overflowing  ;  and 
rogues,  with  scoops,  are  watering  the 
roads ;  that  is,  "  making  the  dust  one 
mud !"  Now  watchmen  congregate 
jrpund  posts  for  a  little  sober  conver- 
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sation  ;  old  women  make  to  their  re- 
spective standings  with  hot  saloop  and 
bread  and  butter ;  and  presently  the 
light  hung  caravans  of  the  fishmongers 
-—built  at  first  in  imitation  of  the 
hearses,  and  now  re-imitated  into  Pad- 
dington  stage-coaches — begin  to  jingle 
along  at  a  trot,  by  Thames  Street,  to- 
wards Billingsgate. 

As  the  last  stars  fade  in  the  horizon, 
and  the  sun  coquets  with  the  church 
spires,  new  actors,  in  sundry  shapes, 
appear  upon  the  scene.  Milkwomen, 
in  droves,  clank  along  with  their  (to 
be  filled)  pails.  The  poorer  fish  deal- 
ers, on  their  own  heads,  undertake  the 
"  care  of  goals"  Chimney  sweepers 
shuffle  on,  straining  out  a  feeble  cry. 
And  parties  walk  home  (rather  chilly) 
from  Vauxhall,  flaunting  in  satin  shoes, 
silk  stockings,  and  ostrich  feathers ; 
stared  at  now  and  then  by  some  gap- 
ing, slip-shod  baker,  who  fetches  spring 
water  from  the  pump  to  cool  his  sponge, 
and  looks  like  the  statue  in  Don  Juan, 
or  a  sack  of  flour  truant  from  the 
kneading  trough  ;  or  hooted  by  some 
lost  thing,  all  mad,  and  pale,  and 
ghastly — some  creation  of  gin,  and 
carmine,  and  soiled  muslin — which 
shews  by  day-light,  as  a  being  of  other 
time  and  place, — an  apparition — a  pro- 
digy— a  denizen  of  some  forbidden 
sphere, — a  foul  lamp,  thickly  glim- 
mering out  its  dregs,  which  the  sun's 
light,  by  some  accident,  has  omitted 
to  extinguish. 

Five  o'clock,  and  the  world  looks  as 
if  stretching  itself  to  awake.  Coal- 
waggons  and  drays  start  forth  upon 
"  long  turns ;"  their  country  intent 
denoted  by  the  truss  of  hay  placed 
above  the  load.  Butchers  step  sturdi- 
ly towards  Islington  or  Smithfield. 
Anglers,  children  of  hope!  stride  field- 
wards  with  baskets  on  their  backs. 
And  Holborn  and  Snow  Hill  are 
crowded  with  pony-carts — (since  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  rides  no- 
thing under  fourteen  hands) — bearing 
butter,  cheese,  poultry,  sucking-pork, 
and  eggs,  from  Newgate  market  to  the 
distant  parishes  of  Mary-le-bone  and 
Pan  eras. 

Six  !  and  'prentices  begin  to  rub 
their  eyes  and  curse  their  indentures. 
Maid-servants  at (<  the  Piccadilly  end" 
of  the  town,  are  not  bound  to  stir  just 
yet;  but  Russell  Square  and  its  de- 
pendencies set  their  spider  killers  in 
motion  betimes ;  for  courts  of  law 
and  counting-houses  both  sit  at  nine 
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o'clock ;  and  an  adrocate  in  practice 
of  ten  thousand  a-year,  must  step  into 
his  carriage  at  five-and-thirty  minutes 
past  eight  in  the  morning. 

And  now  the  different  shops  begin 
to  open  themselves  for  action.  Our 
friend  the  baker  is  first,  for  he  has 
been  up  all  night,  and  he  is  to  cool 
his  loaves  at  the  open  windows  as  he 
draws  them  from  the  oven.  Next 
comes  the  pastry  cook, — lotting  his 
remnant  of  cheese-cake, — selling  yes- 
terday's dainties  at  half-rprice  to-day ; 
and  still  making  money  (as  it  is  said) 
by  the  dealing.  Then  coaches,  splash- 
ed and  dirty,  come  labouring  into 
town ;  and  coaches,  fresh  and  clean, 
drive  out  ;  and,  by  this  time,  the 
mercers  and  jewellers  set  their  portals 
wide,  in  favour  of  sweeping,  sprink- 
ling, and  window  cleaning  ;  for  the 
show  glasses  (and  here  again  sigh  our 
friends  the  apprentices)  must  be  emp- 
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tied  all,  and  polished,  and  refurnish- 
ed,  before  breakfast. 

The  clock  strikes  eight;  and  the 
night-walker  must  be  seen  no  more. 
Hurry,  and  bustle,  and  breakfast,  are 
on  foot.  The  milkman  cries  in  haste, 
and  yet  can  scarce  make  his  rounds 
fast  enough.  Maids  with  clean  aprons 
(and  sometimes  with  clean  plates)  step 
forth,  key  in  hand,  for  the  morning's 
modicum  of  fresh  butter;  and  hot 
rolls  (walk  as  you  will)  run  over  you 
at  every  corner.  By  nine,  the  clerks 
have  got  down  to  their  offices — the  at- 
torneys have  opened  their  bags  ;  and 
the  judges  are  on  their  benches, — 
and  the  business  of  the  day  in  London 
may  now  be  said  to  have  begun ; 
which  varies,  from  hour  to  hour,  as 
strangely  as  the  business  of  the  night ; 
and  (to  the  curious  observer)  presents 
even  a  more  ample  field  for  specula- 
tion. 

TITUS. 


LETTERS  OP  TIMOTHY  TICKLER,  ESQ.  TO  EMINENT  LITERARY  CHARACTERS. 

No.  XI. 

To  Christopher  North>  Esq, 
THE  GENTLEMEN  OF  THE  PRESS. 


DEAR  NORTH, — You  have,  I  sup- 
pose, read  over  the  proceedings  of  the 
Times — the  bloody  Old  Times,  as  Cob- 
bett  calls  it — against  Dowling,  com- 
monly known  among  his  compeers  by 
the  name  of  Spectacle  Dowling,  at 
present  reporter  on  the  Morning  Chro- 
nicle. The  Gazette  of  Printing-house 
Square  on  this  occasion  obviously  de- 
served the  sanguinary  appellation  con- 
ferred on  it  by  the  great  ci-devant  hal- 
berdier above  quoted,  for,  by  the  way  in 
which  the  business  was  brought  for- 
ward, Dowling's  life  was  aimed  at, 
and  the  "  dirty- faced  editors"  of  the 
Times  evidently  looked  forward  to  the 
gratifying  sight  of  a  gentleman  of  the 
press  dangling  at  the  end  of  a  rope  for 
the  gratification  of  the  plebs  of  Car? 
lisle. 

I  honestly  confess  that  I  know  no- 
thing of  Dowling,  whether  he  is  an 
honest  man  or  a  rogue,  nor  do  I  care, 
except  that,  for  the  sake  of  general  mo- 
rality, I  hope  he  is  the  former.  If  he 
were  hanged  anywhere  in  my  neigh- 
bourhood, I  should  go  to  his  exhibi- 
tion, having  a  fancy  for  such  specta- 
cles. He  is  nothing  to  me  more  than 
Haggart,  or  Mother  M'Kinnon,  or 


Abraham  Moore,  or  the  Treasurer,  or 
Ivers  from  Carlow,  or  Ings  the  but- 
cher. But  I  own  I  saw  the  whole  his- 
tory with  ineffable  delight.  It  is  a 
glorious  light  and  shadow  of  press- 
gang  life.  After  this  transaction,  the 
title  of  gentleman  is  more  beautifully 
applicable  to  the  members  of  the  ami- 
able and  enlightened  body.  O  flesh  ! 
flesh  !  how  art  thou  fishified  !  Once  on 
a  time  we  used  to  be  told — I  believe  it 
was  Louis  Quatorze  himself  who  first 
said  it — that  though  the  King  could 
make  a  lord,  it  passed  his  power  to 
make  a  gentleman  ;  whereas,  now-a- 
days,  this  being  the  nineteenth  cen-f 
tury,  the  era  of  civilization,  the  epoch 
of  Orator  Hunt,  Princess  Caraboo, 
Prince  Hohenlohe,  Princess  Olive,  Jo-» 
anna  Southcote,  Ned  Irving,  Dr  Eady, 
the  Edinburgh  Review,  and  other  great 
characters,  the  existence  and  success 
of  whom  stamp  a  value  on  the  age, 
there  is  not  a  proprietor  of  that  amal- 
gam of  filth,  called  a  Cockney  news- 
paper, who  cannot  create  his  gentle-- 
men ad  libitum,  by  the  simple  pro* 
cess  of  paying  a  few  dozen  shillings 
per  week,  as  wages,  for  retailing  the 
Parliamentary  wisdom  of  Peter  Moore, 
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the  mutton-fed  mouthing  of  Waith- 
man,  the  proceedings  of  Whig  dinners, 
the  hootings  of  radical  heather-bloot- 
ers,  (thank  you,  Hogg,  for  the  word,) 
or  the  Billingsgate  slang  of  bum-bai- 
liff magistrates  at  Bow-street  and  else- 
where. 

Let  me  tell  the  whole  story,  begin- 
ning with  the  beginning,  as  the  giant 
said  to  the  ram.  Perry,  of  the  Morn- 
ing Chronicle,  was  gathered  to  his  fa- 
thers, and  another  editor  lied  in  his 
stead.  Hang  me,  if,  after  all,  I  can 
think  angrily  of  Jamie  Pirie.  Whig 
he  was,  to  be  sure,  but  it  was  all  in  the 
way  of  trade.  True  also  it  is,  that 
Coleman's  line, 

"  Brisk  as  a  flea,  and  ignorant  as  dirt," 

painted  him  to  the  life.  Gentleman 
Hazlitt  has  supplied  us  in  the  Edin- 
burgh with  a  fine  sample  of  his  igno- 
rance ;  but,  Heaven  help  us !  if  we 
were  to  quarrel  with  all  the  good  peo- 
ple of  our  acquaintance  who  happen  to 
be  ignoramuses,  we  should  thin  our 
visiting  list  most  awfully.  He  affect- 
ed learning,  to  be  sure,  which  was  ra- 
ther a  bore.  It  was  a  great  sight  to 
see  him  with  Person,  who  was  married 
to  his  sister,  shewing  off  want  of  know- 
ledge, at  the  rate  of  nine  knots  an  hour. 
There  sat  the  great  Grecian,  Lyco- 
phrone  Proteus,  (see  Wakefield  te 

FOX,)  *  yeXo)?  avrn^tro  x.a.1  J«)t»y,  unmo- 

ved  at  the  nonsense,  swallowing  pota- 
tions pottle  deep  in  silence,  meditating, 
most  probably,  some  truculent  epi- 
gram, some  assassinating  iambics,  or 
some  string  of  stringing  jingles,  at  the 
expense  of  his  erudite  entertainer.  As 
Porson  bore  with  him,  so  well  may  we. 
Then  his  briskness ;  his  doing  fine  gen- 
tleman ;  his  ball-dancing ;  his  compli- 
ments to  the  ladies  ;  among  whom  he 
fancied  himself  irresistible — were  in- 
expressibly amusing.  We  all  have  our 
follies  and  vanities,  so  I  shall  easily 
pardon  Perry  for  these  foibles.  I  ho- 
nour his  memory,  for  qualities  which  I 
honour  wherever  I  find  them.  He  was 
a  man  of  strict  editorial  integrity,  pro- 
found secrecy,  considerable  intrepidity, 
undeviating  steadiness  in  keeping  his 
promises,  and  fast  allegiance  to  his 
party.  Imprisonment  or  damages  ne- 
ver shook  him  into  betraying  anything 
intrusted  to  his  faith.  Even  after- 
quarrels,  or  defection  from  Whiggery, 


never  induced  him  to  give  up  any  man 
who  had  compromised  himself  with 
him.  He  was  honourable  in  his  pe- 
cuniary concerns — a  firm  friend — a  li- 
beral paymaster — 1  might  almost  say, 
a  munificent  patron.  Then  his  very 
consistency,  Kit,  ought  to  win  him  fa- 
vour in  the  eyes  of  us  thick-and-thin 
people,  who  hate  sneakers,  vacillators, 
shufflers,  conciliators,  half-measure 
men,  all  species  and  genera  of  the 
Pluckless.  £1  just  stop  for  a  moment, 
in  order  to  take  a  caulker,  to  wash  my 
mouth  after  having  given  utterance  to 
the  name  of  that  shabby  rout,  whose 
claims  on  humanity  seem  scarce  calcu- 
lable ;  for  nine  Pluckless  make  a  jour- 
neyman tailor.^]  There  he  was,  year 
after  year,  singing  the  same  song,  un- 
ruffled by  disappointed  prophecy,  or 
undeterred  by  convicted  falsehood.  He 
prophesied  that  England  would  be 
beaten  by  the  Jacobins,  by  the  conven- 
tion, by  Buonaparte,  by  everybody — 
that  our  navy  would  be  exterminated, 
our  army  annihilated — that  we  would 
be  kicked  out  of  Spain — that  we  would 
lose  India — that  our  agriculture  was 
gone — our  funds  broken — our  credit 
lost — All,  of  course,  the  acts  of  mini- 
sters, who  were  regularly  called  asses, 
goats,  geese,  ganders,  apes,  incapables, 
blockheads,dunder-pates,  jobbernowls, 
noodles ;  as  many  nicknames,  in  short, 
as  the  fouaciers  of  Lcrne  poured  on 
the  subjects  of  Gargantua.*  These 
very  ministers,  nevertheless,  did  all 
they  said  they  would  do,  and  did  not 
suffer  any  of  the  calamities  predicted 
by  the  brazen  head  of  Whiggery. 
They  beat  everybody  who  came  against 
them,  right  and  left ;  and  preserved  en- 
tire the  honour,  character,  credit,  and 
institutions  of  the  country.  It  did  not 
matter  a  fig  ;  still  they  were  destined 
to  undergo  the  pitiless  storm  ;  still 
doomed  to  be  pronounced  stupid  and 
blockheadish.  There  is  something 
magnanimous  in  this  intrepid  unvary- 
ing assurance.  Light  lie  the  stones 
upon  his  bones  !  He  was,  moreover,  a 
jolly  batterer,  who  never  looked  for  a 
soft  word  when  he  could  get  a  hard 
one  ;  for  which  I  respect  him,  that 
being  a  fashion  of  my  own. 

Perry,  as  I  have  said  already,  died, 
and  another  editor  lied  in  his  stead  ; 
but  he  left  not  his  mantle  behind.  His 
trust-worthy  qualities  had  procured 


*  Rabelais,  Livrc  i.  cap.  xxv. 
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him  the  confidence  of  the  Whigs. 
Lord  Holland,  or  Lady  Holland, would 
not  scruple  to  tip  him  a  paragraph,  or 
intrust  him  with  a  political  lampoon. 
Earl  Grey  occasionally  vented  his  bile 
through  Perry's  columns.  Hobhouse 
sometimes  obliged  the  public  in  the 
same  way ;  as  did  many  other  ingenious 
persons  of  quality  of  the  Whiggish 
persuasion.  I  never  heard,  it  is  true, 
that  the  Duke  of  Bedford  was  ever  a 
contributor  to  any  extent ;  but  that, 
in  all  probability,  arose  from  the  in- 
nate modesty  of  that  enlightened  phi- 
losopher. But  even  without  writing  a 
line,  their  patronage  conferred  a  great 
value  on  the  paper  in  another  way.  Se- 
crets, even  cabinet  secrets,  ooze  out, 
every  now  and  then,  in  certain  classes 
of  society.  The  Opposition  leaders, 
who  are  on  the  qui  vive  for  such 
things,  pick  them  up  in  various  ways. 
The  upper  rank  of  London  society 
is  drawn  from  a  very  small  class  ;  as 
their  houses  are  very  large,  and  they 
have  a  rage  for  filling  them,  it  is  alto- 
gether impossible  to  make  political 
differences  a  ground  of  exclusion  of 
gens  comme  ilfaut.  In  point  of  fact, 
it  is  not  thought  of.  The  Duke  of  De- 
vonshire, for  instance,  all  through  the 
winter,  entertains,  almost  every  even- 
ing, two  or  three  hundred  people,  of 
his  own  class  of  society  of  course,  at 
his  great  house  in  Piccadilly.  Where 
would  he  get  those  people  if  he  were 
to  go  look  for  Whiggism  as  a  sine  qua 
non  ?  Happy  am  I  to  say,  nowhere. 
Men  and  women  of  this  caste  are  con- 
sequently always  mixing  together,  and 
it  is  almost  impossible  that  something 
would  not  casually  fall  from  Tory  gen- 
tlemen or  their  ladies  which  could  be 
turned  to  Whig  account.  There  is  in 
reality  at  all  times  an  infinity  of  infor- 
mation, valuable  to  newspapers,  float- 
ing in  that  circle,  which,  of  course,  I 
need  not  tell  you,  is  quite  inaccessible 
to  the  Knights  of  the  Post,  for  such 
fellows  could  hardly  expect  to  be  let 
into  the  kitchen.  Here  it  was  Perry 
shone.  He  had  always  a  fancy  for 
nibbing  his  skirts  to  quality,  and  as 
he  spent  his  very  handsome  income 
freely  and  genteelly,  he  moved  in  a 
very  respectable  circle,  and  had  per- 
sonal access  to  the  nobility  and  gen- 
try of  his  party.  By  this  means  ar- 
ticles appeared  occasionally  in  his 
paper,  which  astonished  the  parties 
concerned,  who  could  not  conjecture 
how  what  they  thought  was  a  well-kept 
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secret  had  got  into  print,  and  on  such 
a  side.  Now,  I  well  know  that  no- 
thing could  be  meaner  on  the  part  of 
the  Whig  communicators  than  this 
pimping  way  of  coming  at  intelligence, 
and  they  know  it  too  ;  but  they  did  it 
nevertheless,  they  being,  as  then  said 
a  thousand  times,  the  meanest  of  all 
mankind.  Look,  for  example,  at  the 
connection  of  Hume  with  Henry  Con- 
stantine  Jennings — Abererombie's  mo- 
tion about  Mr  Arbuthnot's  letter, 
which  had  casually  fallen  into  his 
hands — Brougham's  speeches  about 
the  late  Irish  Attorney-General's  pri- 
vate letter,  which  he  (B.)  knew  to 
have  been  purloined,  and  was  obvious- 
ly not  intended  for  any  one's  inspec- 
tion but  that  of  the  friend  to  whom  it 
was  written,  with  ten  thousand  other 
such  acts  of  the  faction.  Do  not  we  all 
know  that  the  Whig  Laureate,  Tom 
Moore,  actually  published  in  the 
Morning  Chronicle  the  substance  of 
conversations  which  had  occurred  at 
the  Royal  table  itself,  to  which  he  had 
been  incautiously  admitted  ?  and  that 
the  most  pungent  and  piquant  things 
in  those  decorous  poems,  the  Two- 
penny Post  Bag,  and  the  Fudge  Fa- 
mily, which  are  lauded  to  the  stars  by 
the  Whig  abhorrers  of  personality,  are 
derived  from  information  picked  up  in 
the  progress  of  social  intercourse,  and 
perverted  to  filthy  slanders  on  reputa- 
tion, male  and  female,  which  honest 
Thomas  knew  were  not  true.  But 
though  this  kind  of  assassin  treachery 
is  a  regular  part  of  Whig  tactique,  yet 
few  would  wish  it  known  that  they 
were  engaged  in  such  business.  Ac- 
cordingly, though  Perry  was  made  the 
spitting-pot  of  their  slaver,  yet  the 
good  folks  had  a  shyness  in  commit- 
ting themselves  to  his  successor. 
True  it  is,  that  the  Morning  Chroni- 
cle is  still  the  great  Whig  public  organ. 
You  see  in  it  the  indications  of  forth- 
coming storms  in  Parliament  and  else- 
where against  Ministers,  to  whom  it 
consequently  acts  as  a  manometer.  A 
week  or  so  before 

Mr  Tierney  comes  down  like  a  wolf  on  the 
fold, 

or  Mr  Tierney's  ill-governed  troops 
make  a  sally,  the  Morning  Chronicle 
teems  with  paragraph  and  article  tend- 
ing to  pave  the  way  for  the  attack. 
This  shews,  as  I  said  before,  that  it  is 
still  the  public  organ ;  but  the  private 
information  is  gone,  and  its  place  is 
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filled  by  blockhead  correspondence 
from  abroad,  written  by  some  atroci- 
ous garretteer. 

The  paper,  even  before  Perry  went 
the  way  of  all  flesh,  was  feeling  the 
general  calamity  under  which  the  Whig 
press,  from  Jeffrey  to  Hunt,  suffered, 
in  consequence  of  the  failure  of  all 
their  predictions,  and  the  general  pros- 
perity of  the  country.  But  after  his 
death,  things,  as  was  natural  to  expect, 
mended,  as  sour  beer  does  in  summer. 
A  panic  seized  on  the  proprietors,  and 
Perry's  representatives  determined  on 
selling  out.  After  some  negotiations, 
Clement  of  the  Observer,  a  man  per- 
haps more  extensively  connected  with 
the  press  than  any  other  man  in  the 
world,  an  old  routicr  de  guerre,  be- 
came the  purchaser.  He  imagined 
that  with  his  connections,  experience, 
&c.  he  would  be  able  to  infuse  new 
spirit  into  the  concern,  and  bring  it 
back  again  to  its  ancient  palmy  state. 
Accordingly  he  gave  about  L.  15,000, 
—a  very  large  sum,  I  think  an  absurdly 
large  sum,  but  that  is  no  concern  of 
mine — for  it,  and  glad  were  the  sellers. 
Clement,  from  his  old  experience  on 
the  Observer,  the  great  paper  for  ex- 
hibiting Warren's  jet  blacking,  Day 
and  Martin,  Tom  Bish  and  brethren, 
Steers's  Opodeldoc,  Sir  Robert  Wilson's 
begging  box,  Prince's  Russia  Oil,  with 
its  extra  valuable  ingredient,  &c.  &c. 
placed  a  deep  reliance  on  puffing,  and 
accordingly  called  an  aggregate  meet- 
ing of  the  bellows-blowers  of  London 
Town.  Thither  came  the  gentlemen, 
descending  like  Mercury  from  the  ce- 
lestial regions  of  the  garret,  or  break- 
ing way  like  the  earth-born  Tityus 
from  the  subterranean  bowels  of  the 
cellar.  Thither  came  they,  redolent 
of  tobacco  much  adulterated  with 
brown  paper,  or  the  fumes  of  last  night's 
gin-grog,  or  this  morning's  gum-tick- 
ler taken  in  lieu  of  breakfast.  Some 
perhaps  smelt  only  of  beer,  for  all 
mankind  cannot  expect  to  indulge  in 
expensive  luxuries.  The  principal 
feature  of  the  general  costume  of  the 
company,  was  the  coat  closely  button- 
ed to  the  throat,  so  as  to  prevent  any 
impertinent  investigations  as  to  the 
state  of  the  shirt.  An  intrepid  assu- 
rance distinguished  every  brow,  a 
dauntless  contempt  of  principle  shone 
forth  in  every  eye.  They  are,  indeed, 
men  of  liberal  ideas,  and,  in  general, 
members  of  the  Descamisadvi.  When 
they  met  in  conclave,  like  the  magi- 
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clans  in  the  last  canto  of  Thalaba,  Cle- 
ment made  to  them  a  short  speech, 
enforced  by  that  mighty  figure  of  rhe- 
toric which  lies  in  the  breeches-pock- 
et. "  Puff,"  quoth  Clement,  and  forth 
issued  a  volume  of  stinking  breath.  To 
drop  the  allegory,  which  I  am  afraid 
I  have  hammered  out  too  long,  no  ex- 
ertion in  the  puff-line  was  spared — 
and  puff  the  first  was  to  inform  the 
public,  that  the  paper  was  sold  for 
forty  thousand  pounds  —  a  circum- 
stance which,  if  true,  would  insure  to 
the  purchaser  a  Christian  burial  when 
he  hanged  himself,  which  it  is  proba- 
ble he  would  have  done  before  the  end 
of  the  year.  No  Coroner's  Jury  could 
hesitate  to  bring  in  a  verdict  of  Lunacy 
on  the  strength  of  that  one  act.  This 
puff  outrageous  was  sent  to  all  the  pro- 
vincial papers  of  England,  Scotland, 
and  Ireland  for  insertion,  without  dis- 
tinction of  their  politics,  with  a  bribe 
or  advertisement  fee,  (never  boggle  aft 
ft  word,)  varying  from  two  to  five 
guineas.  Hazlitt  then  got  employed 
by  Jeffrey,  in  return  for  having  called 
him  the  King  of  men,  and  he  too  touch- 
ed the  coin  to  panegyrize  the  Morning 
Chronicle,  at  the  expense  of  all  its 
brethren  in  arms,  in  the  degraded 
pages  of  Blue  and  Yellow. 

This  was  of  course  eagerly  extracted 
and  set  in  general  circulation.  Cobbett 
was  induced,  I  know  not  how,  to  de- 
vote some  pages  of  his  Register,  which 
is  still  published,  to  an  enumeration 
of  the  merits  of  the  Morning  Chroni- 
cle, in  most  insulting  comparison  with 
his  old  and  inveterate  foe,  Anna  Bro- 
die,  alias  base  old  Walter,  alias  the 
Bloody  old  Times.  In  short,  such 
puffery  never  was  heard  of;  and  the 
worst  of  all  is,  that  it  in  all  probabi- 
lity will  not  do.  However,  it  is  not 
easy  to  say,  until  the  next  Session  of 
Parliament  is  over,  how  it  will  turn 
out.  Clement  boasts  that  he  has  an 
infinity  of  clever  literary  men  in  his 
pay.  I  doubt  the  fact :  I  know  he 
turned  off  some  half-dozen  or  so  off 
the  old  staff,  thereby  perhaps  incurring 
no  great  loss ;  but  I  venture  to  say, 
that  their  place  is  filled  up  with  rub- 
bish of  no  superior  quality. 

Meanwhile,  the  Old  Times  viewed 
the  whole  concern  with  jealous  leer 
malign.  It  was  stung  to  its  very  core 
by  the  disparagement  with  which  its 
name  was  rneritioned  by  everybody, 
and  determined  to  shew  fight.  The 
trrcat  occasion  of  a  Whig  dinner  in 
14 
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Glasgow  given  to  Brougham,  was  fix- 
ed on  as  a  crisis.  Down  to  the  mighty 
city  of  Saint  Mungo,  the  metropolis  of 
cold  punch,  the  pride  of  Scotland,  and 
the  western  land,  went  the  emissaries 
of  the  rival  prints,  and  the  local  ab- 
surdity of  the  press  on  the  spot,  was 
enlisted  in  their  cause.  The  dinner 
came  and  went.  Brougham  was  great  ; 
Mylne  was  great;  Lawless  was  great; 
Pillans  was  great;  the  Duke  was  mag- 
nificent. It  was  a  great  day  for  Europe. 
The  French  were  driven  out  of  Spain, 
and  the  ministers  out  of  the  cabinet ; 
and  The  Liberty  of  the  Press  was 
given  amid  the  usual  lamentations 
over  the  inflictions  they  suffer  by  its 
means,  from  our  unrelenting  strappa- 
does. Lord  Archibald  turned  out  the 
company  at  a  seasonable  hour,  by 
drinking,  Good-night,  much  to  the 
discontent  of  the  half  dozen,  or  so, 
Glasgowians,  who  happened  to  be  pre- 
sent, and  whose  palates,  annoyed  by 
the  unusual  libations  of  the  claret, 
yearned  for  the  revivifying  smack  of  the 
hot  toddy,  at  the  small  hours  of  morn. 
The  tongues  of  the  eloquent  were  mute, 
and  the  pens  of  the  erudite  were  let 
loose.  Mr  Prentice,  of  the  Glasgow 
Chronicle, 'outdid  himself  in  the  splen- 
dour of  his  description.  He  was  awe- 
struck at  the  exhibition,  and  every  se- 
cond sentence  of  his  exordium  breathed 
the  very  intensity  of  adoration.  Nine 
columns  weredispatchedby  Dowling  of 
the  Morning  Chronicle — a  goodly  bri- 
gade of  the  gormandizing  oratory — 
while  the  poor  Bloody  Old  Woman  of 
Printing-house  Square  had  not  a  line. 
Coffee-house  and  coffee-shop,  club- 
room  and  ale-bench,  wherever  the 
Whigs  congregate,  rung  with  calls  for 
the  Morning  Chronicle,  while  .  the 
Times  was  left  as  unread  as  if  it  had 
been  the  last  poem  of  Barry  Cornwall. 
This  was  a  cut  to  the  bone.  A  blank- 
ness  overspread  all  the  countenances 
of  the  scribes  of  the  Bloody  Journal. 
You  would  have  thought  that  Barry 
O'Meara  had  been  seen  that  morning 
buying  a  new  horse-whip.  What  was 
to  be  done  !  The  Chronicle  must  be 
put  down,  and  the  only  question  that 
remained  to  be  settled  was,  how  this 
was  to  be  effected.  A  bright  thought 
struck  some  of  the  highly-principled 
members  of  the  conclave  of  gentle- 
men. A  packet  has  miscarried,  said 
the  first  gentleman — or  we  imagine  it 
has  miscarried.  It  must  have  been 
stolen — ay,  and  stolen  by  some  of  the 
VOL.  XIV. 


Chronicle  people.  Bravo !  quoth  the 
second ;  clear  as  a  column  of  double 
pica.  Who  is  on  the  beat  for  that  pa- 
per ?  Which  of  their  people  is  taking 
the  air  on  the  north  road  ?  Dowling  was 
discovered  to  be  the  man,  and  they 
were  determined  to  make  a  spectacle 
of  him.  He  was  to  be  accused  of  coach 
robbery.  It  was  a  touch  worthy  of  the 
print  which  made  the  charge  on  John 
Bull,  which,  if  it  had  been  done  viva 
voce,  and  not  in  type,  would  have  sent 
the  "  gentleman"  to  decorate  the  front 
of  the  Old  Bailey,  or  to  swell  the  list 
of  our  countrymen  in  Australasia. 

How  Dowling  was  arrested — brought 
up — let  loose — how  he  tossed  up  his  hat, 
and  wrote  letters  to  his  employers — 
all  that,  and  those,  the  details  of  the 
affair,  are  they  not  written  in  the  fo- 
lios of  the  newspapers  ?  With  them  I 
meddle  not.  As  I  said  at  the  begin- 
ning of  my  letter,  I  know  nothing  of 
Dowling.  I  have  a  dim  recollection  of 
his  horse-whipping,  or  being  horse- 
whipped by,  Orator  Hunt,  some  years 
ago  ;  and  a  misty  vision  of  seeing  him 
in  London,  surrounded  by  a  halo  of 
constables,  to  protect  him  from  the  va- 
gabonds of  that  illustrious  buffoon. 
But  I  write  merely  to  expose  a  little 
of  the  inside  of  trie  London  press — 
the  shifts  its  people  have  recourse  to, 
the  honourable  methods  in  which  they 
carry  on  the  war  against  one  another, 
the  real  value  of  the  information  they 
possess,  and  the  vast  importance  things 
are  to  them,  which  are  but  the  laugh- 
ing-stock of  the  rest  of  mankind.  Con- 
ceive a  rational  being  with  a  soul  to 
be  sent  some  hundred  miles,  kept  wri- 
ting at  the  rate  of  a  forty-horse  power 
steam-engine,  obliged  to  squabble  with 
mail- coachmen,  coach  proprietors, 
clerks,  boots,  &c.  £c.,  and,  after  all, 
lugged  up  by  the  collar  as  a  thief;  for 
what  ?  In  order  that  the  good  folks  of 
Cockaigne  may  be  able  to  know  what 
"it  was  Brougham,  and  Denman,  and 
Lawless,  and  M'Faddel,  said  at  a  ta- 
vern in  Glasgow  !  I  weep  for  the  de- 
gradation of  human  nature.  To  list- 
en to  these  people  is  bad  enough — to 
read  what  they  have  said,  is  sufficient 
to  make  a  man  sick  in  his  stomach ; 
but  to  report  it — to  write  it  out,  must 
be  the  devil  itself.  O  dura  missorum 
ilia  !  Yet  it  is  comical  that  the  poor 
people  so  employed,  are  quite  proud 
of  themselves.  It  is  a  kindly  dispensa- 
tion of  Providence,  after  all.  We  see, 
in  the  same  way,  men  and  women  la- 
3T 
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bouring  under  severe  personal  defects 
quite  ignorant  of  their  existence,  and 
nattering  themselves  that  they  are 
beauties,  in  the  style  of  Adonis  and  Ve- 
nus. 

The  most  sensible  remark  made  du- 
ring the  whole  business,  was  by  a  wit- 
ness, a  coach-clerk,  I  believe,  who  was 
examined  before  the  magistrates.  He 
was  asked,  What  was  the  value  of  the 
parcel  alleged  to  be  stolen  ?  Now,  Kit, 
the  parcel  contained  the  collected 
Whig  wisdom  of  the  West — the  pa- 
triotism of  the  noble  House  of  Hamil- 
ton— the  high  principles  of  Brougham 
— the  decorous  eloquence  of  Mr  Nero 
Denman — the  imported  sagacity  of  the 
well-stuffed  Irishman — the  professorial 
dicta  of  a  Mylne — and  the  well-weighed 
political  intelligence  of  a  McGregor. 
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At  what  price  did  the  clairvoyant  clerk 
value  this  glorious  cargo  ? — Its  weight 
in  diamonds,  at  least? — No — Well, 
then,  in  gold? — Ah,  no — At  what, 
then  ?  Why,  said  the  inexorable  con- 
troller of  coachmen,  "  It  is  not  worth 
TWOPENCE."  Not  more  than  the  sixth 
part  of  the  price  an  Edinburgh  jury 
fixed  on  the  character  of  my  Lord 
Archibald ! 

The  Whig  dinner,  the  Whig  elo- 
quence, the  Whig  wit,  the  Whig  prin- 
ciples of  Glasgow,  not  worth  two- 
pence ! 

0,  'tis  so  moving,  I  can  write  no 
more. 

Yours,  therefore,  without 
further  delay,  Dear  N. 
TIMOTHY  TICKLER. 

Southside,  Nov.  1. 


P.  S.  I  forgot  to  ask  you  whether  you  are  sure  that  Lawless  played  so 
distinguished  a  knife  and  fork  as  your  Whig  friend  described.  If  everybody 
else  at  the  dinner  were  equally  active,  my  fragment  in  your  last  is,  I  ima- 
gine, the  only  one  preserved  of  that  great  constitutional  banquet. 


PUBLIC  CREDIT — PROJECT  IN  AID  OF  IT. 

"  Base  is  the  slave  that  pays  !" 

SHAKESPEARE. 

To  the  Editor  of  Blackiuootfs  Magazine. 


I  CONFESS  I  don't  exactly  remem- 
ber any  instance,  Mr  Editor,  in  which 
your  work  has  puffed  forthcoming 
publications ;  but  I  have  a  matter, 
nevertheless,  so  important  in  hand, 
that  I  shall  give  it  the  chance  of  a  line 
in  your  Magazine. 

My  design,  sir,  is  for  a  book  (with- 
in reasonable  price)  to  be  entitled, 
t(  HINTS  TO  GENTLEMEN  OF  SLEN- 
DER INCOMES  ;"  and  these  Hints, 
proceeding  (I  should  tell  you)  from  a 
gentleman  of  no  Income  at  all,  will 
amount  to  a  Treatise  upon  the  readi- 
est methods  of  getting  into  Debt,  and 
also  upon  the  eftest  management,  ge- 
nerally, of  Creditors  ;  enriched  with  a 
running  Commentary  upon  the  avoid- 
ance of  bailiffs;  rules  and  expedi- 
ents for  getting  rid  of  duns ;  and  a 
few  arguments  (supplementary)  for 
the  repeal  of  the  Insolvent  Act. 

It  is  laid  down  in  I  don't  recollect 
which  of  the  books  of  Don  Quixote, 
by  that  admirable  moralist  and  phi- 
losopher, Sancho  Panza,  that  there  are 
but  two  sorts  of  people  in  the  world — 
those  who  have  money,  and  those  who 
are  without  it ;  and,  if  he  (Sancho) 


does  not  so  contend,  I  am  prepared  to 
contend  for  him,  that  the  latter  of 
these  classes  ought  to  live  at  the  cost 
and  charge  of  the  former. 

That  this  is  law,  I  have  prece- 
dent ;  for,  from  time  immemorial, 
vast  numbers  of  those  who  have,  espe- 
cially "  Fashion  Mongers"  of  all  de- 
scriptions, have  been  treated  by  com- 
mon consent  as  the  ferce  naturae  of  so- 
ciety ; — that  this  is  law,  I  declare  up- 
on principle,  for,  answer  me  who 
can, — If  those  who  "  have  not"  are 
not  to  live  upon  those  who  "  have," 
in  what  other  manner  are  they  to  live  ? 
— It  would  be  a  pretty  excuse  truly,  for 
a  gentleman  who  was  found  naked  in 
the  street,  to  say  that  he  went  about 
without  breeches,  because  he  had  no 
money  to  pay  for  them. 

The  press,  Mr  Editor,  in  this  age, 
aids  pursuits  of  every  description.  One 
writer  counsels  the  "  cutters  of  their 
acquaintance."  Another  assists  "  the 
bearers  of  walking-sticks  and  umbrel- 
las." A  third  ingenious  person  offers 
"  a  shilling's  worth  of  advice  to  any 
gentleman  who  happens  to  be  looking 
for  a  horse ;"  and  a  friend  of  mine  (a 
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widower  just  now 
time)  has  in  hand  "  a  shilling's  worth 
of  advice  to  any  gentleman  who  is 
looking  for  a  wife."  It  is  the  debtors 
only — well  may  they  be  called  "  Poor 
Debtors,"  who  seem  on  all  hands  to 
be  neglected.  The  "  olden  time" 
teems  with  the  assertion  of  their  rights 
— the  dramatists  of  all  ages  have  fed 
fat  upon  their  exploits, — and  yet  no 
one  rises  up  to  direct  the  wandering 
moderns  in  the  path  of  profit  and  glory 
which  was  trodden  by  their  ancestors. 
But  there  is  still  (as  Dr  Solomon  says) 
' '  there  is  still  a  balm  in  Gilead :"  I, 
Mr  North,  am  the  Samaritan  who 
shall  bind  up  the  wounds  of  this 
bleeding  and  forsaken  race  !  In  short, 
my  forthcoming  work  shall  be  a  neat 
Pocket  Manuel, — a  kind,  if  I  may  so 
express  myself,  of  Tailor  Tickler's 
Vade  Mecum — by  which  the  student 
of  Bond  Street  may  read  his  way  to 
the  drab  coat,  as  plainly  as  the  stu- 
dent of  Lincoln's-Inn  reads  his  way  to 
the  stuff  gown. 

Now  I  shall  throw  out  altogether,  in 
the  course  of  this  inquiry,  the  trading 
debtor  ;  that  is  to  say,  the  merchant, 
dealer,  or  chapman.  I  will  have  no 
dealings  with  people  who  are  subject 
to  the  bankrupt  laws ;  nor  anything 
to  say  about  "  Set  off/' — that  is,  in 
the  sense  of  the  ledger.  Neither,  on 
the  other  hand,  will  I  be  of  counsel 
with  rogues,  or  with  sharpers,  who 
pass  by  feigned  names,  or  obtain  goods 
under  false  pretences.  No:  I  mean 
to  labour  exclusively  for  the  benefit  of 
those  (a  very  numerous  class  in  the 
year  1823,)  who  find  padded  coats, 
and  stiff  boots,  pointsx)f  indispensable 
necessity,  who  cannot  possibly  "  sur- 
vive" without  a  f(  cabriolet,"  and  a 
"  rascal,"  and  who  must  dine,  while 
"  things  are,"  at  a  coffee-house  in 
Bond  Street;  but  who  are  careful, 
notwithstanding,  never  to  incur  a  par- 
ticle of  debt,  without  religiously  in- 
tending to  discharge  the  same — "  the 
very  moment  they  can  make  it  conve- 
nient." And  it  shocks  me  really,  to 


importunate  petitioner  with  a  look ; — 
sooth  him  with  a  jest,  or  terrify  with 
an  execration ;  and  then  give  forth  a 
fresh  order  in  such  terms  of  winning 
pleasantry,  that  the  poor  rogue  could 
only  giggle — admire — and  be  undone. 

Oh,  what  a  "  falling  off"  is  there 
now  a-days,  my  countrymen ! 

Think  of  that  tailor  (he  worked  for 
John  Dryden,)  who  could  not  contain 
his  suits  when  a  good  jest  was  pro- 
nounced before  him !  Where  is  that 
tailor  now?  —  He  is  gone  from  the 
shop-board. — lie  has  fled  like  the  co- 
lour of  a  kerseymere  in  the  spring,— 
His  goose  has  passed  in  to  an  other  hand : 
— it  should  have  died  with  him  ! 

Long  as  the  thread  shall  woo  the  needle's 

eye! 
Long  as  silk,  twist,  and  buttons,  have  their 

use  ! 

But  no ;  we  will  not  weep.  He  is 
gone  into  Elysium.  He  wanders 
through  those  fields  where  the  cabbages 
are  ever  green.  He  "  makes"  for  Plu- 
to now.  But  what  are  we  ? 

Tempora  mutantur  :  et  nos,  ^-c. 
Attorneys,  bankers'  clerks,  and  even 
prentices,  owe  money  now  !  Yet,  wri- 
ting, as  I  do,  for  "  Sunday  men,"  and 
not  for  these  "  Sunday  gentlemen," 
fellows  for  whom  the  Tread-mill — 
clarum  si  non  venerabile  nomen — by 
a  stretch  of  modern  genius  is  made 
and  provided — I  will  hope  that  my 
book  will  restore  the  science — the 
gaye  science  may  I  not  call  it,  as  the 
Proven9als,  for  distinction's  sake,  call- 
ed their  art  of  poetry  ? — to  a  respect- 
able, nay,  even,  again  to  a  classical 
footing. 

Then  first, — as  to  the  means  of  get' 
ting  into  debt ;  a  point  upon  which 
different  ages  have  held  different  opi- 
nions. 

Goldsmith  (I  think  it  is)  gives  a 
specimen  of  one  manner — tne  "  free 
style" — which  was  considered  effec- 
tive in  his  day.  "  Master,  what's  your 
name — damme  ?  Cut  me  off  six  yards 
of  that  blue  velvet,  damme.  But 


think,  how,  for  want  of  some  such     harkye !  Don't  fancy  that  I  ever  in- 
code  as  I  propose — some  regulatory    tend  to  pay  you  for  it— damme." 
system  for  men  to  wrong  their  neigh- 
bours by — the  practice  of  indebita- 
tion  has  degenerated  of  late  years.   In 
the  days  of  James  and  Charles,  our 
chief  debtors   were  the  courtiers, — 
men  of  high  fancy,  faculty,  and  breed- 
ing,— fellows  who  had  always  wit,  if 


they  had  not  always  money  at  their 
command, — who  could  overpower  an     Hmatum. 


Of  late  years  the  "  free  style"  has 
fallen  rather  into  disuse  ;  and  an  im- 
provement, in  the  way  of  apparent 
caution,  has  been  devised;  For  in- 
stance— "  Six  pounds  six  ?  That's 
not  a  price  to  suit  me,  Mr  Staytape. 
Five  pounds  for  the  best  article  ;  and 
at  the  regular  credit; — that's  my  ul~> 
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For  my  own  part,  I  think  the  "  free" 
manner  was  too  hastily  laid  aside. 
Caution  did  something  while  the  bloom 
of  novelty  was  upon  it ;  hut  in  the 
long  run  there  is  nothing  like  trust- 
ing to  the  natural  principal ;  and  the 
hope  of  huge  gain  is  the  true  key  to 
the  heart  of  a  shopkeeper. 

Whatever  style,  however,  you  a- 
dopt,  half  the  battle  lies  in  a  proper 
introduction  of  the  affair.  Never  run 
headlong — open-mouthed,  at  a  trades- 
man with  your  proposal ; — but  keep 
your  design  behind  you,  as  a  tooth- 
drawer  does  his  wrenching  iron, — and 
let  the  same  roar  from  your  patient 
announce  the  developement  of  your 
intent  and  its  completion. 

Look  carefully  to  the  ushering  in 
of  the  transaction.  To  use  the  name 
of  an  acquaintance  by  way  of  pass- 
port would  be  dishonourable  ;  but,  if 
you  can  manage  to  call  in  the  com- 
pany of  a  friend,  it  may  do  well.  You 
can  then  be  seized  with  a  fancy  for 
the  "  d — d  fellow's  cut."  He  may- 
try  "  just  one  coat ;"  and,  "  if  it  hits, ' 
"  you'll  do  something  more  for  him." 
Give  your  order,  if  possible,  in  the 
presence  of  your  acquaintance  ;  be- 
cause that,  in  fact,  makes  him  bail 
by  implication ;  and  yet  he  can't, 
though  he  sees  his  danger,  for  decen- 
cy's sake,  interfere.  Above  all,  take 
care  that  the  whole  appears  to  arise 
out  of  the  whim  of  the  moment. 
Seem  to  be  well  served  already,  but 
capricious. — Lead  the  creature  gently, 
and  he'll  follow  like  a  lamb.  And  be 
cautious  always  to  take  your  measures, 
— or  rather  to  have  them  taken — in 
good  time ;  and  as  you  hope  for  credit, 
don't  go  in  an  old  coat  to  give  orders 
for  a  new  one. 

And  what  a  field  does  this  practice 
throw  open  for  bold  and  dexterous 
manoeuvre  !  Talk  of  Talavera,  Sala- 
manca, or  Waterloo  ?  I  saw  a  display 
of  gladiatorship  not  six  weeks  ago, 
between  a  friend  of  mine  (a  half-pay 
captain)  and  a  tailor  in  Covent-Gar- 
den,  such  as  Agincourt  nor  Pharsa- 
lia  ever  beheld  the  like  of.  He  of 
the  needle,  to  do  him  justice,  was  as 
very  a  devil  as  ever  sat  cross-legged. 
He  had  been  twenty  years  in  busi- 
ness ;  dealing  with  all  customers  ; 
taking  the  measures  of  all  kinds  of 
men  ; — he  was  a  member  of  seven  so- 
cieties for  the  prosecution  of  swind- 
lers ;  a  list  of  insolvents  hung  behind 
hLs  counter  ;  it  was  a  bailiff's  brother 
who  managed  his  books  ;  and  his  cld- 
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est  son  was  clerk  to  an  attorney  !  My 
friend  opened  the  ball  by  paying  an 
arrear  of  twenty  guineas,  meaning  to 
' '  give  it"  the  scnneider,  (as  the  phrase 
is)  at  least,  for  a  hundred ;  and  the 
set-to  was  the  sweetest  thing  I  ever 
beheld  in  my  life  !  All  the  high 
ground  was  on  the  enemy's  side.  The 
slightest  symptom  of  purpose, — the 
smallest  shew  of  eagerness — anything 
like  a  hasty  offer,  or  promise  too  good 
to  be  kept,  would  have  ruined  us. 
But,  as  good  as  the  tailor  was,  it  was 
nine  to  one  against  him  from  the  be- 
ginning. The  captain  was  over  him 
• — length  and  science — every  way.  He 
gave  his  large  order  with  detail  and 
precision  ;  stood  the  hint  that  follow- 
ed as  to  "  what  credit  ?"  without 
changing  colour. — The  victim  doubt- 
ed.— His  head  was  in  Chancery. — 
"  Probable  profit ;"— "  possible  loss!" 
— At  length  it  came  to  "  last  cards" 
on  both  sides.  The  Schneider  was 
forced  to  speak  first.  "  Will  you  give 
me  a  bill  for  the  whole  at  three 
months  ?"  he  asked — It  was  well  play- 
ed for  the  king  ;  but  we  had  the  ace 
behind. — "  I  can't  do  it  on  a  certain- 
ty at  three  months,**  replied  my  friend ; 
"  but  you  shall  have  your  bill  at  six." 
—He  bit. 

Upon  the  general  management  of 
creditors,  my  first  direction  is — see  all 
your  duns.  When  you  have  made  up 
your  mind  to  pay  nothing,  what  pos- 
sible risk  can  you  incur  ? 

There  is  good  authority  upon  the 
books  for  receiving  such  dependants  as 
these  at  breakfast.  Take  especial  care 
always  to  keep  about  you  that  cheap 
corner-stone  of  credit — a  handsome, 
nay,  an  expensive  appearance  in  trifles. 
Loll  upon  a  rich  sofa — though  unpaid 
for,  'tis  no  matter.  Wear  a  magnifi- 
cent dressing-gown — it  shall  strike 
awe  into  the  very  artist  that  made  it. 
See  that  you  have  a  sufficiently  expen- 
sive tea  equipage  upon  your  table ; 
with  show  of  flowers,  perfumes,  and 
such  perishable  commodities  as  mark 
the  habitual  carelessness  of  money,  if 
not  its  habitual  abundance. 

For  your  manner,  let  it  be  easy; 
yet  never  so  free  but  that  you  can  be 
offended  on  the  sudden  if  you  happen 
to  find  it  convenient.  If  the  enemy 
is  civil,  talk  of  disappointments,  low 
prices,  no  rents,  agricultural  distress  ; 
these  are  good  topics  now.  Property 
in  Ireland  may  always  come  in  well. 
Whiteboys,  Shanavats,  outrages,  and 
Captain  Kock.  You  may  burn  crops 
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of  wheat,  if  you  like,  on  the  bog  of 
Allan ;  or  even  have  three  acres  of 
land  and  a  windmill  all  carried  off  your 
estate  in  one  night !  On  the  other 
hand,  never  suffer  yourself  to  be  dis- 
turbed by  an  insolent  or  pertinacious 
demand.  Remember  on  such  occa- 
sions that  the  power  is  in  you.  If  a 
fellow  is  troublesome,  tell  him  plump 
that  "  he  shall  wait  three  mouths  for 
his  impertinence"-— meantime,  "  you 
withdraw  your  custom  from  him  alto- 
gether"— and,  if  he  plagues  you  a 
moment  longer,  "  you  shall  be  com- 
pelled to  kick  him  down  stairs." — In- 
deed I  have  known  that  course  taken 
in  the  first  instance  with  very  admi- 
rable effect. 

Then,  as  a  rule  which  deserves  to  be 
written  in  the  Fives  Court  and  at 
Tattersall's,  I  say — Do  things  (I  say) 
upon  an  extensive  scale.  I  will  not 
talk  about  the  proverb  of  the  Sheep 
and  the  Lamb,  because  there  is  some- 
thing of  an  unlucky  turn  about  the 
first  half  line  of  it ;  but,  depend  upon 
it,  it  is  more  creditable  to  owe  for 
claret  than  for  port ;  besides  that  the 
former  is  the  more  pleasant  and  gen- 
tlemanly drinking.  Tradesmen  have, 
from  some  instinct  in.  their  nature,  a 
predilection,  nay,  a  kind  of  veneration, 
for  anything  that  leads  to  a  long  bill. 
I  am  not  sure  that  a  shopkeeper  could 
refuse  a  500/.  order,  even  although  he 
were  certain  that  he  should  never  get 
a  shilling  of  the  money.  I  am  clear 
that  he  would  like  a  man  better  for 
owing  him  500/.,  than  for  paying  him 
250/.  And  as  regards  arrangements 
(after  the  ceremony)  with  sufferers  in 
esse,  the  mere  circumstance  of  having 
issued  a  command  to  the  amount  of  a 
thousand  pounds,  gives  you  such  a 
hold  upon  a  tradesman's  weakness  and 
bonhommie  !  He  remembers  the  lord- 
ly air  with  which  the  order  was  given. 
The  profits  which  have  accrued — no, 
which  are  to  accrue,  when  the  money 
is  paid.  And  he  hopes  that  it  will  be 
paid.  He  thinks  it  must. — "  Not 
now,  Francis  ;  but  to-morrow ;  or  on 
Friday,  Francis."  A  man  never  sure 
can  have  ordered  for  five  hundred 
pounds,  and  have  no  means  at  all ! — I 
shall  have  infinite  to  say,  in  my  to-be- 
esteemed  work,  on  behalf  of  an  order 
to  the  extent  of  Five  hundred  pounds. 

But  I  am  running  this  sketch  to  an 
impracticable  length ;  and  must  pass, 
therefore,  in  silence,  over  a  variety  of 
important  topics.  My  book  will  be 
printed  in  a  neat  octavo  volume,  with 
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copious  index,  references,  and  notes, 
after  the  manner  of  our  law  digests, 
along  with  which,  indeed,  it  will  take 
its  place.'  For  example,  looking  to  the 
article  of  TAILOR  in  the  index,  the 
reader  will  find  the  following  instruc- 
tions : — "  TAILOR  ;  from  the  French, 
Tailler,  to  shape  or  cut.  TAILORS, 
flourished  first  in  Germany,  p.  138; 
pilloried  for  cabbaging,  pp.  42  and 
165;  men  in  law,  p.  273;  have  a 
hell  of  their  own,  p.  364 ;  ruined  by 
giving  credit,  pp.  4,  13,  27,  30,  92, 
101,  253;  paid,  p.  16;  humorously 
cajoled,  p.  196;  tossed  in  a  blanket, 
p.  222;  felony  to  kill,  p.  391.— TAI- 
LOR (Tailleu?-},  see  Sufferer  ;  Schnei- 
der ;  Goose ;  Brentford,  £c.  &c.  &c. 

A  total  change  in  the  condition — 
a  reorganization,  indeed — of  society 
must  arise,  or  I  am  mistaken,  from 
the  publication  of  this  work  I  con- 
template. To  simplify  and  extend  the 
means  of  getting  credit,  is,  in  effect,  to 
open  a  new  mine  of  subsistence  to  the 
community.  It  is  not  to  our  home 
policy  alone  that  the  operation  of  my 
principle  will  extend ;  thousands  upon 
thousands  from  our  superabundant 
home  population  shall  go  forth,  not  to 
starve  in  the  back  woods  of  America, 
but  to  live  upon  the  fat  of  the  land  in 
the  choicest  countries  of  Europe. 

Then,  considering  that  the  man  who 
once  pays  for  my  book  will  be  re- 
lieved, as  long  as  he  lives,  from  the 
necessity  of  paying  for  anything  else, 
I  cannot  doubt  of  an  unprecedented 
sale.  Thirty  English  editions  at  least, 
and  translations  out  of  number ;  some 
token  of  the  national  gratitude— it 
can't  be  less  than  20,000/. ;  these,  in 
a  confined  view  of  the  matter,  are  pro- 
fits which  I  may  reckon  upon.  I  look 
that,  Mr  Editor,  your  numerous  con- 
tributors (more  than  any  set  of  men 
perhaps  interested  in  this  new  pros- 
pect thrown  open),  will  send  you  at 
least  an  article  a-piece  upon  the  occa- 
sion. For  myself,  I  can  accept  no- 
thing beyond  approbation  from  my 
fellow-craft ;  but,  if  "  a  particular 
ballad,"  in  the  pages 'of  Black  wood's 
Magazine,  should  commend  the  true 
alchemist  of  the  year  1823,  who  aban- 
doned the  hopeless  task  of  making 
gold,  and  pursued  the  true  secret  of 
philosophy— thatof  doing  withoutit— 
such  a  tribute  might  perhaps  ease  the 
grateful  hearts  of  those  who  offered  it ; 
and  (in  that  view)  would  not  be  un- 
acceptable to 
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The  Pewter  Quart. 


CNov. 


&uart» 

to  an  oltt  2Tune. 

Written  an*  Compose*  (or  tfce  JoUtfftatfon  of  SSfefter*  of  &eer, 
Porter,  ale,  £>tout,  $a$pj>, 

3ntt  all  ot&er  Configurations  of  ^Halt  antr  ^op, 

Preface  to  the  Reader,  which  serves  also  for  Invocation. 

Gentle  Meatier! 

Poets  t£ere  iuere,  fn  age*  fcadt, 

Sung  r&e  fame  of  t&e  fconng  23latfc  $ac& ; 

tunetJ  Jiarmontous  lags 
tfce  Eeat^ern  Bottled  prafee ; 

not  $  t£en  lift  nrg  quiU, 
Co  Jjjmttt  a  measure  irtQ$ter  ^ttll  ? 

^  ^Ul  resort, 
nte  to  flaunt  of  tf)e  ^etoter  <?Btuart. 


HERE,  boy,  take  this  handful  of  brass,  A -cross  to  the  Goose  and 


Gridir'n  pass,  Count  the  coin  on  the  counter  out,  And  bring  me  a  quart  of 


foaming  stout :  Put  it  not  in -to  hot -tie  or  jug,  Can -ni- kin,  rumkinj 


flag'n,  or  mug ;  In  -  to    no-thing  at  all,   in  short,  Ex- 


cept  the  na-tu- 


ral  Pew-ter  Quart. 

2. 

As  for  the  glass,  though  I  love  it  well, 

Yet  the  quart  I  take  to  be  prefera ble ; 

For  it  is  solid  and  stout,  like  what 
Bubbles  and  froths  inside  the  pot : 
Why  should  anything,  brittle  or  frail, 
Fence  ENGLAND'S  liquor,    VALOROUS 

ALE  ! 

He  was  a  man  of  taste  and  art, 
Who  stowed  it  ait/ay  in  a  Pewter 

Quart. 

3. 

In  the  bowels  of  ENGLAND'S  ground, 
Its  materials  all  are  found, 
From  its  sides  should  flow  again, 
What  cheers  the  bowels  of  ENGLAND'S 

men  : 

Can  the  same  be  said,  I  ask, 
In  favour  of  foreign  flagon  or  flask  ? 
None  can  of  t Item  the  good  rt'jtotl^ 
We  can  of  our  national  Pewter  Quart. 


Pleasant  it  is  their  shine  to  see, 

Like  stars  in  the  waves  of  deep  Galilee ; 

Pleasant  it  is  their  chink  to  hear, 

When  they  rattle  on,  table  full  charged 

with  beer ; 

Pleasant  it  is,  when  a  row's  on  foot, 
That  you  may,  when  you  wish  to  demolish 

a  brute, 

Politely  the  lad  to  good  manners  ex- 
hort, 

By  softening  his  skull  with  a  Pewter 
Quart 


5. 

As  for  the  mallet-pate,  pig-eye  Chinese, 
They  may  make  crockery  if  they  please ; 
Fit,  perhaps,  may  such  vebicle  be, 
For  marrowless  washes  of  curst  Bohea  ; 
That  is  a  liquor  1  leave  to  be  drunk 
By  Cockney  poet  and  Cockney  punk  ; 
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Folkt  with  whom  I  never  consort,  Make  a  dead  thief  dance  a  Highland  reel, 

Preferring  to  cliat  with  my  Pewter  And  butcher  a  beast  without  cleaver  or 

Quart.  steel  : 

6.  And  he  proves  by  this  science,  with 

Silver  and  gold  no  doubt  are  fine,  erudite  art, 

But  on  my  table  shall  never  shine  ;  That  malt  must   be  drunk  from  a 

Being  a  man  of  plain  common  sense,  Pewter  Quart. 
I  hate  all  silly  and  vain  expense, 

And  spend  the  cash  these  gew-gaws  cost,  9. 

In  washing  down  gobbets  of  boiled  and  If  Hock  then  loves  the  glass  of  green, 

roast,  And  champagne  in  its  swan-necked  flask  is 

With  stingo  stiff"  of  the  stiffest  sort,  seen  ; 

Curiously  pulkdfrom  a  Pewter  Quart.  If  Glasgow  punch  in  a  bowel  we  lay, 

_  And  twist  off  our  dram  in  a  wooden  quaigh  ; 


. 

They  give  .  smack,  say  the  wry  folks,  Le*  A'.r  •**"  Barleycorn  kcef  h,, 

ss£±f?  £££•          HS?  **  froA  in  hi>  Pewter 

Water  in  either  my  belly  or  shoes  ;  ^ 

And  shall  never  be  counted  art  or  part  -,^ 

Inputting  the  same  in  a  Pewter  Quart.     ^  ^  takg  ^  ^^  of 

8.  Across  to  the  Goose  and  Gridiron  pass, 

Galvani  one  day,  skinning  a  frog,  Count  the  coin  on  the  counter  out, 

To  pamper  his  paunch  with  that  pinch-  And  bring  me  a  quart  of  foaming  stout  ; 

gut  prog,  Put  it  not  into  bottle  or  jug, 

Found  out  a  science  of  wonderful  wit,  Cannikin,  rumkin,  flagon,  or  mug—  . 
Which  can  make  a  stuck  pig  kick  out  in  a  Into  nothing  at  all,  in  short, 

fit,  Except  the  natural  Pewter  Quart. 

HERE  FOLLOWS 
A  DISSERTATION  ON  THE  LEATHER  BOTTLE  AND  THE  BLACK  JACK. 

IN  the  works  of  the  ingenious  D'Urfey,  which  he  who  studies  not  with  noc- 
turnal and  diurnal  attention,  is  worthy  of  infinite  reprobation,  not  to  say 
worse,  will  be  discovered  two  poems,  which  have  not,  as  yet,  excited  the  notice 
of  the  learned  in  the  manner  which  they  deserve.  I  shall  therefore,  as  briefly 
as  the  importance  of  the  matter  will  admit  of,  dissertate  somewhat  upon  them  ; 
inviting  the  attention  of  the  sage  .and  erudite  to  my  remarks  ;  perfectly  regard- 
less of  the  approbation  or  disapprobation  of  those  whom  my  friend,  the  Reve- 
rend Edward  Irving,  calls  "  the  flush  and  flashy  spirits  of  the  age  ;"  thereby 
making  an  agreeable  and  euphuistical  alliteration  at  head  and  tail. 

In  the  third  volume  of  "  Pills  to  Purge  Melancholy/'  the  two  hundred  and 
forty-seventh  page,  and  first  verse,  will  be  found  these  words  :— 

Clie  SLeatfcer  Bottle* 

$ofo  (ffirott  afcofoe,  t$at  matte  all  tfjurgg, 

?fteai)en  antr  eavtij,  antf  all  therein  J 

C£e  g$t)jg  uj)on  t£e  gea#  to  gfotm, 

Co  feeep  foeg  out,  tfjeg  come  not  in, 

$oh)  elSerj)  one  fcotf)  iD^at  £e  tan 

fill  (or  t£e  ttge  antf  prafgc  of  man* 
$  fofei)  tn  l^eaben  tjat  Soul  mag  ttfoell 
Cfcat  fi^t  ttefateetr  t$e  leatjjevn  fcottle. 

A  more  splendid  exordium  is  not  in  the  whole  compass  of  our  poetry.  The 
bard,  about  to  sing  of  a  noble  invention,  takes  high  ground.  His  eye,  with  a 
fine  frenzy  rolling,  glances  at  the  origin  of  the  world,  the  glories  of  Heaven, 
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and  the  utilities  of  earth  ;  at  old  ocean  murmuring  with  its  innumerable  waves, 
and  the  stately  vessels  walking  the  waters  in  all  their  magnificence  ;  and  then, 
by  a  gradual  and  easy  descent,  like  Socrates  bringing  philosophy  from  the  abodes 
of  the  gods  to  the  dwellings  of  men,  chaunts  the  merits  of  him  who,  for  the 
use  and  praise  of  man,  devised  the  Leathern  Bottle.  Compare  Pindar's  cele- 
brated opening  with  this,  and  you  will  see  how  short  is  the  flight  of  the  Boeo- 
tian muse,  contrasted  with  that  of  our  own  swan.  Observe,  moreover,  the  so- 
lid British  feeling  of  the  illustrious  poet.  No  sooner  does  he  mention  ships, 
than  the  national  spirit  breaks  forth. 

€$e  £3)i$0  upon  t£e  Sea*  to  shunt, 
Co  fceqj  foes  out,  t£ej)  tome  not  for* 


Had  the  man  who  wrote  this,  one  idea  inconsistent  with  the  honour  and 
glory  of  Britain  ?  —  I  lay  a  thousand  pounds  he  had  not.  Had  he  lived  in  o\ir 
days,  he  would  have  consigned  the  economists  to  the  devil  and  the  Scotsman. 
Conceive,  for  a  moment,  this  great  man,  big  with  beer,  and  thoroughly  im- 
pressed with  veneration  for  our  walls  of  wood,  reading  that  article  in  the  Edin- 
burgh on  the  Navigation  Laws.  What  an  upcurled  lip  of  indignation  would 
he  not  display  !  How  hearty  would  be  his  guffaw  of  contempt  !  How  frequent 
his  pulls  at  the  vessel  inserted  in  his  dexter  paw,  in  order  to  wash  down  the 
cobweb  theories  he  was  endeavouring  to  swallow  !  How  impatiently  would  the 
pigtail  turn  under  his  nether-gum,  until  at  last,  losing  patience,  he  would  fling 
the  Balaam  over  the  bannisters,  and  exclaim,  "  Here,  John,  take  it  away  from 
me,  and  put  it  in  the  only  place  where  it  can  be  at  all  for  the  use  and  praise 
of  man."  What  place  that  is,  it  is  not  necessary  for  me  to  mention. 


,  fo|jat  tro  gou  San  to  t|je  tanns  of  fooott  ? 
;jFatrj),  tfjej)  are  nought,  tyt&  cannot  fce  gootr  ; 
StfUfjen  a  man  for  foeer  £e  fcot£  therein  Sent*, 
Co  Ijafoc  tljem  ftlletr,  as  ije  troti)  intentr  : 
C£e  ft  carer  gtunffiletfi  &g  t£c  iuai>, 
QLvto  on  t£e  grountt  iris  liquor  tfotij  iaj)  ; 
Cijen  straight  t|je  man  fceginS  to  fcait,  " 
&ntf  siuears  tt,  'tiuas  long  o£  t^e  iuoofcen  tan  ; 
3Sut  DaU  it  fceen  tn  a  leathern  fcottlc, 

tr,  aft  |jatJ  ficcn  tueU  ; 
Safe  therein  it  iuottltJ  remain, 
tlje  man  got  up  again* 

in  £eaben,  ^t, 


The  ambling  pace  of  the  verse  cannot  be  sufficiently  commended.  Here  we 
go  on  jog  trot,  as  Sancho  Panza  on  Dapple.  Nothing  stops  the  full  gush  of 
poetry  poured  out  in  a  ceaseless,  murmuring  flow,  like  a  brook  rolling  at  the 
feet  of  two  lovers  by  moonlight.  Remark,  too,  the  insight  this  verse  gives  us 
of  the  manners  of  the  poet.  His  habits  are  completely  anti-domestic  ;  they 
have  what  King  Leigh  calls  "  all  the  freshness  of  out-of-doors  life."  He  has 
no  store  at  home.  When  he  wants  to  drink,  he  sends  for  the  quantity  required. 
All  the  bother  of  butlers  is  done  away  with.  The  whole  tribe  of  tapsters  are 
his  footmen,  and  the  wide  world  his  cellar.  You  perceive,  too,  the  habit  of 
his  household  :  it  is  in  a  state  of  perpetually  blissful  intoxication.  Nothing  can 
be  more  a  matter  of  course  than  that  any  messenger  of  his  should  stumble  by 
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the  way  ;  it  is  a  regular  affair  of  ordinary  speculation.  And  then  see  his  mag- 
nanimity. Grieved  as  he  is  at  the  loss  of  his  liquor,  he  has  no  indignation. 
against  the  drunken  bearer,  but  transfers  his  wrath  to  the  vessel,  resolving 
henceforward  to  alter  his  measures.  In  all  this,  there  is  something  Christian- 
like  and  philanthropic. 


for  tfce  pots  fottlj  fjantrleS  tfcree, 
j,  t£ej>  Sljall  Jjabe  no  praise  of  me, 

a  man  antr  !nS  foife  tro  fall  at  Strife, 
(&S  manj>,  $  fear,  jjafoe  ttone  in  tfjeir  life,) 
Cf)eg  lag  t£eir  |>antfS  upon  t£e  pot  fiotji, 
fcreafc  t£e  Same,  t|joug|)  t£eg  foere  lot£ 
it|)  t£ej>  s£all  ansfoer  another  tta», 
tasting  t|mr  liquor  So  bainlj)  atoag  : 
33ut  Jwti  it  fceen  in  a  fcottle  filled, 
€3je  one  mig|)t  fjabe  tuggetf,  tfje  otjier 
Cfcej?  Ijot^  mig^t  ^abe  tuggetr  till  t^eir  hearts  Uitf  ake, 
^ntr  j?et  no  ^arm  t^e  bottle  iuoultf  tafee* 
in 


The  philosophy  of  this  verse  is  worthy  of  Lord  Bacon  or  his  commentator. 
The  philosopher,  knowing  the  pugnacity  of  human  nature,  feels  no  surprise  at 
a  matrimonial  scuffle,  but  instantly  his  great  object  occurs  to  his  mind.  ((  Fight 
it  out,"  quoth  he  ;  "  fight  it  out  by  all  means  ;  but  don't  spill  the  drink."  The 
whole  forms  a  pleasant  domestic  picture  ;  the  husband  on  one  side  of  the  table, 
warming  his  bunnions  at  the  fire  ;  the  wife,  mending  a  pair  of  breeches  at  the 
other  ;  and  a  three-handled  pot,  lying  in  quiet  serenity  between  them,  upon  a 
a  deal  table.  Suddenly  arises  a  storm,  occasioned  by  what  we  are  not  inform- 
ed by  the  poet,  but  most  probably  by  an  unequal  division  of  the  contents  of 
the  aforesaid  pot  —  and  a  combat  ensues.  Both  seize  the  pot,  and  the  liquor  is 
spilt.  How  touchingly,  and  yet  with  a  just  indignation,  does  our  friend  reflect 
on  this  ! 

dfor  fofntlj  tfjeg  s^all  an^foer  another  &ag, 
dfor  tasting  t£eir  liquor  So  bainlg  aioag, 

The  solemnity  of  this  threat  is  awfully  impressive.  It  sounds  like  a  voice 
from  Delphi,  or  like  a  deep-toned  imprecation,  uttered  from  the  mystic  groves 
of  Eleusis.  There  is  nothing  like  it  in  all  Paradise  Lost. 

$ofo  io£at  of  tlje  flagons  of  silber  fine  ? 
jFait£,  t^ep  Sijall  Jwbe  no  praise  of  mine* 
W3$m  a  nofcleman  £e  fcotjj  t&em  sentr 
Co  fcabe  tjjem  fillet!,  as  fce  tfotlj  intentr, 

man  fonti)  £iS  flagon  runs  quite  afoag, 

neber  is  Seen  again  after  t£st  tfag* 
,  t£en  Ins  lortr  begins  to  San, 

stoearS  Jje  ^at^  lost  fcotl)  fiagon  antf  man  : 
23ut  it  ne'n*  iuas  fcnobm  t|iat  page  or  groom, 
2Sut  iuitl)  a  leathern  Bottle  again  fooultr  tome* 
fois!)  in  ^eaiien,  ^t, 


You  see  here  the  touches  of  a  fine  archaic  simplicity.    The  silver  flagon  in- 
dicating that  its  possessor  is  a  nobleman — the  provision  for  life  which  it  affords 
VOL.  XIV.  3  U 
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the  flying  footman,  who  never  again  is  seen  after  tJiat  day — the  baronial  swear- 
ing of  his  lordship — and  his  regret  at  the  loss  of  his  property,  first  in  the  flagon, 
and  then  in  the  man ;  all  take  us  back  to  the  feudal  times,  and  make  us  think 
of  beetle-browed  castles  frowning  over  foaming  cataracts  ;  of  knights  clad  in 
the  panoply  of  plate  and  mail  pricking  forth  upon  the  plain ;  of  ladye  love, 
and  chivalrye  ; 

Of  tilting  furniture,  emblazoned  shields, 
Impresses  quaint,  caparisons  and  steeds, 
Bases  and  tinsel  trappings,  gorgeous  knights, 
At  tilt  and  tournament ;  then  marshatt'd  feast, 
Served  up  in  hall  with  sewers  and  seneschals. 


It  is  agreeable  to  yield  the  mind  occasionally  to  these  soft  delusions  of  fancy, 
and  to  let  our  souls  revel  in  the  beauties  and  splendours  of  times  past  by.  But, 
alas  !  as  Burke  says,  "  the  day  of  chivalry  is  gone,  and  the  glory  of  Europe  is 
departed."  I  agree  with  that  great  orator,  but  shall  nevertheless  proceed  with 
the  Leathern  Bottle. 

$oto  tofcat  fco  gott  gag  to  tljege  glaggeg  fine  ? 
),  tfceg  gfcall  £abe  no  pratge  of  mine, 
n  frtentrg  are  at  a  taBle  get, 
Bg  t£em  geberal  gortg  of  meat, 
€|je  one  lobeg  fleg|>,  tije  otfjer  fig£ ; 
^mong  t$em  all  remobe  a  trig!) ; 
Couc£  But  a  glag*  upon  tlje  Brtm, 
Cije  glagg  tg  Brofee ;  no  tome  left  tn : 
Be  gour  taBIe*riot!j  ne'er  go  fine, 
Iteg  pour  Beer,  gour  ate,  gour  tome ; 
r,  fcouBtlegg,  for  go  gmall  aBuge, 
<&  goung  man  mai)  ^ig  geririce  loge. 
mntr  $  tofg^j,  be. 

I  am  sorry  the  poet  wrote  this  verse.  There  is  something  flunkyish  and  val- 
leydeshammical  in  the  whole  passage.  Something,  in  fact,  Moorish — I  mean 
Peter-Moorish ;  and,  I  suspect,  an  interpolation.  What  need  we  care  for  the 
discarded  skip,  or  the  stained  diaper?  Get  it  washed.  Warrant  it  will  not  add 
a  shilling  to  your  washerwoman's  bill  in  the  twelvemonths.  But  perhaps  you 
affe  afraid  of  the  stains  remaining  to  offend  your  optic  nerve.  Make  your  mind 
easy  on  the  subject.  You  will  find  your  remedy  in  the  two  hundred  and  nine- 
ty-ninth page  of  the  Book  of  Rundell.  "  Rub  your  part,"  says  that  she- Kit- 
chener, "  on  each  side  with  yellow  soap  ;  then  lay  on  a  mixture  of  starch  in 
cold  water,  very  thick ;  rub  it  well  in,  and  expose  the  linen  to  the  sun  and 
air,  till  the  stain  comes  out.  If  not  removed  in  three  or  four  days,  rub  that 
off,  and  renew  the  process.  When  dry,  it  may  be  sprinkled  with  a  little  wa- 
ter." Observe,  it  may  be  sprinkled ;  for  she  does  not  insist  on  that  with  dogged 
pertinacity.  Nothing  can  be  more  simple  than  the  process  ;  and  I  am  sorry 
the  matter  was  mentioned.  If  it  really  be  ^bonajidc  part  of  the  composition, 
I  must  only  class  it  among  the  follies  of  the  wise ;  and  mourn  over  the  frail 
condition  of  human  nature. 

to$en  tfctg  Bottle  tg  groton  oltt 
tfcat  it  hull  no  longer  fcolfc, 
of  tjje  gfoe  j>ou  mag  tut  a  tlout, 
Co  mentr  pour  g£oe  tofcen  toorn  out ; 
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<&v  fiang  t$e  otifjer  sftre  on  a  pht, 
'Cbrill  Serbe  to  put  manp  otttf  trifles  (n, 
&S  nails,  afols,  antf  cantrles'  entts  ; 
.dfor  goung  fceginnerS  neelf  suc£  things* 
$  fois!)  in  f^eaben  £iS  Soul  mag  tftoell, 
first  inbentefc  t&e  Eeatfjern  SSottle, 


This  is  a  brilliant  verse,  and  displays  a  genius  for  mechanical  invention, 
which  would  do  honour  to  a  Perkins.  The  thrifty  management,  too,  is  highly 
commendable  ;  and  the  care  he  manifests  for  young  beginners,  marks  a  paren- 
tal and  humane  disposition,  which  converts  our  admiration  of  the  poet  into 
love  for  the  man.  He  appears  to  be  of  the  opinion  of  that  eminent  statesman 
—  the  Mr  Maberley  of  his  day  —  who  declared  that  there  is  nothing  like  lea- 
ther. Much  may  be,  and  indeed  has  been,  said,  on  both  sides  of  the  question  ; 
but  though  the  controversy  is  far  from  being  set  at  rest,  I  shall  not  agitate  it 
on  the  present  occasion. 

Let  me  now  turn  to  the  second  head  of  my  discourse  ;  namely,  the  Black 
Jack. 

*€fe  a  pitiful  t£ing,  tibat  nob)*a*trags,  Sirs, 
©wr  poets  turn  Eeatfcern  33ottle  praiSerS  ; 
3Sut  if  a  leathern  tfceam  tfceg  Ufa  lack, 

migfjt  fcetter  £abe  rfjoSen  t£e  fconng  33ladt  $acft  ; 
fajBen  t|)*j>  ar*  fcot|)  noiu  foell  iootn  anU  ticcapetf, 
t£e  Satfe,  t^an  t^e  iottle,  murf)  more  tan  6 
3E  iotel)  ^(^  5oul  mut£  gootf  maj)  partake, 
t^e  Sonng  Blacfe  Jatiu 


I,  for  one,  am  free  to  admit,  that  I  do  not  like  this  commencement.  There 
is  something,  as  Leigh  Hunt  says,  base  and  reviewatory  in  it.  Why  need  he 
disparage  the  valuable  labours  of  his  predecessor  bard  ?  The  world  was  large 
enough  for  them  both.  But  the  poetic  tribe  is  irritable.  This  very  moment, 
there  is  barbarous  civil  war  going  on  among  them.  Southey  calls  Byron  Sa- 
tan ;  and  Byron  compliments  the  Laureate  with  the  soothing  title  of  Rogue. 
Bernard  Barton  has  been  heard  to  declare,  that  he  did  not  think  ODoherty's 
poetry  had  anything  Miltonian  about  it  —  to  be  sure  it  was  in  private  ;  and  he 
qualified  the  assertion  by  adding,  that  he  gave  it  merely  as  matter  of  opinion  ; 
but  after  all,  it  was  shabby  on  the  part  of  Broadbrim.  I  say  nothing  ;  and 
mention  the  business  just  in  illustration. 


nol»  $  farill  fcegin  to 

tfce  nmbcmntce*  of  fyt  Jacfc  are. 
jfirgt,  to^en  a  gang  o£  gootf  fellofog  tJo  meet, 
&&  oft  at  a  fatr,  or  a  toafee,  gou  gfcaU  gce't  ; 
Clicg  regolbe  to  !jabe  Some  merrp  carousJeg, 
ftvto  jet  to  get  ijome  in  gootJ  time  to  tfjeir 
€£en  t£e  foottle  it  runs  as  Slofo  as  mj?  rjiiime, 
TOttij  ^atfe,  tfjep  mfg|)t  ^abe  all  6een  fcrunit  in  gootr  time* 

^Ino"  $  tois^  %i&  Soul  in  peace  map  trfoelt, 

C|)at  first  fcebisetf  t^at  Speetrg  bessel, 

The  writer  of  this  is  evidently  an  intensely  moral  and  domestic  man.  It  being 
an  object  of  necessity  to  get  drunk,  the  question  arises  how  this  is  to  be  done 
with  the  most  decorous  propriety.  Arguing,  then,  with  Macbeth,  that  when 
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a  thing  is  to  be  clone,  'twere  well  that  it  were  done  quickly  ;  and,  anxious  to 
delight  the  family  at  home  with  an  early  visit,  he  naturally  prefers  the  jack, 
or,  as  he  most  poetically  calls  it,  the  Speedy  Vessel.  He  manifestly  hates  loi- 
tering and  lingering  in  any  work  in  which  he  is  engaged,  and  is  quite  shocked 
at  the  idea  of  intruding  on  domestic  arrangements  by  any  absence  of  his.  He 
feels  the  duties  of  the  head  of  a  household  too  keenly  ;  he  is  too  much  inte- 
rested in  the  proper  ordering  of  affairs  at  home.  Certain  I  am  that  family 
prayers  were  the  regular  order  of  the  day  in  his  establishment. 


therefore  leabe  gour  tfoittle  tiuattle, 
Praise  rlje  Jacft,  praise  no  inure  t\)t  Hcatlwn  33ottle  ; 
.ifor  tlje  man  at  t£e  Settle  map  fcrinft  till  fje  iurst, 

get  not  JjanttSomelg  quenc^  Iris  thirst  : 

master  Ijereat  ma&etlj  great  moan, 
&ntr  troufcts  JriS  fcottle  £as  a  Spice  of  tlje  stone  ; 
•But  it  it  fcatf  been  a  generous  $acfc, 
^e  migfct  $al)e  $atf  currentlg  tofcat  £e  ttftf  lacfc  : 
&ntr  $  fois!)  Iris  Soul  in  ijjfaratiise. 
€3>at  first  fount*  out  t£at  £appg  tfebtce* 

The  lament  of  the  unsated  beer-bibber  is  given  here  with  a  pathos  which 
must  draw  tears  from  the  eyes  even  of  the  most  hard-hearted.  No  words  are 
thrown  away.  We  see  him  endeavouring  to  effect  his  purpose  at  the  bot- 
tle's mouth,  and  finding  his  efforts  vain,  he  "  thereat  maketh  great  moan." 
How  simple,  yet  how  tender  !  Had  Shiel,  or  any  other  poetaster  of  that  stamp, 
such  a  passage  in  his  hands,  into  what  a  bladder  of  wordy  amplification  would 
he  not  have  blown  it  !  We  should  infallibly  have  had  the  wife  and  children 
drawn  in  to  participate  in  the  father's  sorrow  ;  but  here  we  have  a  strain  of 
higher  mood. 

23e  pour  liquor  Small,  or  t|rir£  as  mutf, 
C^e  cheating  fcottle  tfjat  crfeS  gootf,  gootf  ; 
CJjen  tlje  master  again  fceginS  to  storm, 
3SetauSe  it  Sato  more  t£an  it  rsultt  perform  : 
33ut  if  it  £atr  fceen  in  an  finest  33lacfc  $ac&, 
3£t  fooultf  fjabe  probed  better  to  Sig^t,  Smell,  anfc 

I  tois|)  IjtS  Soul  in  ^eaben  mag  rest, 

atrtietJ  a  Jacfc  to  SSacrljuS'S  feast. 


On  this  verse  I  make  no  remark,  as  I  am  sure  that  by  this  time  the  reader 
of  moderate  abilities,  or  proper  application,  will  be  able  to  discover  its  scope 
and  tendency. 

$0  flagon,  tanfcartr,  fcottle,  or  fug, 
$S  fall  So  fit,  or  So  foell  can  Jjoltr  tug  ; 
jfor  iuljen  a  man  antr  JjiS  toife  plag  at  t^iuacfes, 
C^ere  is  nothing  So  gooti  as  a  pair  of  33ladt 
CJmS  to  it  t^eg  go,  t|jej>  Stoear,  antJ  tfytrt  turSe, 
$t  mafees  t^em  6ot^  better,  t^e  Sack's  ne'er  t|je  foorSe  ; 
t^eg  migljt  fcabe  ftangetf  Jjot^,  till  t^eir  hearts  tritr  a&e, 
gerno  fjurt  t^e  ^acfes  coultf  tafte  : 

3E  hiisl)  |)is  fwrS  mag  Babe  a  pension, 
Cfrat  first  protJucetr  tjwt  lucfej?  indention, 
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I  am  afraid  my  friend  Joe  Hume  would  hardly  agree  with  this  last  prayer, 
but  it  is  evident  that  Joseph  has  no  taste  for  the  fine  arts.  The  philological 
student  will  discover  in  this  verse  the  origin  of  the  phrase,  "  leathering  a  man's 
wife."  On  the  moral  propriety  of  conjugal  fistycuffery  I  had  prepared  some 
copious  remarks,  when  I  received  information  from  a  sure  hand,  that  my  Lord 
Holland  has  a  folio  on  the  subject  nearly  ready  for  the  press,  and  I  bow  to  his 
Lordship's  superior  talents  and  experience. 

Iterate*  an&  &rt*totle 

Jfcutfcett  no  hrit  from  a  2leat|jer  Bottle  ; 

jFor  *urelg  $  tln'nfc  a  man  a*  Soon  mag 

tfirio  a  neetrte  in  a  Bottle  of  £a#  : 

3Sut  it  t£e  Blarft  Jack  a  man  often  to**  ober, 

'Chrill  mafce  £tm  a*  ttrunfc  a*  ang  j$flo*opl)er  ; 

Wfytn  £e  t£at  mafte*  $acfc*  from  a  pedt  to  a  quart, 

Conjure*  not,  tfjouc$  £e  Itbe*  fog  tfce  folacfc  art. 


I  care  not  a  fig  for  the  black  art,  and  defy  the  foul  fiend,  Prince  Hohenlohe, 
and  Ingleby  the  Emperor  of  the  Conjurors—  so  shall  make  no  remark  on  the 
last  two  lines.  It  would  lead  us  into  too  deep  a  historico-metaphysical  disqui- 
sition, were  I  to  enter  into  a  history  of  the  fortunes  of  the  Aristotelian  philo- 
sophy. During  the  life  of  Aristotle,  he  was  looked  on  as  the  prince  of  philo- 
sophers ;  and  such  did  his  estimation  continue,  as  long  as  there  were  minds 
in  the  world  manly  enough  to  understand  him.  While  Europe  was  sunk  in 
darkness,  he  was  taken  up  by  the  acute  Arabians,  then  at  the  head  of  the  in- 
tellect of  the  earth.  From  them  the  schoolmen  caught  him,  badly  translated 
and  imperfectly  understood  ;  and  when  their  day  was  over,  the  puny  whipsters 
who  had  got  possession  of  the  ear  of  the  metaphysical  world,  thought  no- 
thing could  be  finer  than  to  disparage,  because  he  had  been  caricatured,  him 
whom  they  could  not  read  ;  and  we  see,  in  our  own  day,  Stewart  mumping 
and  mumbling  pretty  little  nothings,  with  full  assurance  that  the  Peripatetic 
whom  he  cannot  construe,  or  who,  if  construed  for  him,  is  far  above  any 
reach  of  thought  he  could  bring  to  the  consideration,  is  unworthy  to  unloose 
the  latchet  of  his  shoe.  But  to  his  fortune  in  our  poetry  I  may  briefly  advert  : 
it  is  a  fine  illustration  of  the  elder  Mr  Shandy's  theory  of  the  influence  of  a 
name.  That  he  was  a  hard  drinker  I  hope,  for  he  was  a  great  man  ;  but  whe- 
ther he  was  or  not,  no  name  of  the  ancients  occurs  so  often  in  juxta-position 
with  the  bottle.  See  the  verse  above.  So  also  the  eminent  Harry  Carey, 

Zeno,  Plato,  Aristotle, 
All  were  lovers  of  the  bottle. 

So  in  MS.  penes  me, 

To  moisten  our  throttle, 

Well  call  the  third  bottle, 

For  that  was  the  practice  of  wise  Aristotle. 

All  owing  to  the  two  last  syllables  of  his  name.  With  respect  to  the  remark 
in  the  text,  that 


3Ef  t£e  3SIatfc  Jadt  a  man  often  to**  ober, 
mafce  jitni  a*  trrunfc  a*  an# 
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I  can  vouch,  from  my  own  experience,  that  the  illustration  is  correct  ;  for 
I  have  had  the  honour  of  being  intimately  acquainted  with  fifteen  of  the  first 
philosophers  of  the  age,  fourteen  of  whom  went  to  bed  drunk  as  widgeons 
every  night  of  their  lives,  and  the  fifteenth  retired  when  he  found  himself 
tipsy. 

3SesCtreS,  mg  gootr  frientr,  let  me  tell  gou,  tjjat  fellofo 

€|jat  frametr  t£e  Bottle,  fuS  Brains  foere  But  sJjallofo  ; 

€£e  case  is  So  clear,  $  nothing  neetr  mention, 

€£e  Sacfc  is  a  nearer  antr  treeper  indention  ; 

W^tn  tfce  Bottle  is  cleaned,  t&e  trregs  flg  aBout, 

3S  if  t£e  guts  antf  t£e  Brains  flefo  out  ; 

33ut  if  in  a  cannon*Bore  Jaefc  it  Batr  Been, 

jfrom  t|)e  top  to  t|?e  bottom  all  migJjt  Dabe  ieen  elean. 
Sntr  3£  iufei)  |)f5  $oul  no  tomfort  ma»  lacft, 
Cfcat  fir^t  tfebt^etr  t^e  iounctnp;  Blacfe  Jacfe* 

I  am  not  antiquarian  enough  to  decide  on  the  correctness  of  the  above  ob- 
jurgation against  the  uncleanliness  of  the  bottles  of  the  olden  time,  and  wil- 
lingly leave  the  consideration  of  the  matter  to  Mr  John  Nichols,  who  presides, 
and  long  may  he  preside,  over  the  archaeologists  who  wield  the  pen  for  the 
Gentleman's  Magazine,  in  which,  perhaps,  he  will  favour  us  with  an  engraved 
likeness  of  a  leathern  bottle,  as,  I  think,  churches  are  running  rather  low. 
But,  be  that  as  it  may,  he  must  have  little  gusto  for  the  sublime  who  can  fail 
to  admire  the  splendid  epithet  of  the  CANNON-BORE  Jack.  What  vast  ideas 
of  stupendous  bibosity  does  not  it  excite  ?  Conceive  a  nine-pounder-like  ma- 
chine charged  with  ale,  levelled  on  your  table,  in  full  range  against  your  brains  ! 
Nay,  the  very  word  is  good.  It  makes  us  think  of  battle  and  blood  —  of  square 
column  and  platoon  mowed  down  in  unrelenting  sweep  —  of  Sir  William  Con- 
greve,  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  the  field  of  Waterloo  —  of  Buonaparte,  St 
Helena,  and  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  —  arid  thence,  by  the  association  of  ideas,  of  Barry 
O'Meara,  and  the  horse-  whipping  of  old  Walter  of  the  Times.  I  shall  lump 
my  dissertation  on  the  four  following  verses  :— 

gour  leather  Bottle  fe  ti^etr  fcg  no  man 
C|)at  fe  a  jatr^&reafcti)  afcobe  a  plofoman  ; 
Cljen  let  u*  gang  to  t£e  $?evcule*  pUIarg 
antr  t£ere  let  tis  fofett  tjjoge  gallant 
3hr  tfce$e  Small,  Strong,  Sour,  mtltr,  antr  Stale, 
CJjeg  trrtnfc  orange,  lemon,  antr  Eamfcet!)  ale  : 

rfne£  o£  ^eraltrs  t&ere  allofos, 

Jack  to  fce  of  an  anctenter  fcouSe, 
3ntr  maj?  InS  Successors  neber  foant  Sacfc, 
first  trebtSetr  t^e  long  Heather 


for  t$e  fcottle,  j?ou  cannot  toell  fill  it, 
Wtfiout  a  tunnel,  But  t^at  gou  must  Spill  it  ; 
'€fs  as  ijartr  to  get  in,  as  it  is  to  get  out, 

not  So  foit£  a  Jacfe,  for  it  runs  lifee  a  Spout  : 
iurn  jjour  iottle,  to^at  gootr  is  in  it, 
cannot  toell  fill  it,  nor  trrinfe,  nor  clean  it  ; 
33ut  if  it  fcati  Seen  in  a  jollp  2Slack  3facft, 
*ChJOultr  come  a  great  pace,  antr  ^oltr  j?ou  gootr  tacfi 
3ntr  $  toisi  |)iS  Soul,  fcc. 
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f&e  tliat  '#  ftrunfc  in  at  3(atfc,  loofta  a*  fierce  a*  a  Sparfc, 
^fjat  foere  fugt  reaftg  t  odtt  to  $joot  at  a  mark  ; 
$TOen  t£e  otDer  thing  tip  to  t$e  moutB  it  goetf, 
JHa&e*  a  man  Xoofe  fottl)  a  great  fcottle  noge  ; 
all  fofee  men  rontlufte,  tjwt  a  3facfc,  nefo  or  olft, 
3Tjjo'  beginning  to  leafc,  fe  fjofoeber  foortf)  golft  ; 
jfor  fo$en  t£e  poor  man  on  t$e  foag  ftoeg  trudge  tt, 
3§fe  foorn*out  3lacft  gerbeg  |)im  for  a  fcuftget* 
3nft  3E  fori$  ^te  ^etr^  mag  neber  lack  gacfc, 
tontrtbetr  t&e  leather  23Iaelt  3(ac&, 


fcottte  antf  3(at?t  gtantr  together,  fie  on't, 
fiottle  Toofe^  jugt  Itte  a  trtoarf  to  a  giant  ; 
n  ^abe  foe  not  reason  t^e  3Iatl  for  to  tfcoo^e, 
jFor  tjbej?  tan  mafce  fioot^,  fo^en  t^e  fcottle  mentrjf  ^oe^  ; 
JF^ir  aotf  6ut  to  eberg  3facfe  a  foot, 
9  nft  eberg  3(atli  $ecome3  a  boot  : 
C^en  gibe  me  mj)  3!adt,  t^ere^  a  reason  fo^g, 
^L^ep  5abe  &ept  ti^  foet,  t^eg  foill  Seep  u*  ftrg, 
3E  nofo  ^all  tea^e,  iut  a5  3E  am  an  fconegt  man, 
€^e  3ia*&  ftejSerbe^  to  ie  calleft  g>ir  3(o^n. 
9nft  mag  t^eg  ne'er  foant,  for  iellg  nor  &acfc, 
€^at  Seep  tip  t^e  trafte  of  t^e  ionn^  23Iatlt  3!atfc, 

Amen  !  and  virtue  be  its  own  reward  ! 

On  the  above,  four  things  are  to  be  particularly  noticed. 

I.  That  the  Hercules  Pillars  is  the  ne-plus-ultra  of  signs. 

II.  That  the  progress  of  time  has  extinguished  various  sorts  of  ales  —  for 
who,  now-a-days,  drinks  Orange,  Lemon,  or  Lambeth  —  they  sleep  with  the 
Chians  and  Falernians  of  the  days  of  Greece  and  Rome. 

III.  That  a  partiality  for  a  man's  favourite  pursuit  may  lead  him  to  bestow 
on  it  unjust  and  undeserved  praise  ;  for,  after  various  and  repeated  experi- 
ments in  drinking  out  of  every  vessel  under  the  sun,  I  can  give  it  as  my  un- 
biassed opinion,  that  the  shape  of  the  instrument  imparts  no  additional  value  to 
the  liquor  drunk,  and  that  therefore  the  idea  that  he,  who  imbibes  from  a 
black  jack,  acquires  a  superior  fierceness  or  martiality  of  aspect,  must  be  classed 
among  such  innocent  delusions  as  induced  the  barber  to  recommend  white- 
handled  razors  as  the  best  fitted  for  abrading  of  beards. 

Lastly  and  finally,  we  cannot  help  being  pleased  by  the  vein  of  genuine  and 
unaffected  piety  which  runs  through  both  these  dignified  compositions.  The 
prayers  which  in  both  conclude  each  verse,  though  more  varied  and  poetical  in 
the  latter,  are  not  more  solemn  and  impressive  than  the  solitary  ejaculation  of 
blessing  bestowed  on  the  earlier  production.  There  is  something  striking, 
which  sinks  into  the  soul,  in  the  constant  choral-like  repetition  of  the  one  for- 
mulary which  amply  compensates  for  the  picturesque  diversity,  which  excites 
our  admiration,  but  fills  us  not  with  awe.  The  one  goes  to  the  head  —  the 
other  to  the  heart.  To  conclude,  if  the  brows  of  the  inventors  of  the  Bottle  and 
Jack  deserve  to  be  bound  with  snow-white  fillets,  as  being  men  who  civilized 
life  by  new  productions  of  art  and  genius,  the  bards  who  hymned  their  ex- 
ploits may  justly  claim  the  same  honour,  as  being  pious  poets,  who  spoke  things 
worthy  of  Apollo. 

M.  OD. 
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THE  Fortune  sails  to-night — a  ship 
New  rigg'd,  and  ready  for  her  trip. 
Magnetic  centre  for  a  while 
Of  bawling  din,  and  strenuous  toil ; 
Of  rushing,  running  to  and  fro 
Of  querulous  clerks  that  pant  and  blow ; 
Of  tidesmen,  men  of  soft  appearance, 
Skill'd  in  declining  interference  ; 
Of  porters,  patiently  who  fag, 
Oppress'd  with  trunk,  and  box,  and  bag ; 
Of  carters,  and  their  carts  that  scamper, 
Rattling  along  with  cask  and  hamper  ; 
Of  seamen,  confident,  conceited, 
And  leaving  port  with  liquor  heated, 
One — elevated,  joyous,  free, 
And  swaggering,  stepping  from  th'e  quay 
Into  the  vessel,  o'er  a  plank, 
Slipp'd — down  into  the  water  sank, 
That  upwards  in  a  fury  splash'd  ; 
Ropes,  oars  to  succour  him  are  dash'd, 
And  boats,  with  hubbub  fell  and  loud, 
Are  storm'd  by  an  officious  crowd, 
More  willing,  certainly,  than  able, 
To  save  th'  existence  of  Kit  Cable, 
A  man  quite  full  of  flesh  and  vigour, 
If  near,  you  could  not  miss  his  figure  ; 
But  sought  by  every  eye  in  vain, 
No  traces  of  him  now  remain. 
After  a  space,  however,  past 
In  deep  anxiety,  at  last 
His  body  found,  they  brought  on  shore, 
And  to  a  neighbouring  tavern  bore. 
The  frowzy  hostess  would  complain, 
But  deems  it  wiser  to  refrain, 
Pardoning  th'  entrance  of  dead  guest, 
In  favour  of  the  living  rest. 
The  sight  of  death  full  weU  she  knows 
The  mind  is  apt  to  discompose, 
And  either  joyfulness  is  bred 
At  finding  we  ourselves  not  dead  ; 
Or  sorrow  rises,  when  we  view 
The  corpse  of  him  we  haply  knew. 
The  one  state  or  the  other  causes 
In  many  dryness  of  the  fauces, 
Which  water  never  will  allay, 
Imbibe  what  quantity  they  may  ; 
'Tis  quench'd  alone,  or  rendered  weaker, 
By  copious  draughts  of  good  strong  liquor. 
Before  the  attendants  think  it  fit 
At  Bacchanalian  board  to  sit, 
They  roar  and  brawl  in  fierce  debate 
How  Kit  they  may  reanimate. 
Noised  round  the  town  the  misadventure, 
Gossips  in  shoals,  begin  to  enter ; 
The  filthy  riff-raff  of  the  port, 
Mingled  with  those  of  better  sort; 
Women,  who  gaze  with  silly  stare, 
While  infants  in  their  amis  they  bear, 
Unconscious  brats,  whose  gloating  lust 
Ts  fix'd  upon  a  mumbled  crust, 
That,  deviously  directed,  comes 
At  times  in  contact  with  their  gums  ; 
Snip-boys  with  cowls,  and  matted  locks  ; 
Watermen  in  their  long  brown  cloaks  ; 
Train-oil  men  in  soil'd  linen  frocks ; 


Skippers,  with  broad  and  shining  face, 
Who  push  their  way  in  bustling  pace, 
Clad  in  respectable  attire, 
They  yet  with  pliant  air  inquire 
From  ragamuffin  standing  near, 
How  happen'd  the  mischance,  and  where. 
Dogs  too  run  in — a  certain  cur, 
Who  cannot  understand  the  stir, 
Panting,  and  open  mouth'd  and  nosing, 
Through  legs  and  petticoats  opposing, 
Trots  on,  until  he  gains  the  place 
Where,  arguing  upon  the  case, 
Stand  in  the  heat  of  disputation, 
The  agents  of  resuscitation. 
He,  with  an  air  secure  and  free, 
Exploring  what  the  thing  might  be, 
If  'twere  for  food,  or  for  diversion, 
Snuffs  at  the  sufferer  from  submersion  ; 
His  face,  arms,  body,  all  about 
Scenting,  he  still  remains  in  doubt, 
When,  with  a  sudden  kick  assail'd, 
At  once  his  thirst  for  knowledge  quail'd, 
Yelping  he  scuds  away — a  crew 
Of  barking  tykes  his  flight  pursue. 

Of  varying  voices  the  collision, 
At  length  produces  the  decision, 
That,  by  the  heels  the  body  taken, 
Should  be  suspended,  and  well  shaken. 
A  practice  sage,  to  ascertain 
Whether  the  vital  spark  remain  ; 
If  so,  'gainst  being  thus  opprest 
'Twill  surely  enter  its  protest. 
Already,  they  with  eager  zeal 
Were  swinging  Cable  by  the  heel, 
When  came  an  order  that  forbade 
Farther  attempts  should  here  be  made 
The  extinguished  flame  of  life  to  rouse, 
Seeing  'twas  but  a  common  house, 
Unauthorised  by  any  patent 
To  bring  to  light  the  spirit  latent. 
It  also  stated,  that  a  place 
Existed,  whence  a  legal  chase 
Arising,  truant  sprite  would  meet, 
And  turn  it  though  in  full  retreat. 
That  proper  messenger,  or  bailiff, 
Would  be  at  hand  to  capture  stray  life, 
Furnish'd  with  writ  'gainst  fleeting  sense, 
And  fugitive  intelligence. 
Th'  injunction  was  convey'd,  in  short, 
That  they  the  body  should  transport 
To  the  establishment  intended 
Particularly  for  lives  suspended, 
(House  of  Recovery  by  name,) 
And  medical  assistance  claim. 

Check'd  now  restorative  exertion, 
The  crowd  moved  off  in  quick  dispersion. 
His  party,  Kit,  with  brine  still  moist 
And  heavy,  on  their  shoulders  hoist, 
And  tow'rds  the  'Spital  take  the  road 
As  fast  as  may  be  with  their  load. 
Arrived — a  ready  aid  is  lent, 
And  spite  of  rude  experiment, 
So  lately  tried,  restored  the  heat, 
And  sinking  pulse's  firmer  beat, 
11 


1823^ 


Leaving1  Fort. — A  Passengers  Olio. 


531 


Symptoms  of  consciousness  Kit  gives, 
And  once  more  breathes,  and  moves,  and 
lives. 

From  each  quarter  of  the  town 
Passengers,  perturb'd,  come  down, 
Flaunting  figures  making  stir, 
In  their  cloaks  and  caps  of  fur. 
Maudlin  comrades,  who  have  ta'en 
Parting  cups  with  might  and  main, 
With  demeanour  frank  and  free, 
Give  their  escort  on  the  quay. 
Ample  dame,  and  slender  miss, 
Wrapt  in  shawl  and  long  pelisse, 
Mincing  tread,  or  waddling  walk, 
While  engaged  in  eager  talk. 

Comes  the  time  to  try  the  heart, 
Best  of  friends  at  length  must  part ; 
Right  hand  with  the  right  conjoin'd, 
Shakes  away  with  fervour  kind, — 
Nay,  both  hands  of  some  are  taken, 
Squeez'd,  then  eased,  then  squeez'd  and 

shaken , 

Friendly  fist  in  such  a  crisis, 
Oft  no  better  than  a  vice  is  ; 
Sensibility  no  balm 

Yields,  when  leagued  with  horny  palm, — 
Instead,  she  makes,  with  her  effusion, 
Your  fingers  tingle  from  contusioli. 
Swaggering  blades,  with  manners  rough, 
Feelings  hearty,  voices  gruff, 
Give  their  benedicite 
In  a  hoarse  half  whimpering  key. 
Damsels  in  close  contact  stand, 
Murmuring  in  accents  bland, 
To  each  other  loves  and  dears, 
While  their  eyes  are  fill'd  with  tears, 
Not  forgetting,  'mid  the  show 
Of  deep  valedictory  woe, 
E'en  the  most  minute  direction, 
Touching  care  and  circumspection 
In  the  choice  of  silks  and  laces, 
To  be  sent  from  foreign  places. 

As  if  he  from  a  cloud  had  dropp'd, 
Or  quickly  out  of  earth  had  hopp'd — 
A  very  maggot,  blown  with  pride, 
The  Captain  comes,  with  sprawling  stride. 
A  thing  no  bigger  than  a  goose, 
Yet  with  an  air  precise  and  spruce, 
Upon  the  quay  he  struts  about, 
Giving  his  orders  with  a  shout, 
Accompanying  each  high  command 
With  flourish  of  his  tiny  hand. 
The  creature  boasts  a  voice  of  brass, 
And  brays  with  it  more  loud  than  ass. 
That  out  of  nothing  such  a  thunder 
Should  come,  is  surely  cause  for  wonder. 
This  small,  pot-bellied,  huffing  dwarf 
Plays  chanticleer  upon  the  wharf — 
u  Make  way,  make  way,"  with  downward 

snip 
Tom  Thumb  now  lords  it  in  his  ship. 

The  signal  given  for  embarkation, 
The  passengers  make  preparation 
To  go  on  board,  and  soon  a  row 
Of  figures  on  the  deck  bestow 
VOL.  XIV. 


A  fond  attention  to  explore 

What  friends  still  linger  on  the  shore. 

At  present  oft  occurs  the  thought 

Of  something  heedlessly  forgot ; 

Or  the  wish  rises  in  the  heart, 

Some  new-sprung  impulse  to  impart, 

Or  love-engender'd  hope  or  fear, 

To  pour  into  the  trusty  ear 

Of  parted  friend  still  standing  near. 

A  meaning  look  the  while  convey'd, 

Maugre  night's  interposing  shade, 

Produces  mutual  fix'd  regard, 

When  intercourse  of  words  is  barr'd  ; 

The  mournful  smile,  and  shaking  head, 

Marking  the  time  for  utterance  fled. 

A  numerous  and  pensive  band 

Persisting  on  the  deck  to  stand, 

Two  strapping  youths  of  sturdy  mood, 

Who  comfort  deem  the  sovereign  good  ; 

And  sentiment  a  thing  of  air, 

Which  men  nor  eat,  nor  drink,  nor  wear  ; 

Keen  hunters  of  accommodations, 

Shrewd  spies  of  easy  situations, 

Hastily  towards  the  cabin  steer, 

Duck  low  their  heads,  and  disappear. 

The  rest,  resolved  above  to  stay 

Until  the  ship  gets  under  way, 

Continue  earnestly  to  mark 

Sights,  sounds,  that  penetrate  the  dark. 

The  organ  slowly  moves  its  round, 

With  rolling,  winding,  winning  sound. 

The  organist — was  once  elate 

With  fortune's  gifts,  but  fall'n  his  state. 

His  country — haps — I  may  not  tell, 

But  music  loved  he  passing  well. 

His  muffled  form,  and  vesture  poor, 

Are  suited  to  his  fate  obscure. 

Youth's  stamp  hath  faded  from  his  face, 

Its  outlines  wherefore  should  we  trace  ? 

Each  wintery  night  he  wanders  late, 

Silent,  and  sadly  desolate. 

No  fellowship  he  seeks  or  owns, 

Save  with  his  organ's  mellow  tones. 

Rich,  pleasant,  slow,  the  airs  it  plays, 

Discoursing,  sure,  of  other  days ; 

Of  situations — feelings  deep, 

That  in  the  heart  have  lain  asleep  ; 

The  warmth,  and  vivid  glow  of  soul, 

Which  present  modes  of  life  control ; 

Of  persons — places — powerful  ties ; 

All  that  the  wishes  wont  to  prize, 

With  destiny's  dark  cloud  between  ; 

That  have — but  no  !  that  might  have  been. 

A  ballad-singer  putting  down 

The  organ's  music  with  her  own, 

Twangs  through  her  nose  a  flippant  strain, 

Suited  to  servant-wench  and  swain. 

BALLAD. 
Oh  ! — Would  you  hear  how  Spanish  lady 

Woo'd  and  won  an  Englishman  ? 
Wooing,  sweethearts  !  is  a  trade  ye 

Mar  with  shilly  shally  plan. 

He  a  master  stout  and  brave  was 
Of  a  tight  built  merchantman  ; 

But  sore  stress'd  by  wind  and  wave  was, 
When  on  Spanish  coast  he  ran. 
3X 
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Sound  and  strong  his  heart  as  biscuit, 
Ijove  had  never  known  before  ; 

He  ne'er  thought  that  he  could  risk  it, 
Coming  to  a  foreign  shore. 


A  lady  in  famed  Cadiz  city, 

Saw  his  handsome  form  and  face  ; 

But  a  stranger—'twas  a  pity 

No  acquaintance  could  take  place. 
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Unmoored,  the  vessel  glides  along, 
From  high  balcony — hark  !  a  song. 

SONG. 

Solitude  pervades  my  room 
With  a  sadly  silent  gloom  ; 
Watches  here  my  mortal  frame, 
In  quiescence  dull  and  tame. 


Still,  however,  she  admired  him, 
Wondering  much  who  he  could  be  ; 

As  a  husband  she  desired  him, 
If  she  thought  he  would  agree. 

Of  fine  lovers  she  had  many, 
But  the  Captain  bore  the  bell ! 

No  Spaniard,  Frenchman,  nor  any 
Dutchman,  Briton  can  excell. 

When  she  heard  that  he  was  going, 
In  her  tears  she  nigh  was  drown'd  ; 

Very  bad  with  sorrow  growing, 
Down  she  fell  on  the  cold  ground. 

Faint  heart  gains  nor  man  nor  woman. 

All  in  jewels  the  Spanish  lass 
To  his  lodgings  goes — her  true  man 

Drinking  was  his  parting  glass. 

She  cries,  "  Captain,  I  adore  you, 
Can  you  loving  maid  requite, 

Here  I  am  that  stands  before  you, 
Ready  hand  and  heart  to  plight." — 

He  cries,  "  Madam,  I  adore  you, 
Loving  maid  I  can  requite ; 

True  to  death  I  stand  before  you, 
Hand  and  heart  to  you  I  plight." — 

Married — both  a  wife  and  cargo 
Carried  off  the  Englishman. 

On  a  wife  there  's  no  embargo  ; 
Catch  a  rich  one  if  you  can. 


Far  my  soul  upon  the  sea 
Wanders,  where  my  love  should  be  ; 
Seeking  all  that  may  disarm 
Winds  and  waves  of  power  to  harm. 

Through  the  swiftly  whirling  crowds, 
Of  the  swarthy  growling  clouds, 
Entering  his  pavilion  vast, 
With  the  spirit  of  the  blast 

Parleying,  it  fondly  tries 
Soothing  terms  of  compromise, 
In  behalf  of  one  small  bark, 
Now  careering  in  the  dark. 

Through  the  chambers  of  the  deep, 
By  coral  rock — sea-weed  steep — 
Shelly  grove,  and  spongy  bower, 
Where  sea-monsters  prowl  and  lower, 

Roaming  on,  it  seeks  to  find 
Sea-nymph  pitying  and  kind  ; 
Wrho,  when  stormy  waves  are  near, 
May  avert  them  from  my  dear. 

Oft  it  speeds  in  eager  course, 
Where  night  winds  with  murmur  hoarse, 
By  a  careless  impulse  led, 
Sport  around  his  rocking  bed. 

Mingling  with,  it  rules  their  quires  ; 
Lulling  harmony  inspires ; 
Careful  vigil  then  it  keeps, 
Round  his  pillow  as  he  sleeps. 

S.  MEIKLE. 


LETTER   FROM  GABRIEL  SOUTH,  ESQUIRE. 
TO   THE  EDITOR  OF  BLACKWOOD*S  MAGAZINE. 

Cape  Clear,  September  30,  1823. 

Quis  novus  hie  nostris  successit  sedibus  hospcs  ? 
Quern  sese  ore  ferens  ? 

Sin,-~I  dare  say  you  are  the  only  Editor  in  the  three  Kingdoms,  as 
these  two  great  islands  used  to  be  called  in  the  days  of  our  grandfathers, 
who  would  not  stare  with  inexpressible  astonishment  on  receiving  a  let- 
ter from  this  sequestered  spot.  Not  that  it  is  without  a  reasonable  share 
of  that  notoriety  which  belongs  to  all  great  capes  or  headlands,  from  the 
circumstance  of  affording  a  point  of  direction  to  the  several  vessels  in 
whose  course  it  happens  to  stand.  Of  my  place  of  residence  I  can  indeed 
say  more  than  many  persons  of  noble  birth  and  high  distinction  ;  namely, 
that  there  is  not  a  map  of  Europe,  however  small,  in  which  it  is  not  par- 
ticularly specified,  while  their  princely  mansions,  villages,  and  even  towns, 
arc  passed  over  without  notice.  I  cannot,  however,  speak  very  highly  of 
the  literary  attainments  of  my  insular  associates,  in  number  "about  ()00, 
among  whom,  at  this  present  writing,  are  but  seventeen  who  can  con- 
verse in  the  English  tongue,  and  but  three  of  us  who  can  read  and  write, 
viz.  the  priest,  the  keeper  of  the  light-house,  and  your  humble  servant. 

Yet  remote  as  I  am  from  you,  and  far  removed  as  you  appear  to  be 
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from  the  wrangling  discussions  of  our  Irish  politics,  I  know  no  one  to 
whom  I  can  with  more  satisfaction  address  a  series  of  papers  on  our  af- 
fairs. With  your  sentiments  on  general  politics  I  entirely  coincide.  I  re- 
joice at  the  success  which  your  Magazine  has  met,  and  hail  in  it  an  aus- 
picious omen  of  the  revival  of  those  true  British  feelings  which  had  been 
for  a  while  depressed,  discountenanced,  and  almost  sunk  under  the  im- 
posing speciousness  of  a  false  philosophy,  assuming  the  garb  of  liberal 
sentiment,  civic  freedom,  and  universal  philanthropy.  The  mask  has  been 
torn  off  its  face,  and  the  features  of  the  monster  appear  in  their  native 
deformity.  In  every  case  of  combination  against  his  health  or  life,  the 
British  lion,  often  appearing  inert  and  sluggish  in  the  beginning,  but 
wanting  only  to  be  roused,  has,  when  he  put  forth  his  strength,  never 
failed  to  defeat  the  machinations  of  his  foes,  whether  internal  or  exter- 
nal. Of  this  remarkable  fact  your  own  experience  will  point  out  nume- 
rous instances. — May  the  justice  of  the  observation  be  equally  confirmed 
by  the  experience  of  all  who  will  come  after  us  ! 

But  our  Irish  affairs  appear  cut  off  from  all  effective  sympathy.  We 
are  made  a  regular  butt  for  the  shooting  off  of  Whig  liberalism  and  Whig 
condolence.  You  see  fellows  writing  about  us  as  if  we  were  people  of  differ- 
ent passions  and  affections  from  the  rest  of  mankind.  You  hear  orators, 
in  Parliament  and  elsewhere,  drunk  or  sober,  as  chance  directs  it,  la- 
menting over  the  Helotism  of  Ireland,  and  the  savage  oppression  of  its 
rulers.  But  you  neither  see  nor  hear  anything  real  or  practical  on  the  ac- 
tual state  of  the  country.  We  have  got  plenty  of  disquisitions  on  bottles 
and  rattles,  sufficient  of  investigations  as  to  whether  Sir  John  Newport 
has  read  the  Bible  enough  to  distinguish  one  ancient  nation  from  another, 
an  abundance  of  detail  whether  Sheriff  Thorpe  was  correct  or  incorrect  in 
likening  the  Marquis  of  Wellesley  to  >  the  jack  of  trumps,  and  an  over- 
flowing measure  of  tropes  and  figures  on  the  unheard-of  oppression  of  not 
allowing  Mr  O'Connell  to  wear  a  gown  of  finer  texture  than  that  which 
envelopes  the  shoulders  of  Mr  Brougham — of  the  true  state  of  the  coun- 
try next  to  nothing.  Through  your  pages,  which  have  been  at  all  times 
more  attentive  to  Irish  affairs  than  any  of  your  contemporaries,  I  shall 
venture  to  make  some  observations — -perlraps,  if  you  so  permit  me,  at 
some  length.  The  advantages  I  possess,  however  highly  to  be  rated  in 
some  respects,  are  yet  such  as  will  draw  no  envy  on  my  head,  as  they 
are  chiefly  derived  from  what  none  of  us  is  in  a  hurry  to  attain — length 
of  life.  Some  of  your  contributors,  sir,  lay  claim  to  this  distinction,  but 
the  youthful  blood  which  occasionally  wantons  in  their  productions,  plucks 
the  assumed  coronal  of  grey  hairs  from  their  heads.  In  my  case  it  is,  I 
am  sorry  to  say — but  why  should  I  be  sorry  to  say  that  I  have  lived 
through  a  life  of  smooth  and  happy  current  ? — it  is  quite  true.  Though 
not  altogether  unacquainted  with  other  countries,  I  have  passed  the 
greatest  part  of  my  time  in  this,  where  I  have  been  neither  unobservant 
nor  inactive.  The  state  of  Ireland  engages,  and  has  for  some  time  occupied,, 
a  considerable  share  of  the  attention  of  the  sister  island,  particularly 
since  the  cessation  of  foreign  alarms  and  continental  warfare  has  enabled 
her  to  turn  her  thoughts,  with  more  unremitted  energy,  on  the  import- 
ant subject  of  domestic  concerns ;  but,  as  I  have  already  said,  the  pic- 
ture presented  to  the  view  of  England  is  partial,  and  clouded  with  pas- 
sions and  prejudices.  There  are,  no  doubt,  many  intelligent  and  well- 
educated  Irishmen  capable  of  doing  justice  to  the  subject,  and  amply 
qualified  for  the  task,  by  the  moderation  of  their  sentiments  and  the  li- 
berality of  their  minds;  but  these  very  qualifications  prevent  the  under- 
taking. Having  no  particular  inducement  to  the  labour,  they  remain 
quietly  in  the  back-ground,  leaving  the  field  in  the  possession  of  clamo- 
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rous  partizans  and  factious  writers,  with  whom  sober  facts  and  simple 
truth  are  objects  of  very  secondary  importance.  In  compassionate  consi- 
deration of  Ireland's  want  of  a  veracious  historian,  an  English  gentle- 
man did  her  the  favour  to  visit  her  shores  some  years  since,  with  the 
express  purpose  of  supplying  that  deficiency,  and  possessing  one  capital 
qualification,  a  perfect  confidence  in  his  own  ability.  His  ability  to 
write  a  book  was  indeed  very  apparent ;  for  after  a  short  sojourn  in 
what  was  to  him  a  strange  country,  and  to  which,  had  he  still  remained 
in  it,  he  would  be  a  stranger,  he  did  certainly  put  forth  two  huge  quarto 
volumes,  of  what  he  was  pleased  to  call  a  Political  and  Statistical  Ac- 
count of  Ireland.  To  this  I  may  perhaps  hereafter  advert,  particularly 
as  I  find  it  used  as  the  unquestioned  text-book  of  the  philosophers 
of  Constable's  Review,  the  Scotsman  newspaper,  and  other  deep  spe- 
culators on  Irish  affairs.  At  present  my  purpose  is  to  give  you  some 
sketches,  for  I  do  not  pretend  to  write  a  formal  history,  of  the  actual 
state  of  this  country  and  its  inhabitants,  on  the  correctness  of  which  I 
think  you  may  depend  ;  because,  though  not  divested  of  prejudices  and 
prepossessions,  I  am  altogether  exempt  from  the  agitations  of  party 
animosity,  sectarian  rancour,  the  irritation  of  disappointed  hopes,  or  the 
animosities  attending  the  pursuits  of  honour  or  emolument.  For  this 
degree  of  self-commendation  you  will  be  the  more  disposed  to  give  me 
credit,  when  I  tell  you  that  the  merit  I  claim  is  founded  pn  my  incapa- 
city to  mix  in  the  animating  pursuits  of  youth.  I  have  no  wish  for  more 
than  I  possess.  I  take  an  interest,  indeed,  in  the  welfare  of  my  friends 
and  the  prosperity  of  my  country  ;  but  the  coolness  of  age,  and  the  dis- 
tance from  which  I  view  the  bustling  scenes  of  life,  enable  me  to  regard 
these  scenes  with  comparative  indifference,  and,  as  far  as  other  circum- 
stances will  permit,  to  paint  them  with  fidelity.  I  shall  endeavour  to 
avail  myself  of  the  Horatian  precept,  of  using  a  style  "  modo  tristi  saepe 
jocoso,"  somewhat — "  longo  sed  intervallo" — on  the  plan  of  your  own 
audaciously  original  publication. 

But  1  shall  not  intrude  on  your  space  with  farther  introductory  re- 
marks, and  conclude  this  preliminary  letter  by  wishing  you  every  suc- 
cess, and  subscribing  myself  as,  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 

GABRIEL  SOUTH. 

THE  IKIFHMAX.     No.  I. 

PAMPHLETS  ON  IRELAND.* 

DURING  the  late  session  of  Parlia-  was  a  general  flight,  leaving  the  arena 

ment,  our  Irish  affairs  obtained  a  sur-  in  the  possession  of  those,  who,  I  may 

passing   degree   of  attention.      More  say,  were  almost  professionally  enga- 

hours,  I  believe,   were   wasted  on  us  ged,    reinforced  occasionally,  towards 

than  on  all  the  other  topics  of  Parlia-  the    end   of  the    evening,    by    those 

mentary  investigation.     The  effect  on  choicer  spirits,  who  had  screwed  thein- 

the  I  louse  of  Commons  was,  that  every-  selves  to  the  sticking  place  by  the  sti- 

thing  connected  with  us  was  voted  a  inulant  of  the  jolly  god.     I  am  afraid 

bore  of  unendurable  magnitude.     No  that  a  similar  satiety  has  seized  on  the 

sooner  had  the  voice  of  Sir  Robert  He-  British  public— that  a  kind  of  Hiber- 

ron  been  heard  from   the  chair,  an-  no-phobia  prevails,  very  unfavourable 

nouncing  "  that  the  House  had  resol-  to  my  design  of  giving  a  series  of  ar- 

ved  itself  into  a  committee,  to  take  in-  tides  on  our  concerns.     Yet  when  so 

to   consideration    the  conduct  of  the  many  take  pen  in  hand  on  the  same 

High  Sheriff  of  Dublin,"  than  there  subject,  may  not  I  too  roll  my  tub 

*  Observations  on  Ireland.  By  the  Earl  of  Blessington,  Uvo.  London,  Longman 
and  Co.  11122. 

Views  of  Ireland.    By  J.  O'Driscoll,  Esq.  2  vol.  8vo.    London,  Longman  and  Co. 
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as  busily,  perhaps  you  may  say  as  un- 
profitably,  as  Diogenes  himself? 

I  believe  the  easiest  way  to  come  at 
the  consideration  of  my  subject,  and 
to  accomplish  my  design  of  speaking 
truth  and  common  sense  about  my 
country,  is  to  devote  a  paper  to  the 
exposure  of  the  falsehoods  and  follies 
now  fashionably  current  on  that  head. 
I  shall  take  them  of  the  freshest  wa- 
ter, the  latest  impression.  I  speak  not, 
of  course,  of  newspapers,  which  are  for 
the  most  part  mere  organs  of  party, 
and  very  convenient  receptacles  for  the 
good  or  ill  humour  of  their  supporters. 
They  furnish  a  daily  supply  of  light 
food  for  the  public  palate,  which  ha- 
bit has  now  rendered  indispensably 
necessary,  and  which,  whether  whole- 
some or  noxious,  never  fails  to  find 
consumers.  The  compositions  to  which 
I  refer  are  of  much  higher  pretension ; 
professing  to  be  works  of  superior  in- 
telligence, of  men  divested  of  all  illi- 
beral prejudices,  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  state  of  Ireland,  competent 
to  prescribe  to  the  legislature  a  cure 
for  all  her  ills,  and  kind  enough  to 
communicate  it.  I  have  lately  seen  a 
pamphlet,  written  by  a  patriotic  Irish 
nobleman,  with  the  good-natured  pur- 
pose of  explaining  to  his  Excellency 
the  Marquis  Wellesley  the  nature  of 
the  country  he  was  coming  to  govern, 
and  the  measures  he  ought  to  pursue. 
The  acute  mind  of  the  noble  Marquis 
may  perhaps  have  derived  useful  know- 
ledge from  instruction  so  generously 
communicated.  If  so,  his  Excellency 
has  been  more  fortunate  than  I ;  the 
only  inference  I  was  able  to  draw  be- 
ing, that  his  Lordship  would  have  been 
better  employed  in  cultivating  his  Irish 
estate,  and  improving  his  tenantry, 
than  in  writing  political  rhapsodies  in 
London.  One  observation,  however, 
deserves  notice.  In  enumerating  the 
raw  materials  of  profitable  trade  in 
Ireland,  his  Lordship  mentions  gra- 
nite, (I  suppose  for  its  rarity,)  which 
he  earnestly  recommends  to  the  citi- 
zens of  Dublin  as  superexcellent  stun0 
for  staircases,  because,  as  he  was  cre- 
dibly informed  by  a  person  whom  he 
had  reason  to  think  a  competent  judge 
of  such  matters,  it  will  resist  fire. 
This,  indeed,  was  a  notable  discovery. 

Another  political  pamphlet,  if  I  may, 
without  degradation,  bestow  such  a 
name  on  two  octavo  volumes,  published 
by  John  O'Driscoll,  Esq.,  and  offered 
at  the  price — a  modest  and  encouraging 


one — of  fifteen  shillings  per  vol.,  has 
more  recently  fallen  under  my  view. 
If  I  spend  more  time  in  the  consider- 
ation of  this  book,  than  it  is,  in  any 
point  of  view,  worth,  you  must  excuse 
me.  It  is  brought  out  under  the  pa- 
tronage of  a  great  Whig  nobleman,  a 
vast  Irish  absentee  proprietor ;  and 
really,  as  a  fair  representative  of  its 
class,  shews  how  such  things  are  usu-v 
ally  written.  I  perceive,  too,  that  somev 
London  periodical — I  forget  which — 
gives  it  some  praise,  as  exhibiting  Irish 
feeling  and  talent ;  and  I  had  heard  it 
considerably  extolled  for  the  beauty  of 
its  composition,  even  by  those  who  dis- 
approved of  its  doctrines  ;  and,  though 
likely  to  be  of  that  number,  I  was  ne- 
vertheless pleased  with  the  account.  I 
felt  fully  prepared  to  welcome  and  ap- 
plaud a  rising  star  of  Irish  genius,  al- 
though its  lustre  might  be  more  cal- 
culated to  dazzle  than  illumine.  Daz- 
zle it  unquestionably  did — not,  how- 
ever, like  a  first-rate  star,  but  like  a 
second-rate  comet ;  for  it  contains  an 
ill-defined  nucleus  of  meaning,  enve- 
loped in  a  halo  of  verbiage  encumber- 
ing what  it  is  unable  to  adorn.  I  have 
every  respect  for  the  author's  private 
and  personal  character,  and  speak  only 
of  his  book,  now  public  property,  which 
every  man  is  free  to  censure  or  approve 
according  to  his  judgment.  To  me,  I 
must  confess,  had  I  not  been  told  it 
was  a  serious  work,  it  would  have 
seemed  a  burlesque  on  fine  writing — 
a  Chrononhotonthologos  turned  poli- 
tician. It  is  far  from  being  agreeable 
to  mevto  expose  the  absurdity  of  a  wri- 
ter of  my  own  country ;  and  were  there 
nothing  in  the  book  reprehensible  be- 
sides the  style,  it  might  wend  its  way 
to  the  "  gulph  of  all  human  posses- 
sions" without  any  molestation  on  my 
part.  But,  in  animadverting  on  the 
work,  it  is  impossible  to  pass  by  a  fea- 
ture so  remarkable,  a  defect  so  little 
to  be  expected  in  the  present  day,  when 
so  many  models  of  just  composition 
exist,  and  when,  in  almost  every  news- 
paper, are  to  be  found  well  written  pa- 
ragraphs. In  public  declamation,  pom- 
pous inanity  has  some  chance  to  escape ; 
flash  succeeds  flash  so  fast,  that  we 
have  not  time  to  analyze  and  examine ; 
bxit  the  litera  scripta  has  a  more  serious 
trial  to  undergo,  and  must  abide  the 
deliberate  verdict  of  critical  inquest 
and  examination. 

I  know  no  writer  more  peremptory, 
and  yet  more  unfortunate,  in  his  dicta, 
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than  the  author  of  the  two  octavo  vo- 
lumes. His  very  preface  begins  with 
a  false  position,  owing  to  the  puerile 
affectation  of  saying  old  things  in  a 
new  manner,  and  clothing  trite  mean- 
ings in  florid  diction.  Alluding  to  the 
success  of  a  few  modern  novels  and 
poems,  he  says,  "  Fame  and  Fortune 
are  the  slaves  which  obey  the  master 
spirits  of  our  time,  whose  choice  it  is 
to  dwell  in  the  enchanted  regions  of 
the  imagination."  Now  the  truth  is, 
that  Fame  or  Fortune,  or  both,  are 
the  very  idols  to  which  those  master- 
spirits bow ;  they  are  the  main  incite- 
ments of  honourable  ambition,  and 
instead  of  being  slaves  to  men,  the 
fact  is  that  men  are  slaves  to  them. 
But  Mr  O'Driscoll  is  not  just  to  him- 
self in  confining  imagination  to  novel- 
ists and  poets — his  own  book  will  shew 
that  he  knows  how  to  employ  it,  not 
only  in  adorning  facts,  but  in  creating 
them.  In  the  same  kind  of  inflated 
diction  he  proceeds  through  many  a 
page,  using  a  profusion  of  words  to 
express  badly,  what  might  perspicu- 
ously be  unfolded  in  a  few,  a  fault  too 
often  found,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  in  the 
compositions  of  my  countrymen.  One 
of  his  subsequent  affirmations  I  am 
the  more  willing  to  admit,  because  (as 
.Pope  observes  of  Longinus)  he  exem- 
plifies it  himself.  "  There  is  no  coun- 
try about  which  so  much  has  been  writ- 
ten, and  so  badly  and  imperfectly,  as 
Ireland."  Even  this,  however,  is  ill  ex- 
pressed— it  should  be,  there  is  no  coun- 
try upon  which  so  much  has  been  writ- 
ten badly  and  imperfectly  as  Ireland  ; 
for  unquestionably  there  are  many 
countries  on  which  much  more  has  been 
actually  written.  Putting  the  fabulous 
history  of  Ireland,  as  it  deserves,  out 
of  the  question,  perhaps  there  is  no 
nation  in  Europe  on  which  so  little 
has  been  written.  The  substance  of 
all  which  this  gentleman  has  compo- 
sed in  elucidation  of  its  state  might,  if 
written  in  plain  English,  be  comprized 
in  the  fourth  part  of  one  of  his  own 
octavos.  As  it  is,  the  appendix,  par- 
ticularly in  the  first  volume,  though 
apparently  less,  because  the  print  is 
smaller,  is  in  reality  more  than  the 
book  to  which  it  is  appended.  And 
what  do  those  appendices  contain  ? 
Some  tedious  extracts  from  old  docu- 
ments, of  no  value  but  to  the  rakers 
into  antiquity,  Mr  Grattan's  obsolete 
philippic  against  tithes  answered  and 
refuted  over  and  over,  quotations  from 


the  dull  quartos  of  Wakefleld,  the  worst 
of  all  bad  authorities,  somebrilliant  ob- 
servations of  his  own,  and  a  few  extracts 
from  works  already  sufficiently  appre- 
ciated. This  superfluity  of  appendage, 
argues  either  a  very  short  memory  or  an 
ignorance  of  the  contents  of  his  own 
volumes ;  for  in  his  preface  he  thus 
speaks.  "  We  have  not  valued  nume- 
rous references,  nor  extensive  details, 
nor  a  voluminous  appendix.  These 
might  have  had  their  use,"  in  former 
times  I  suppose,  "  and  we  have  not 
wholly  neglected  them!"  No  truly,  un- 
less you  call  dividing  the  book  with 
them  neglect.  I  cannot  forbear  quo- 
ting the  remainder  of  the  paragraph  as 
a  specimen  of  the  author's  peculiar 
manner,  though  it  is  simplicity  itself, 
compared  with  other  passages.  "  But 
our  chief  object  was  to  convince — to 
persuade — to  give  to  the  cause  of  Ire- 
land, if  we  could  achieve  it,  that  inte- 
rest which  is  created  not  by  cold  detail 
and  barren  documents,"  such  as  his 
appendices,  "  and  a  cheap  parade  of 
learning ;  but  by  those  warm  and  li- 
ving pictures,  which  as  they  can  be 
painted  only  by  him  who  feels,  are 
calculated  to  seize  on  the  feelings  of 
others,  and  to  convince  the  understand- 
ing, while  they  possess  themselves  of 
the  heart.  Wt:  do  not  say  we  have  done 
this,  but  we  would  have  done  it." 
There  is  something  in  this  which  at 
first  looks  like  meaning,  but  on  consi- 
deration it  eludes  our  grasp.  His  ob- 
ject, he  says,  was  (is  it  should  be,)  to 
convince — to  persuade,  but  we  are  not 
told  whom  he  is  to  convince,  or  of  what 
they  are  to  be  persuaded.  The  cause 
of  Ireland  is  a  vague  and  indefinite  ex- 
pression ;  it  conveys  no  distinct  mean- 
ing, such  as  might  be  expected  from  a 
political  philosopher,  writing  at  his 
ease  in  the  quiet  retreat  of  Lisnabrinny, 
and  wishing  to  contribute  his  humble 
mite  towards  the  improvement  of  his 
native  country.  Warm  pictures,  and 
addresses  to  the  passions,  are  not  the 
safest  modes  of  convincing  the  under- 
standing, particularly  in  that  which  of 
all  sciences  requires  the  clearest  head 
and  the  coolest  judgment,  the  science 
of  legislation.  The  concluding  sen- 
tence is  neither  sense  nor  English. 
The  intended  meaning,  if  I  do  not 
mistake  it,  is  as  follows.  This  it  is 
my  aim  to  accomplish,  but  I  do  not 
take  upon  me  to  say  that  I  shall  be  suc- 
cessful. We  is  certainly  a  very  impro- 
per designation  of  a  single  person,  wri- 
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ting  in  the  individuality  of  his  own 
private  character,  and  possessing  no 
peculiar  title,  privilege,  or  authority, 
to  issue  mandates  or  monitions.  It 
would  sound  oddly  enough  with  one  of 
the  prefaces  appertaining  to  plurality, 
We,  by  the  grace  of  God,  ,T.  O'Dris- 
coll  of  Lisnabrinny,  Esq.  &c.  &c.  do 
declare  so  and  so. 

Antithesis  is  his  favourite  figure,  and 
it  is  in  numerous  instances  a  very  sim- 
ple one,  merely  setting  one  part  ofa  sen- 
tence at  variance  with  the  other ;  other 
faults  there  are,  confused  ideas,  giddy 
and  unwarranted  assertions,  misrepre- 
sented facts,  and  false  conclusions.  Few 
pages  are  exempt  from  one  or  more  of 
these  imputations,  and  some  exhibit 
an  unlucky  combination  of  them  all. 
The  reader  who  has  not  seen  the  work, 
may  judge  from  the  following  speci- 
mens: "  It  was"  says  Mr  O'Driscoll,  ex 
Cathedra  de  Lisnabrinny,  "  our  purpose 
to  make  the  people  of  England  ac- 

?uainted  with  their  fellow-subjects  in 
reland,"  (taking  it  for  granted,  I  pre- 
sume, that,  to  obtain  this  knowledge, 
they  would  all  have  recourse  to  his 
30s.  pamphlet,  an  event  highly  advan- 
tageous to  the  author  at  least,)  "  and 
the  people  of  the  latter  country  with" 
— (the  people  of  England,  one  would 
naturally  suppose,  in  order  to  make 
the  acquaintance  mutual ;  but  no,  that 
would  be  descending  to  common  modes 
of  speech,  it  is  to  make  them  acquaint- 
ed with  the  only  people  with  whom 
nobody  but  our  sagacious  author  would 
suppose  them  unacquainted,  viz.) 
"  each  other !"  Well,  what  is  the  next 
part  of  his  purpose  ?  "  to  exhibit  a 
sketch  of  Ireland,  rapid,  irregular,  but 
faithful ;  a  view  of  what  it  was,  what  it 
is,  and  what  it  might  be  ;  to  suggest, 
to  urge  changes  which  have  become 
indispensable,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  expel,  if  it  were  possible,  the  fierce 
demon  of  radical  change  from  its  abode 
in  the  tormented  bosom  of  the  popu- 
lace. We  need  great  improvements  in 
Ireland,  but  we  have  had  enough  of 
revolutions  in  that"  (anglice  this]  ''tor- 
tured country." 

Old  ^sop  gave  us  a  mountain  pro- 
ducing a  mouse  ;  here  we  have  a  mouse 
producing  a  mountain,  viz.  a  hasty 
and  irregular  sketch,  purporting  to 
give  a  faithful  view  of  what  Ireland 
was  in  days  of  yore,  a  perplexed  and 
puzzling  skein  to  unravel ;  what  she 
is  now,  a  subject  on  which  neither 
historians  nor  politicians  are  quite  ac- 
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cordant;  and  what  she  might  be,  a 
matter  of  still  more  difficulty  and 
doubt  among  sages  and  speculators I 
The  next  part  of  the  author's  underta- 
king seems  as  superfluous  as  the  pre- 
ceding was  hopeless;  for  changes  which 
are  become  indispensable,  cannot  well 
be  unknown,  and  therefore  do  not  re- 
quire his  urgency,  being,  according  to 
him,  things  which  must  take  place. 
The  succeeding  sentence  is  so  express- 
ed as  to  make  his  readers  believe,  that 
the  daemon  of  radical  change  is  to  be 
expelled  by  his  book  from  the  bosom  of 
the  tortured  populace,  a  description  of 
persons  little  given  to  reading,  and  of 
whom  very  few  indeed  are  able  to  pur- 
chase thirty  shillings  worth  of  admo- 
nition. In  his  aversion  to  revolutions, 
every  honest  and  intelligent  reader 
will  heartily  concur,  as  well  as  in  ac- 
knowledging that  we  are  in  need  of 
great  improvements,  among  which  I 
should  be  glad  to  see  the  style  and 
temper  of  political  composition  inclu- 
ded. Improvements  and  changes,  how- 
ever, are  not  synonimous. 

But,  if  the  next  paragraph  is  to  be 
credited,  (the  information  given  in 
which  is  entitled  to  the  full  praise  of 
novelty,  having  never,  I  believe,  been 
contemplated  by  any  preceding  writer,) 
our  author's  pains,  for  the  tar  great- 
er part  at  least,  might  have  been  spa- 
red, inasmuch  as  he  has  discovered  a 
much  more  certain  guide  than  human 
wisdom,  viz.  instinct.  There  is,  he 
tells  us,  "  a  kind  of  instinctive  feeling 
which  belongs  to  our  species,  intima- 
ting when  great  changes  are  at  hand. 
It  is  something  of  that  kind  by  which 
the  lower  animals  foreknow  the  chan- 
ges of  the  weather,  and  are  warned  to 
provide  for  their  safety  !" 

This  doctrine,  as  I  have  already  ob« 
served,  is  new,  and  not  the  least  inge- 
nious among  our  author's  singular  opi- 
nions, though,  to  most  readers,  it  will 
probably  appear  paradoxical.  Animals, 
not  possessed  of  reason,  are  endowed 
with  that  faculty  called  instinct,  which 
a  wise  Providence  has  rendered  sub- 
servient to  their  uses,  and  sufficient 
for  their  welfare.  Now,  as  experience 
and  observation  have  shewed  our  au- 
thor that  there  are  among  the  crea- 
tures professing  rationality,  and  par- 
ticularly among  those  who  call  them- 
selves political  reformers,  a  very  con- 
siderable number  of  persons  exhibit- 
ing little  or  no  symptoms  of  the  rea- 
soning faculty,  he  has  kindly  provided 
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them  with  a  substitute  in  that  which 
has  proved  so  excellent  a  guide  to 
other  irrational  animals,  instinct.  This 
certainly  serves  to  account  for  what 
otherwise  would  seem  wholly  unac- 
countable, the  ravings  of  certain  per- 
sons composing  political  clubs  or  con- 
ventions, in  Dublin  and  other  places. 
Many  think  them  to  be  only  mistaken 
and  puzzle-headed  agitators,  abusing 
their  reason,  and  over-rating  their  ta- 
lents ;  but  it  now  appears  that  reason 
and  talents  have  no  concern  in  the  mat- 
ter, and  that  they  act  under  the  mere 
impulse  of  an  instinct  foreboding  the 
probability  of  bad  weather  in  the  po- 
litical horizon,  as  sea-birds  usually 
scream  most  on  the  apprc/ach  of  a 
storm.  Mr  O'DriscollVerror  consists 
in  improper  exemplification.  Had  he 
applied  his  doctrine  to  those  said  agita- 
tors, it  would  have  been  easily  admit- 
ted j  but  he  has  unfortunately  selected 
his  proofs  from  classes  least  likely  to 
forebode  state  changes,  or  feel  disturb- 
ance from  political  foresight,  viz.  "  the 
barefooted  peasant  on  the  mountain, 
the  citizen  employed  at  his  trade,  the 
professional  man,  the4  country  gentle- 
man, and  the  farmer ;  all  these,"  he 
says,  "  are  agreed  that  changes  are  ne- 
cessary. On  this  point  there  is  perfect 
unanimity."  That  certain  changes 
would  be  acceptable  to  most  of  these,  I 
am  willing  to  admit,  but  I  strenuous- 
ly deny  the  circumstance  of  perfect 
unanimity.  The  barefooted  peasant 
on  the  mountain  feels  little  interest  in 
any  change  save  the  change  of  wea- 
ther, or  the  change  of  pasturage  for 
his  flock  or  herd.  The  citizen  would 
change  a  bad  trade  into  a  good  one, 
and  a  good  one  into  a  better,  if  he 
could.  The  country  gentleman,  and 
the  farmer,  agree  perfectly  in  the  con- 
templation of  one  change,  viz.  a  change 
in  the  prices  of  corn,  and  other  provi- 
sions ;  but  they  differ  widely  in  an- 
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they  who  discover  least  ability,  and 
are  least  sxiccessful  in  the  manage- 
ment of  their  own  private  and  person- 
al concerns,  are  the  fittest  to  direct 
those  of  the  public. 

To  this  new  doctrine  of  human  in- 
stinct, there  is  one  little  objection, 
that  though  it  shews  with  sufficient 
certainty  approaching  changes,  it  does 
not,  as  in  the  case  of  lower  animals, 
necessarily  enable  the  foreknowers  to 
provide  for  their  safety,  which,  ac- 
cording to  the  old  school  of  philoso- 
phy, was  the  sole  purpose  intended  by 
the  wisdom  of  the  Almighty  Giver  of 
instincts.  In  the  beginning  of  the  reign 
of  Louis  XVI.  French  instinct  point- 
ed clearly  enough  to  a  great  approach- 
ing change,  but  it  seems  to  have  been 
sadly  deficient  in  warning  the  people 
to  provide  for  their  safety.  It  does 
therefore  appear  to  be  by  no  means 
impossible,  that  those  of  our  country- 
men who  are  most  agitated  by  this  in- 
stinctive prophetical  furor,  may  hap- 
pen to  meet  a  change  not  only  contrary 
to  their  expectations,  but  injurious  to 
their  safety.  In  the  French  National 
Assembly,  were  men  full  as  wise,  and, 
I  believe,  almost  as  noisy  and  tumult- 
uous, as  those  of  the  Dublin  Conven- 
tion, and  they  succeeded  both  in  ef- 
fecting a  change,  and  in  putting  them- 
selves at  the  head  of  it,  but  the  subse- 
quent part  of  the  example  is  not  very 
encouraging.  However,  those  who  act 
from  instinct,  are,  of  course,  exempt 
from  any  impressions  that  can  be  made 
by  precedent,  reasoning,  prudence,  or 
reflection. 

Mr  O'Driscoll  has  made  curious  dis- 
coveries— he  makes  Voltaire  a  predes- 
tinarian,  and  Cromwell  a  saint.  That 
brilliant  writer,  he  says,  speaking  of 
the  former,  "  thought  that  Ireland  was 
foredoomed  to  slavery,  but  he  was  mis- 
taken." Now,  this  seems  a  very  un- 
lucky observation  for  one  whose  faitli- 


other,  the  gentleman  wishing  to  change    ful  Sketch  of  Ireland  represents  her  as 
low  rents  into  high,  and  the  farmer     having  been  in  a  state  of  slavery  not 
high 


wishing  to  change  high  rents  into 
low.  Professional  men,  by  whom  are 
meant,  I  suppose,  lawyers,  physicians, 
and  attorneys,  when  they  are  fortunate 
enough  to  have  good  business,  are  sel- 
dom fools  enough  to  wish  for  a  change. 
When  this  is  not  the  case,  some  of 
them  are  apt  to  try  their  fortune  in 
another  way,  and  so  change  themselves 
into  patriots,  politicians,  orators,  and 
pamphlet  writers ;  for  it  is  become  a 
sort  of  axiom  in  modern  politics,  that 


only  for  ages  prior  to  the  brilliant  wri- 
ter's time,  but  down  even  to  the  pre- 
sent day.  What  she  may  be  hereafter, 
one  prophet  knows  just  as  well  as  the 
other.  Within  three  lines  of  his  refu- 
tation of  Voltaire,  he  has  these  words  : 
"  Never  were  there  more  turbulent  or 
reluctant  slaves  than  the  Irish."  This 
is  at  least  an  admission  of  the  fact.  As 
to  reluctance  and  turbulence,  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  them  general  character- 
istics of  slavery  in  all  countries.  In 
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one  respect,  certainly,  no  slaves  were 
ever  tamer  than  the  Irish,  that  is,  in 
their  blind  submission  to  a  despotic 
church.  This,  however,  is,  in  a  great 
measure,  ascribable  to  the  gross  ig- 
norance of  the  people,  and  the  vigilant 
bigotry  of  the  priest ;  a  change  in  both 
of  which  is  indeed  a  "  consummation 
devoutly  to  be  wished." 

Cromwell's  saintship,  I  believe  Mr 
O'Driscoll  will  find  in  no  calendar  but 
his  own.  The  religion  of  that  curious 
compound  of  hypocrisy  and  enthusi- 
asm was,  if  I  mistake  not,  that  of  the 
sect  called  Independent  Dissenters. 
Whether  sects  of  this  description  still 
produce  religious  saints,  I  do  not  know, 
but  they  are  said  to  be  sufficiently  fer- 
tile in  political  sinners.  I  hope  they 
and  their  various  coadjutors  may  not 
verify  the  old  proverb,  of  too  many 
cooks.  Perhaps  they  may  reply  to  me 
with  a  proverb  of  still  greater  age  and 
respectability — that  "  in  the  multi- 
tude of  counsellors  there  is  safety." 
The  retort  would  certainly  be  in  their 
favour,  did  we  not  know  that  the  word 
counsellors,  in  ancient  days,  signified 
wise  men. 

Mr  O'Driscoll  apologizes  for  inac- 
curacy of  language  by  the  hurry  of 
Eublication,  being  anxious  to  put  out 
is  book,  lest  "  the  interest  which 
passing  events  had  collected  upon  Irish 
affairs,  might  have  been  dissipated  and 
lost,"  before  its  appearance.  Passing 
affairs  must  have  been  of  a  trivial  na- 
ture indeed,  if  their  impression  was 
so  very  transitory  as  to  refuse  to  wait 
one  little  month  for  an  Irish  pamph- 
let. Surely  he  who  looked  to  the  re- 
turn of  tranquillity  in  so  short  a  space, 
could  not  have  been  very  seriously 
impressed  with  the  horrors  of  misgo- 
vernment.  The  feverish  symptoms 
which  were  likely  to  abate  before  the 
political  quack  had  time  to  compound 
his  nostrum,  could  not  have  been  very 
dangerous.  But  he  needed  not  to  have 
felt  such  alarm.  The  Dublin  agita- 
tors are  not  of  a  character  to  be  easily 
tranquillized,  and  Captain  Rock  is  a 
sturdy  belligerent.  It  is  a  very  ques- 
tionable matter,  whether  either  the 
former  or  the  latter  would  abate  one 
iota  of  their  turbulence,  even  although 
Mr  O'Driscoll's  pamphlet  were  to  be 
read  every  week  by  one,  and  to  the 
other,  and  all  his  salutary  and  sagacious 
recommendations  adopted  into  the  bar- 
gain. A  later  appearance  would  have 
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been  favourable  to  the  proplietic  cha- 
racter of  his  work,  as  it  would  have 
made  him  suppress  the  paragraphs  pre- 
dictive of  the  terrible  .con sequences  to 
be  apprehended  from  France's  inter- 
ference with  the  affairs  of  Spain.  Great 
politicians,  like  Mr  O'Driscoll,  are  apt 
to  confine  the  name  of  "  the  people" 
to  the  opposers  of  established  autho- 
rity ;  and  when  they  hear  of  a  few 
discontented  spirits  in  a  country,  it  is 
the  people  rising  in  the  cause  of  free- 
dom against  their  tyrannical  oppress- 
ors. That  rulers  will  sometimes  op- 
press, and  that  oppression  ought  to  be 
resisted,  I  am  very  far  from  denying ; 
but  that  factions  should  be  encoura- 
ged to  overthrow  established  authori- 
ties, I  can  never  admit.  There  are  few 
countries  as  3  et  prepared  for  what  we 
call  a  free  government,  and  a  prema- 
ture introduction  of  one  in  them, 
would  do  more  harm  than  good.  The 
French,  we  see,  have  been  received  in 
the  Peninsula  as  friends  ;  and  a  great 
majority  of  the  people  are  decisively  in 
favour  of  the  old  system,  which  time, 
it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  improve,  but 
which,  at  present,  it  would  be  mad- 
ness to  change.  Poor  Wilson  is  now 
probably  of  the  same  opinion.  What 
a  pity  that  so  much  heroism  has  been 
' '  dissipated  and  lost !" 

Mr  O'Driscoll  begins  his  work  with 
a  general  view  of  Ireland,  from  which 
it  is  difficult  to  collect  anything  pre- 
cise, significant,  or  satisfactory.  Had 
he  been  content  to  express  his  thoughts 
in  plain  language,  though  his  state- 
ments and  opinions  might  be  contro- 
vertible,  they  could  hardly  be  misun- 
derstood. Affectation  of  fine  writing 
has  disfigured  what  was  just,  ampli- 
fied what  was  injudicious,  made  er- 
rors more  glaring,  and  thrown  an  air  of 
ridicule  and  absurdity  over  the  whole. 
A  plain  writer,  comparing  these  islands, 
would  be  satisfied  to  tell  us,  that  Ire- 
land was  still  far  behind  her  more  fa- 
voured and  fortunate  sister,  in  arts,  in 
industry,  in  opulence,  and  in  renown. 
How  is  this  expressed  in  the  sesquipe- 
dalia  verba  of  Mr  O'Driscoll  ?  "  While 
Great  Britain  sits  in  the  brightness  of 
the  glorious  age  which  she  has  almost 
created,  Ireland  is  still  in  the  dimness 
of  antiquity  !"  In  the  former  sen- 
tence, we  have  clear  and  definite  ideas 
of  British  superiority,  and  the  things 
in  which  it  consists.  In  the  latter  we 
have  nothing  specific,  nothing  precise, 
3  Y 
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nothing  satisfactory  —  inaniit  verba.. 
But  this  is  not  the  worst ;  what  we  do 
understand  of  it,  is  not  true.  Ireland 
is  not  in  the  dimness  of  antiquity,  and 
Mr  O'Driscoll  himself  shall  be  brought 
to  prove  it.  The  national  character  of 
Ireland,  he  tells  us,  is  best  represent- 
ed by  its  women;  and,  with  patrio- 
tic gallantry,  he  prefers  them  to  the 
English  and  the  French,  for  all  the 
qualities  that  can  adorn  the  sex.  They 
could  hardly  reach  such  excellence  in 
t)tc  diinnc.it!  of  antifjiiiiy.  In  vol.  ii.  p* 
22-t,  he  thus  speaks :— "  The  question 
is  not  now,  Will  you  instruct  the 
people  ?  But  will  you  give  a  safe  di- 
rection to  that  instruction  which  they 
have  received,  and  are  receiving  ?  The 
people  can  no  longer  be  deceived  upon 
any  subject,"  (he  might  have  excepted 
miracles  and  prophecies,)  "  too  much 
light  has  gone  down  to  the  lowest  depths 
of  society."  If  this  be  the  case,  Ire- 
land cannot  be  said  to  be  in  the  dim- 
ness of  antiquity.  It  is  true,  the  learn- 
ed gentleman  here  seems  to  forget 
what  he  insists  upon  in  other  places, 
and  what  forms  the  only  valuable  part 
of  his  books,  the  extreme  ignorance  of 
the  common  people,  and  the  best 
means  of  removing  it  by  the  esta- 
blishment of  proper  schools.  But  what 
of  that  ?  It  is  only  one  out  of  ten 
thousand  inconsistencies  and  contra- 
dictions, things  too  trifling  to  stand 
in  the  way  of  a  brilliant  period,  or  a 
favourite  position.  So  thepresentpoint 
can  be  established,  no  matter  at  what 
expense ;  common  sense  and  simple 
truth  are  easy  sacrifices.  In  another 
place,  we  have  an  eulogium  passed  on 
the  metropolis  of  Ireland.  We  should 
be  glad,  he  says,  (and  no  doubt  such 
authority  will  be  attended  to,)  to  see 
it  established  as  a  settled  habit  of  the 
Crown,  that  the  King  should  frequent- 
ly, and  at  stated  times,  hold  his  court 
in  Dublin."  (The  crown,  it  seems,  is 
to  settle  when  and  where  the  King 
shall  wear  it.)  "  The  city  of  Dublin 
is  worthy  of  the  royal  presence."  With 
such  a  city,  the  second  in  the  British 
empire,  with  such  cities  as  Cork,  Bel- 
fast, Waterford,  Limerick,  and  others 
of  inferior  note,  to  say  nothing  of  her 
nobility,  clergy,  and  landed  gentry, 
inethinks  it  is  a  little  too  much  to  say 
that  Ireland  is  still  in  the  dimness  of 
antiquity.  Her  best  antiquity  possess- 
ed no  city  equal  to  the  worst  of  them. 
It  is,  however,  but  fair  to  give  Mr 


O'Driscoll  an  opportunity  of  explaining 
what  he  means  by  this  dimness  of  an- 
tiquity, and  the  extract  will  give  such 
readers  as  have  not  seen  his  work  a 
fair  specimen  of  the  elevation  of  his 
style,  and  the  felicity  of  his  illustra- 
tions. "  She  (Ireland)  has  had  her 
shining  spirits,  not  few  nor  inconsi- 
derable (shining  spirits  seldom  are)  ; 
but  they  have  been  unable  to  dispel 
the  darkness  of  an  antiquity,  which  is 
without  pomp,  or  beauty,  or  chivalry ; 
not  elevated,  not  dignified,  not  polish- 
ed ;  preserving  only  the  fierce  passions, 
the  feuds,  and  the  barbarism  of  an- 
cient times,  without  the  generous  at- 
tachments of  clanship,  without  the 
oftentimes  noble  fidelity  and  high  ho- 
nour of  feudal  obligations.  The  lum- 
ber, and  the  dross,  and  the  deadly  wea- 
pons of  antiquity  (qu.  whatarethey  ?) 
are  scattered  over  the  land ;  but  what- 
ever was  brilliant  or  beautiful  (surely 
he  should  have  excepted  the  wo- 
men) is  gone  for  ever !  We  walk  as 
upon  a  stage,  where  (Ariglice,  whence 
or  from  which)  the  pageant  has  been 
withdrawn,  and  the  lights  extinguish- 
ed, and  some  coarse  and  vulgar  mate- 
terials  strown  in  the  darkness,  suggest 
an  indistinct  idea  of  what  might  have 
been  performed." 

What  Mr  Pope  observes  of  some 
writers,  who 
"  From  vulgar  rules  with  brave  disorder 

part," 

may  be  justly  applied  to  the  passage 
here  quoted.  I  would  gladly  learn  the 
substantive  intended  for  the  first  rela- 
tive, "  which,"  whether  it  is  an  anti- 
quity, or  the  darkness  of  an  antiquity. 
If  the  former,  as  the  grammatical  con-- 
struction  of  the  sentence  seems  to  in- 
timate, then  we  have  the  word  anti- 
quity used  in  a  new  sense,  and  made 
to  signify  the  present  time.  If  dark- 
ness be  the  substantive,  it  was  hardly 
necessary  to  tell  us  that  darkness  was 
without  pomp,  or  beauty,  or  chivalry, 
&c.  &c.  For  my  own  part,  I  cannot 
bring  myself  to  feel  any  regret  for  the 
loss  of  clanship,  however  generous,  or 
of  feudal  obligations,  however  noble 
their  fidelity,  and  high  their  honour, 
deeming  them  symptoms  of  barbarism 
at  best,  and  worse  than  even  the  dark- 
ut'sx  of  our  present  antiquity.  His  thea- 
trical illustration  does  any  thing  but 
throw  light  upon  the  subject.  When 
a  man  is  in  darkness,  it  makes  no  dif- 
ference whether  the  materials  strewn 
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about  him  arc  coarse  or  fine,  or  whe- 
ther the  place  be  in  a  playhouse  or  a 
prison— his  first  thought  would  be  to 
get  out,  and  his  most  probable  specu- 
lation how  to  do  so  without  falling  on 
his  face  or  breaking  his  shins. 

If  Mr  O'Driscoll's  ideas  of  what  Ire- 
land is,  and  what  Ireland  ought  to  be, 
are  not  more  pertinent  and  rational 
than  those  which  he  entertains  con- 
cerning what  Ireland  has  been,  little 
indeed- can  be  expected  from  the  lucu- 
brations of  Lisnabrinny ;  and,  truly, 
in  the  words  of  honest  Dogberry,  it 
will  go  near  to  be  thought  so  shortly. 
Though  he  has  renounced  the  old  re- 
ligion of  his  country,  he  retains  his 
belief  in  her  legendary  tales,  in  defi- 
ance of  all  the  external  evidence  which 
authentic  history  supplies,  and  with- 
out regard  for  the  utter  want  of  any 
evidence  internal.     The  reader  shall 
have  it  in  his  own  words :  "  The  old 
Irish  appear  to  have  had  an  indisposi- 
tion for  trade,  which  could  hardly  be 
expected  in  the  descendants  of  the  ce>- 
lebrated  traders  of  Tyre,  the  mart  of 
nations,  the  crowning.city,  .whose  mer- 
chants are  princes,  whose  traffickers 
are  the  honourable  of  the  earth."  No, 
truly.     Their  indisposition  to  trade, 
which  is  a  soft  way  of  expressing  their 
general  ignorance  of  it,  ought  to  have 
been  employed  as  a  decisive  proof  that 
they  were  not  the  descendants  of  those 
honourable  traffickers,  and  mercantile 
princes,  because  if  they  had  been,  it 
is  altogether  impossible  that  such  an 
indisposition  could  exist,  especially  in 
a  country  whose  mercatorial  advantages 
he  so  highly  extols.     But  what  is  his 
logical  conclusion— that  "  this,  i.  e. 
their  being  a  Tyrian  colony,  (though 
it  indisposed  them  to  the  very  pursuit 
it  should  have  encouraged  most)  will 
account  for  the  degree  of  knowledge 
and  refinement  which  they  possessed 
at  a  very  early  period,  and  which  were 
lost  in  the  overwhelming  calamities  of 
their  country  \"  From  such  perversity 
of  intellect,  what  can  be  expected? — 
But  wearisome  as  it  must  be,  let  us  fol- 
low up  the  subject,  and  see  how  suc- 
cessfully he  explains  the  loss  of  their 
early  knowledge  andrefinement.  Those 
"  overwhelming  calamities,"  in  which 
both  were  lost,  were,  as  he  tells  us, 
the  invasion  of  the  Danes,  who  were 
repulsed,    and    the   invasion   of   the 
English,  which  was  partially  successful. 
Before  we  proceed  to  those  inva- 
sions, it  will  not  be  amiss  to  have  re- 
course to  two  of  the  earliest  accounts 


of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  ftirnish- 
cd  by  persons  of  unquestionable  vera- 
city, and  almost  unequalled  abilities. 
The  learned  reader  will  perceive  that 
I  allude  to  Julius  Caesar,  one  of  the 
greatest  men  theworld  has  ever  beheld, 
and  the  historian  Tacitus.     Though 
Caesar's  object  .was  .conquest,  ;he  has 
minutely  described  the  extent  and  po- 
sition of  the  countries  he  overran,  and 
the  character,  manners,  and  disposi- 
tions of  their  inhabitants.     The  bar- 
barism of  the  English,  whom  he  twice 
invaded  with  success,  though  not  with- 
out danger,  is  sufficiently  known  to 
every  reader  of  English  history.    The 
inhabitants  of  the  eastern  coast  about 
Kent  were  by  far  the  most  civilized 
(longe  humanissimi)  from  their  prox- 
imity to  the  continent,  and  their  oc- 
casional   intercourse    with   its   mer- 
chants.   Of  Ireland,  he  only  describes 
the  situation  and  the  size,  on  the  west 
side  of  Britain,  and  smaller  by  half. 
A  man,  who  sought  all  opportunities 
of  knowledge,  whose  ears  were  always 
open  to  information,  and  on  whom  no 
information  was  ever  lost,  could  not 
have  failed  to  receive  some  intimation 
of  Ireland's  Tyrian  colonization,  and 
consequent  learning  and  refinement, 
had  such  a  state  of  things  then  exist- 
ed.    Had  it  even  escaped  the  know- 
ledge of  the  Gauls  and  Gantians,  it 
could  not  have  been  unknown  to  Spain, 
with  which  country  Caesar  was  per- 
fectly acquainted.     Tacitus  was  the 
friend  and  companion  of  the  Roman 
general  Agricola,  who  greatly  extend- 
ed the  Roman  conquests  in  Britain, 
where  he  governed  tor  a  considerable 
time,  in  the  century  after  the  death 
of  Julius  Csesar.      His  geographical 
description  is  less  exact  than  that  of 
Caesar,  for  he  places  Ireland  between 
Britain  and  Spain,  but  he  supplies  the 
deficiency  of  his  precursor,  in  other  re- 
spects.    It  is  remarkable  enough  that 
the  information  conveyed  by  Tacitus 
should  disagree  with  the  Lisnabrinny 
account,  both  in  respect  to  the  Irish  in- 
disposition for  trade,  and  also  in  respect 
to  the  learning-  and  refinement  of  the 
people.  He  says  expressly,  that  the  si- 
tuation of  Ireland,  (meaning  of  course 
the  south  coast) from  its  neighbourhood 
both  to  France  and  Spain,  had  produ- 
ced a  degree  of  intercourse  between  the 
several  inhabitants,  and  that  the  Irish 
harbours  were  better  known  to  traders 
than  those  of  England.    In  mind  and 
manners,  he  observes,  there  was  little 
difference  between  Britons  and  Irish* 
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men,  and  of  the  power  of  a  people  so 
learned  and  refined,  he  was  led  to 
entertain  a  very  contemptible  idea. 
An  Irishman  obliged  to  fly  his  coun- 
try for  sedition,  (I  suppose  under  an 
insurrection  act)  had  been  harboured 
by  Agricola  for  his  own  purposes.  "  I 
have  often  heard  him  say,  (Tacitus 
thus  writes)  that  one  legion,  with  a 
few  auxiliaries,  would  amply  suffice 
for  conquering  and  keeping  possession 
of  the  whole  island,  and  he  pressed 
the  undertaking  on  Agricola  as  useful 
towards  the  quiet  subjection  of  the 
Britons,  by  removing  the  jealousy  they 
might  feel  from  the  vicinity  of  a  people 
unconquered  by  the  arms  of  Rome, 
and  retaining  their  native  liberty." 
It  seems  pretty  certain  that  the  Irish 
refugee,  who  appeared  so  desirous  to 
reduce  his  country  under  a  foreign 
yoke,  would  have  used  stronger  ar- 
guments for  invasion,  had  the  state  of 
Ireland  been  able  to  supply  them. 
The  project  was  declined  by  Agricola, 
who  probably  thought  the  barbarians 
of  Britain  quite  enough  for  his  pur- 
pose. The  fair,  and  indeed  unavoid- 
able conclusion  resulting  from  such 
testimony,  and  confirmed  by  the  want 
of  a  single  internal  vestige  of  early  re- 
finement, is,  that  this  Tyrian  coloniza- 
tion, which  must  have  long  preceded 
the  Roman  conquest  of  Britain,  with 
its  consequent  knowledge,  arts,  learn- 
ing, and  refinement,  must  be  number- 
ed, as,  in  truth,  I  thought  it  had  long 
been,  among  the  dreams  and  decep- 
tions of  monkish  idleness. 

The  progress  of  men  from  barbarism 
to  refinement,  unaided  by  adventi- 
tious circumstances,  is  so  extremely 
slow,  that  the  exemption  of  Ireland 
from  Roman  subjugation  may  be  con- 
sidered more  in  the  class  of  her  mis- 
fortunes than  her  felicities.  Of  that 
mighty  people,  it  may  be  said,  that 
they  conquered  rather  to  civilize  than 
enslave,  and  when  resistance  was  at 
an  end,  the  work  of  improvement  was 
assiduously  commenced.  The  pros- 
perity of  Britain  advanced  rapidly  un- 
der tneir  auspices,  suffering  for  a  long 
time  no  interruption  but  from  the  bar- 
barous part  of  her  own  population, 
who  maintained  their  wild  independ- 
ence by  means  of  inaccessible  moun- 
tains and  morasses.  The  calamitous 
invasion  of  the  northern  tribes,  which 
finally  overthrew  the  Roman  Empire, 
was  equally  destructive  to  the  prospe- 
rity ot  civilized  Britain.  Had  Ireland 


been  fortunate  enough  to  reap  the  be- 
nefits, which  would  necessarily  have 
followed  a  Roman  possession  of  the 
Island,  she  would  at  least  have  had 
the  advantage  of  keeping  them  much 
longer,  and  possibly  of  retaining  them 
altogether.  Her  remote  and  secluded 
situation  rendered  her  less  known,  and 
less  exposed  to  hostile  invaders,  of 
whom  very  few  in  comparison,  and 
none  with  final  success,  approached 
her  shores  previous  to  the  descent  of 
the  English  in  the  time  of  the  second 
Henry.  Had  Ireland  been  colonized 
from  Tyre,  and  instructed  in  all  the 
arts  of  civilization  at  the  early  period 
assigned  by  the  fabulous  writers,  she 
must  have  possessed  such  a  mass  of 
population,  and  such  a  power  of  re- 
sistance, as  would  have  contemned  the 
feeble  attacks  of  a  single  enemy — the 
Danes.  We  know  how  her  population 
has  increased  in  one  century  under 
what  such  people  as  Mr  O'Driscoll 
call  discouragement  and  persecution, 
and  may  therefore  easily  conceive  the 
rapidity  of  its  progress  during  a  long 
state  of  prosperity  and  independence. 
Mr  O'DriscoU's  notion  of  her  strength 
being  broke,  her  refinement  lost,  and 
her  people  disunited  by  an  unsuccess- 
ful invasion,  is  too  absurd  for  serious 
refutation.  But  it  is  in  a  peculiar  de- 
gree the  misfortune  of  this  writer  to 
wage  perpetual  hostility  with  the  prin- 
ciples of  logic.  He  seems  to  lay  down 
premises  only  for  the  purpose  of  draw- 
ing false  conclusions.  It  is  indeed 
true,  that  remoteness  of  situation  and 
difficulty  of  access  did,  for  a  long  time, 
protect  Ireland  from  foreign  attack ; 
and,  while  England  was  harassed  by 
continual  inroads,  she  remained  in  for- 
tunate tranquillity.  During  this  pe- 
riod it  was  that  learning  flourished, 
seminaries  were  filled,  foreign  students 
sought  refuge  in  her  quiet  retreats, 
and  she  obtained  the  appellation  of 
insula  sanctorum.  But  her  learning, 
confined  within  a  few  monkish  walls, 
and  such  as  no  student  of  this  age 
would  read,  was  little  calculated  to 
enlighten  the  minds,  or  improve  the 
manners,  of  the  people.  She  had  some 
saints,  but  she  had  no  citizens.  They 
who  praise  her  for  learning,  praise  her 
for  nothing  else  ;  and  whoever  has  a 
mind  to  obtain  a  just  knowledge  of  its 
value,  will  find  it  in  musty  legends, 
and  obsolete  divinity. 

Better  consequences,  indeed,  might 
have  been  expected,  had  the  priina- 
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ry  and  more  liberal  establishment  of 
Christianity  in  Ireland — of  which  the 
reader  will  find  a  good  account  in  Dr 
Ledwich's  Antiquities — been  able  to 
preserve  its  independence.  But  the 
conquest  which  heathen  Rome  had 
been  unable  or  unwilling  to  achieve 
over  the  persons  of  the  Irish,  was  suc- 
cessfully obtained  by  pontifical  Rome 
over  their  minds,  and  a  degree  of  men- 
tal servitude  established,  destructive 
of  one  of  man's  most  valuable  rights, 
the  right  of  conscience,  and  decidedly 
incompatible  with  human  freedom. 
This  has  been  the  main  bar  to  Irish  im- 
provement, as  it  has  been  to  improve- 
ment everywhere  else;  and  strange 
indeed  it  must  appear,  even  in  these 
strange  times,  that  they  who  are  here 
most  violent  and  vociferous  for  the  full, 
the  unrestrained,  and  the  most  unli- 
mited acquisition  of  civil  liberty  for 
themselves,  are  at  the  same  time  most 
strenuous  for  strengthening  the  power 
of  ecclesiastical  domination  in  a  despo- 
tic church,  and  withholding  from  the 
people  of  their  communion  even  the 
puny  privilege  of  daring  to  entertain  a 
doubt.  This  is  Irish  patriotism,  this 
is  Irish  consistency ! 

Mr  O'Driscoll  is  lavish  in  his  enco- 
miums upon  his  countrymen  for  that 
fidelity  of  attachment  to  old  dogmas, 
which,  however,  he  was  too  wise  to 
imitate  himself,  not  considering  that 
this  same  fidelity  is  a  proof  not  of  light 
but  of  darkness,  an  invariable  accom- 
paniment of  the  rude  and  ignorant. 
If  he  has  a  mind  to  learn  still  strong- 
er instances  of  such  meritorious  fide- 
lity, he  will  find  them  among  the 
willing  victims  of  Juggernaut,  and 
the  burning  widows  of  Seringapatam. 
Wishes  are  vain,  and  we  must  endea- 
vour to  make  the  best  of  things  as 
they  are;  but  let  any  man  of  sense 
and  observation  consider  for  a  moment 
what  a  large  portion  of  this  island 
now  is  under  the  religious  influence  of 
a  pure,  pious,  and  unchanging  priest- 
hood, and  what  it  would  have  been,  if, 
like  Scotland,  her  mental  energies  had 
been  roused  by  some  such  daring  here- 
tical reformer  as  John  Knox ;  whether 
she  would  have  had  a  safer  road  to 
heavenly  beatitude  I  shall  not  say,  but 
unquestionably  she  would  have  found 
a  safer  way  to  light,  learning,  indus- 
try, and  riches. 

Ireland,  according  to  Mr  O'Driscoll, 
having  lost  her  refinement  and  pros- 
perity by  repelling  the  Danes,  who, 
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(in  his  phraseology,  understand  h  who 
may,)  "  left  the  rock  upon  the  sea- 
shore, shattered  in  all  its  length  and 
thickness,"  was  fortunate  enough  to 
recover  them  again  before  the  arrival 
of  the  English,  when,  it  seems,  they 
were  lost  a  second  time. 

It  is  not  much  to  the  credit  of  Irish 
fidelity,  that  of  the  three  invasions 
which  did  or  might  have  taken  place, 
two  were  incited  by  the  treachery  of  na- 
tives. We  need  not  waste  the  reader's 
time  in  taking  any  pains  to  shew,  that 
neither  the  invaders  nor  the  invaded 
were,  in  the  time  of  the  second  Henry, 
endowed  with  much  refinement,  or 
possessed  of  any  considerable  degree  of 
civilization.  Of  the  two,  I  am  afraid 
the  invaders  had  the  advantage.  Sup- 
posing, however,  MrO'Driscoll's  state- 
ment to  be  true,  he  has  himself  fur- 
nished us  with  a  complete  exculpation 
of  the  accused.  I  quote  his  own  words, 
vol.  I.  p.  39,  "  Down  to  the  reign  of 
Elizabeth,  the  English  government  in 
Ireland  extending  over  no  more  than 
a  portion  of  Leinster,  and  a  few  towns 
on  the  eastern  coast,  was  wholly  oc- 
cupied in  a  struggle  to  preserve  this 
small  territory,  or  occasionally,  in  ef- 
forts to  extend  it."  Here,  then,  we 
have  an  interval  of  four  hundred  years, 
during  which  the  native  inhabitants  of 
near  three-fourths  of  Ireland,  and  who 
had  never  been  conquered  or  overrun 
by  the  English,  had  full  leisure  to  cul- 
tivate the  arts  and  sciences  for  which 
they  were  so  famous,  to  enjoy  their 
happy  and  learned  independence,  and 
to  make  that  progress  in  national  glory 
and  prospejity  which  free  and  enlight- 
ened countries  may  naturally  be  ex- 
pected to  do.  Even  Mr  O'Driscoll  will 
hardly  charge  the  "wretched  policy"  of 
England  with  crimes  which  it  could  not 
commit,  or  with  oppressing  inhabitants 
with  whom  she  had  no  connection. 
English  usurpation,  if  he  so  chooses  to 
call  it,  could  affect  only  "  a  portion  of 
Leinster,  and  a  few  towns  on  the  east- 
ern coast,"  the'  inhabitants  of  the  re- 
mainder continuing  subject  to  the  mild 
domination  of  their  native  princes,  and 
being  governed  by  their  own  free, 
equal,  and  equitable  laws.  It  there- 
fore remains  with  him  to  explain  how 
it  came  to  pass,  that  all  this  learning 
and  refinement,  all  the  splendid  arts  of 
native  civilization  which  were  left  to 
themselves,  utterly  disappeared  ;  and 
how  it  has  happened  that  the  subjuga- 
ted and  ill-governed  part  of  the  Irish 


territory  became  the  best  cultivated, 
the  most  opulent,  and  the  most  civili- 
zed. English  oppression  is  a  very  pretty 
plea  for  those  who  wish  to  cover  their 
own  defects,  imperfections,  and  vices, 
.under  the  cloak  of  others'  sins ;  but  it 
would  be  far  more  creditable  to  Ire- 
land honestly  to  avow,  that  her  genius 
had  never  been  duly  cultivated ;  that 
her  native  talent  had  never  been  fairly 
called  into  action,  than  to  maintain  the 
preposterous  and  degrading  notion  of 
her    unnaturally    retrograding    from 
knowledge  and  learning,  to  darkness 
and  ignorance,  from  civilized  industry 
to  sloth  and  barbarism.  This  is  rever- 
sing the  ordinary  progress  of  the  hu- 
man mind,  and  making  the  country 
which  they  would  celebrate  for  mental 
ability,  a  perverse  example  of  men- 
tal tergiversation.  It  may  serve  to  ac- 
count for  Irish  bulls  and  blunders,  but 
never  to  the  elucidation  of  Irish  ge- 
nius. It  is  true,  the  doctrine  of  retro- 
gradation  in  science,  by  abusing  the  ad- 
vantages of  classical  education,  by  pro- 
fessing patriotism  for  any  purpose  but 
to  serve  the  country,  by  haranguing 
only  to  inflame,  by  writing  only  to  mis- 
lead, and  by  affecting  superior  taste 
only  to  shew  a  total  want  of  all  the 
qualities  which  constitute  it,  does  re- 
ceive some  countenance  and  support 
from  too  many  representatives  of  the 
original  stock  in  the  present  day.  It  can 
be  no  just  reproach  to  Ireland  to  say, 
that  in  times  of  general  barbarism,  she 
was  barbarous  too,  and  that  a  more  re- 
mote situation  from  the  seat  of  arts  and 
knowledge,  necessarily  operated  to  re- 
tard her  advancement,  n^iioh  is  the 
real  state  of  the  case.     But  it  is  seri- 
ously reproachful  to  invest  her  with 
the  splendour  of  science  and  civiliza- 
tion, without  being  able  to  give  any 
rational  account  of  its  disappearance. 
The  arguments  we  have  seen  prove  the 
very  reverse  of  their  intended  conclu- 
sion.    English  policy  may  have  been 
often  bad ;  and  I  never  heard  of  any 
policy  that  was  uniformly  good ;  but 
the  breast  which  is  not  altogether  de- 
void of  gratitude  and  humanity,  will 
never  forget  the  substantial  benefits  of 
British  connection ;  that  it  is  to  her 
we  are  indebted  for  the  vast  stores  of 
knowledge  communicated  by  the  intro- 
duction of  her  language ;  that  it  is  to 
her  we  owe  all  that  we  possess  of  com- 
mercial spirit,  and  agricultural  skill ; 
that  it  is  to  her  we  owe  our  munici- 
pal laws,  our  legal  knowledge,  and  a 
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and  envy  of  surrounding  nations ;  that 
it  is  to  her  we  owe  exemption  from 
servitude  to  foreign  despotism ;  that 
it  is  to  her  we  owe  the  protection  of 
our  trade,  and  the  security  of  our  in- 
dependence ;  that  she  is  our  neighbour, 
our  friend,  our  instructress,  and  our 
example;  and  that  if  half  the  pains 
which  are  taken  to  vilify  her  charac- 
ter, were  employed  in  following,  and 
in  endeavouring  to  make  others  follow, 
her  example,  and  emulate,  what  they 
must  long  despair  to  equal,  her  pru- 
dence, her  honesty,  her  industry,  her 
decorum,  her  subordination,  her  so- 
briety, and  all  those  qualities  which 
compose  the  character  of  a  genuine 
Briton,  it  would  serve  Ireland  more  in 
seven  years  than  all  the  vapouring  ef- 
forts of  her  brawling  and  scribbling 
patriots,  in  seventy  times  seven.    Quid 
prosunt   leges  sine   moribus  ?     Were 
everything  to  be  conceded  to  the  de- 
mands of  the  clamorous;  were  the 
Housesof  Parliament  to  cry  peccavwms, 
we  will  give  you  all  you  desire ;  were 
the  dear  object  of  Roman  Catholic  as- 
cendency to  be  established ;  were  there, 
in  short,  nothing  refused  which  new.- 
born  arrogance  could  ask,  or  expect, 
let  any  man  look  to  the  minds,  the 
habits,  the  morals,  the  training  of  the 
people,  and  say  what  it  could  possibly 
avail,  until  those  minds,  those  habits, 
those  morals,  and  that  training,  shall 
have  undergone  complete  and  entire 
alteration.     If,  indeed,  it  be  their  ob- 
ject to  restore  the  splendour  of  Mr 
O'Driscoll's  Irish  antiquity,  to  revive 
the  soul  of  music,  which  (as  Mr  O'Dris- 
coll's only  minstrel  has  so  happily  ex- 
pressed,) the  harp  once  shed  within 
the  lamented  walls  of  Tara's  revelry, 
to  bring  back  the  generous  clanship, 
and  the  noble  fidelity  of  feudal  obli- 
gations, mayhap  these  worthies  are  ta- 
king the  right  course.   The  moral  re- 
formation of  such  a  people  as  the  mass 
of  Irish  population  exhibits,  must  be 
undertaken  by  very  different  instruct- 
ors, and  accomplished  by  means  very 
unlike  those  they  employ,  or,  as  far  as 
hitherto  appears,  are  capable  of  em- 
ploying. That  there  may  be  some  sen- 
sible and  honest  men  among  them,  I 
shall  not  deny ;  but  their  presence  does 
more  harm  than  good,  serving  only  to 
give  colour  and  support  to  that  turbu- 
lent spirit  which  it  is  out  of  their  power 
to  repress,  to  modify,  or  to  moderate. 
"  Hand  tali  auxilio  aut  defcnqoribiis 
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istis,  tempus  cget,  scandit  fatalis  ma- 
china  mnros."  The  stalking  horse  of 
false  patriotism,  pregnant  with  com- 
bustibles, has  entered  the  city — Let 
its  rightful  guardians  beware  of  the 
explosion  ! 

But  to  return  to  our  more  immediate 
subject — is  it  possible  that  any  man  of 
the  present  day  who  can  write,  or  any 
man  who  can  read,  would  take  such 
paragraphs  as  the  following  for  Eng- 
lich  composition,  or  for  any  other  than 
a  design  to  burlesque  the  tawdry  affec- 
tations of  false  taste  ?  Talking  of  the 
river  Shannon,  to  which  he  ascribes 
the  protection  of  some  of  the  old  Mi- 
lesian stock,  who  dwelt  in  the  remote 
region  on  its  western  side,  not  recol- 
lecting that  a  fine  and  navigable  river 
would  rather  invite  the  invader,  had 
there  been  anything  on  the  other  side 
worth  invading,  he  thus  proceeds, — 
"  There  is  something  in  the  serene 
magnificence  of  the  Shannon,  rolling 
his  long  line  of  waves  in  splendid  con- 
tinuity, and  spreading  occasionally 
into  vast  lakes,  and  exhibiting  in  the 
bosom  of  his  great  waters  a  thousand 
beautiful  islets,"  (Irregular  lakes,  and 
thousands  of  islets,  being,  I  suppose,  the 
Milesian  idea  of  long  and  splendid 
continuity,  as  waves  are  of  serenity,) 
"  Like,"  (who  can  guess  what?  why, 
like)  "  the  expansions  of  some  mighty 
mind  in  the  stillness  of  deep  thought, 
or,"  (if  that  will  not  do,  like  what  is 
the  very  reverse  of  it,)  "like  the  flow- 
ing of  a  rich  imagination,  wave  tum- 
bling over  wave,  until  at  length  it  dis- 
plays" (what?)  " its  fairy  formations 
sparkling  upon  a  calm  and  sunny  sur- 
face." The  same  brilliancy  of  thought 
and  language,  wave  tumbling  over 
wave  in  beautiful  disorder,  adorns  the 
whole  passage,  which  thus  happily  con- 
cludes: ff  Here  we  meet"  (that  is 
among  the  rocks  and  mountains  of 
Cunnemara  and  Clare,)  "at  everystep, 
a  wild  and  fantastic  luxuriance  of  im- 
agination, the  literary  genius  of  the 
bog,  and  the  poet  of  the  glen  and 
mountain ;  rude  and  often  ludicrous  in- 
dications," (I  defy  any  Englishman, 
native  or  imported,  to  tell  of  what,) 
"  of  the  richness  of  the  soil !"  The 
chapter  on  Ireland  concludes,  consist- 
ently, it  must  be  confessed,  with  a  bull. 
Ireland,  he  tells  us,  though  inferior  in 
power  and  prosperity,  is,  however, 
England's  eldest  sister — she  is  also  the 
oldest  and  the  newest  country  in  Eu- 
rope, ergo,  she  is  her  youngest  sister 
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also.  The  complexion  of  the  relation- 
ship defies  my  ability  to  unravel. 

His  chapter  on  national  character 
is  perfectly  Socratic;  all  we  are  enabled 
to  know  from  it  is,  that  we  know  no- 
thing. Nor  is  this  at  all  surprising, 
the  reader  being  prepared  for  that  re- 
sult by  the  initiatory  sentence.  "  There 
is,"  says  our  author,  "  nothing  more 
real,  or  better  understood  than  na- 
tional character." — Had  he  stopped 
here,  and  gone  on  to  the  ladies,  the 
theme  of  his  next  chapter,  all  would 
have  been  well ;  it  was  perfectly  unne- 
cessary to  explain  a  thing,  than  which 
<e  nothing  was  more  real  or  better  un- 
derstood." But  the  subsequent  part  of 
the  period,  like  the  obverse  of  a  medal , 
presents  a  new  and  quite  dissimilar 
picture,  "  and  yet  it  is  an  abstract  idea 
of  no  small  complexity,"  that  is,  it  is  a 
thing  unreal,  and  very  hard  to  be 
understood.  Readers  may  take  their 
choice ;  such  as  follow  the  author's 
guidance,  however,  will  abide  by  the 
latter.  His  account  of  Irish  authors  and 
orators,  shews  not  only  much  critical 
acumen,  but  some  novelty,  particular- 
ly in  making  Swift  junior  to  Burke, 
Grattan,  and  Curran,  and  ranking  him 
among  the  orators  of  Ireland.  Tom 
Moore  is  an  especial  favourite,  but  un- 
fortunately has  been  classed  among  the 
harpers,  rather  than  the  poets  of  Ire- 
land, probably  because  he  forgot  to 
look  into  his  dictionary  for  the  word 
minstrel. 

The  next  in  order  is  the  chapter 
upon  Irish  women,  to  whom,  in  addi- 
tion to  their  native  charms,  and  al- 
most unequalled  accomplishments,  he 
has  given  a  quality  certainly  attribu- 
table to  the  women  of  no  other  coun- 
try since  the  time  of  the  Amazons. 
"  The  women  of  Ireland  represent  the 
national  character  better  than  the  other 
sex."  This  was  intended  for  a  compli- 
ment, no  doubt;  yet  after  the  definition 
of  national  character,  which  has  been 
just  now  quoted,  the  degree  of  praise 
so  conferred  may  admit  of  question.  For 
what  is  it  they  represent  ?  is  it  not  an 
"  abstract  idea  of  no  small  complexi- 
ty ?"  The  explanation  is,  indeed,  com- 
plimentary, for  it  gives  them  all  the 
"  kindness,  goodness,  faithfulness, 
and  devotedness  of  the  Irish  heart," 
leaving  to  the  other  sex,  all  its  "  de- 
pravity, and  all  its  fierceness."  I  shall 
not  be  ungallant  enough  to  dispute 
the  praise,  though  I  deny  the  repre- 
sentation, not  being  able  to  conceive 
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how  a  national  character,  in  which     I  believe  so,  if  he  has  any  valued,  or 
great  vices  are  mingled  with  great  vir-     valuable  friends  at  all.  I  should  be  glad 


tues,  can  be  best  represented  by  ex- 
cellence without  a  fault. 

In  one  of  his  observations,  where  he 
draws  a  parallel  between  French  and 
Irish  ladies,  I  cannot  concur, — "  The 
French  woman  dwells  and  delights  in 
mystery — the  Irish  woman  in  the  light." 
Perhaps  there  has  been  a  typographi- 
cal error,  whicli  has  made  the  ladies 
change  places,  for  as  it  stands,  their 
characters  are  unques  don  ally  reversed. 
I  never  understood  that  French  ladies 
affected  mystery  in  anything,  not  even 
in  their  gallantries,  and  it  is  perfectly 
undeniable  that  there  are  some  things 
of  which  Irish  ladies  make,  and,  I 
hope,  will  continue  to  make  a  mystery, 
which  are  done  by  French  ladies  with- 
out the  least  scruple  in  open  daylight. 
I  don't  think  they  order  these  matters 
betterin  France,  and,  therefore,  though 
he  and  I  differ  in  the  statement,  we 
agree  in  the  praise.  We  also  agree  en- 
tirely in  another  observation,  and  a 
deep  one  it  is — that  the  women  of  Ire- 
land are  all  Irish.    Unwilling  as  I  am 
to  deduct  from  their  merits,  I  must  be 
permitted  to  doubt  one  part  of  his  pa- 
negyric, "  that  they  sooner  free  them- 
selves from  the  trammels  of  party  pre- 
judices,  and    sectarian   antipathies." 
Weak  minds  are  most  easily  held  in 
trammels ;  and  even  his  gallantry  will 
hardly  allow  superior  strength  of  mind 
to  the  fair  objects  of  his  adoration.  It 
is  a  pity  this  writer  did  not  turn  his 
thoughts  to  the  composition  of  a  novel. 
The  store-house  of  imagination,  from 
which  novelists  are  free  to  draw  their 
facts,  is  a  very  unsafe  repository  for 
those  of  the  statist,  or  the  historian. 

It  is  dangerous  for  a  man  to  draw 
his  own  character.  Few  are  capable  of 
doing  it  impartially,  and  they  who  are, 
have  too  much  sense  to  think  of  ob- 
taining credit  by  self-praise.  Mr  O'- 
Driscollthus  exhibits  his  pretensions  to 
superior  knowledge  of  British  policy, 
and  the  difficult  task  of  legislating  for 
Ireland — "  We  do  not  pretend  to  be  of 
no  party ;  but  our  leaning  to  party  is 
without  enmity  or  acrimony.  We  can 
value  merit,  admire  genius,  and  love 
goodness,  wherever  we  find  it."  (But 
one  need  not  find  it  unless  he  chooses.) 
"  We  are  not  without  some  political 
partialities ;  but  we  profess  to  have  no 
prejudices,  and  we  happen  to  have  some 
valued  friends  among  those  from  whom 
we  differ  in  important  points."  Truly 


to  know  what  meaning  is  here  annexed 
to  the  word  "  prejudices,"  for  this  is 
the  first  instance  of  exemption  from 
them  I  have  ever  met.  Some  may  be 
less  biassed  by  prejudices  than  others  ; 
but  all  have  them,  and  this  very  dis- 
claimer of  their  influence,  inter  primos. 
This  gentleman's  fourth  chapter 
professes  to  treat  of  the  policy  of  Eng- 
land, the  most  part  of  which  referring 
to  times  long  past,  and  somewhat,  bet- 
ter detailed  by  preceding  writers,  oc- 
cupies room  very  uselessly  in  a  work 
intending  to  promote  the  present  wel- 
fare of  Ireland.  Even  on  beaten  sub- 
jects, however,  ingenuity  will  find 
means  to  novelize.  Lord  Strafford's 
character  and  conduct,  in  particular,  are 
curiously  related.  "  Lord  Stratford," 
he  tells  us,  '"  conceived  himself  at  li- 
berty to  practise  all  manner  of  enor- 
mities."— "  This  able  minister,"  he 
says  after  wards,  "keeping  an  eye  upon 
his  master's  interests,  administered  in- 
justice and  oppression  with  an  equal 
hand  to  all  parties."  Here  we  have 
novelty  with  a  witness  !  First,  to  con- 
ceive himself  at  liberty  to  practise  all 
manner  of  enormities,  and  in  conse- 
quence thereof  to  administer  injustice 
and  oppression  alike  to  all,  forms  a 
summary  of  the  qualities  which  con- 
stitute an  able  minister.  Surely  his 
denial  of  ability  to  the  ministers  of 
the  present  day,  must  be  considered  as 
no  small  compliment.  Secondly,  we 
are  informed,  that  it  was  the  interest 
of  Charles  the  First  that  his  prime  mi- 
nister should  administer  injustice  and 
oppression  to  all  parties.  Cromwell 
himself  never  made  such  a  charge,  and 
if  Mr  O'Driscoll,  who  seems  unac- 
quainted with  English  history,  will 
take  the  trouble  of  reading  the  ac- 
count of  that  unfortunate  king's  reign, 
he  will  find  that  the  accusers  of  his 
faithful  minister  found  it  extremely 
difficult  to  fix  even  one  instance  of  in- 
justice and  oppression  on  him.  How 
could  that  foolish  historian,  David 
Hume,  who,  to  do  him  justice,  had  no 
religious  partialities,  write  thus  : — 
'*  The  articles  of  impeachment  against 
Strafford  are  28  in  number,  and  re- 
gard his  conduct  as  President  of  the 
Council  of  York,  as  Deputy  Lieute- 
nant of  Ireland,  as  Counsellor  or  Com- 
mander in  England.  But  though  four 
months  were  employed  in  framing  the 
accusation,  and  all  Strafford's  answers 
17 
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were  extemporary,  it  appears 
comparison,  not  only  that  he  was  free 
from  the  crime  of  treason,  but  that  his 
conduct,  making  allowance  for  human 
infirmity,  exposed  to  such  severe  scru- 
tiny, was  innocent,  and  even  laudable. 

"In  the  government  of  Ireland,  his 
administration  had  been  equally  pro- 
motive  of  his  master's  interest,  and 
iliat  of  the  subjects  committed  to  his  care. 
A  large  debt  he  had  paid  off;  he  had 
left  a  considerable  sum  in  the  exche- 
quer; the  revenues,  which  before  never 
answered  the  charges  of  government, 
were  now  raised  to  be  equal  to  them. 
A  small  standing  army,  formerly  kept 
in  no  order,  was  augmented,  and  was 
governed  by  the  most  exact  discipline, 
and  a  great  force  was  there  raised  and 
paid  for  the  support  «of  the  king's  au- 
thority, against  the  Scots  covenanters." 
(Terrible  enormities .') 

"Industry,  and  all  the  arts  of  peace, 
were  introduced  among  that  savage 
people."  (What  profanation  of  the 
Tyrian  descendants  !)  "  The  shipping 
of  the  kingdom  augmented  a  hundred 
fold ;  the  customs  tripled  upon  the 
same  rates ;  the  exports  double  in  va- 
lue to  the  imports ;  manufactures,  par- 
ticularly that  of  linen,  introduced  and 
promoted."  (Shocking  enormities  !) 
"  Agriculture,  by  means  of  the  Eng- 
lish and  Scots  plantations,  gradually 
advancing ;  and  to  sum  up  the  measure 
of  guilt,  the  Protestant  religion  en- 
couraged wilkont  the  persecution  or  dis- 
content of  the  Catholics.'"  Really  Mr 
Hume's  book  ought  to  be  burnt  by 
the  common  hangman  of  the  Tyro-Hi- 
bernian Parliament,  now  sitting  in 
Dublin.  The  worst  of  it  is,  that  the 
fellow  mentions  his  authorities,  but 
what  are  they  to  Mr  O'Driscoll's  ipse 
dixit,  who,  though  be  owns  to  some 
partialities,  disclaims  acrimony  and 
enmity,  and  has  no  prejudices. 

Among  many  sagacious  observations, 
Mr  O'Driscoll  points  out  one  very  seri- 
ous cause  of  uational  irritation,  and 
which  is  represented  as  operating 
powerfully  on  the  minds  of  the  peo- 
ple, namely,  the  Custom-house  for- 
malities, which  are  so  annoying  to  a 
gentleman  travelling  from  Cork  to 
Bristol,  or  a  trader  shipping  his  wares 
from  one  of  those  towns  to  the  other. 
"  It  may  be  thought,"  he  says,  "  that 
these  duties  and  Custom-house  regu- 
lations have  but  little  effect  upon  the 
intercourse  of  the  two  nations."  (So 
it  may  indeed,  the  more  especially  as 
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from     of  Ireland's  seven  millions,  there  are 


but  a  few  hundreds  that  know  one 
tittle  of  the  matter.)  "  ZTeknow  they 
have  a  very  serious  influence,  and  the 
worst  is  their  moral  effect  upon  the 
minds  of  the  people."  Thatis,upon  those 
who  are  ignorant  of  their  very  existence ! 

"  We  were  told,"  says  this  sagacious 
politician,  "  that  the  county  of  Cork 
was  to  be  like  the  county  of  Kent  or 
Suffolk,  so  complete  was  to  be  the 
union  between  the  two  countries.  But 
the  trader  who  ships  his  wares  from 
Cork  to  Bristol,  or  the  gentleman  who 
travels  for  business  or  pleasure,  from 
one  town  to  the  other,  will  find  to  his 
cost  and  annoyance,  that  this  imagi- 
nary unity  is  no  more  than  a  name." 
He  need  not  travel  quite  so  far  to  make 
that  discovery.  "  He  will  be  able  to 
discern  no  distinction  in  the  formali- 
ties he"  i.  e.  the  Cork  man,  "  has  to 
encounter,  whether  he  come  from 
Cork,  or  Dublin,  or  Brest,  or  Bour- 
deaux  !"  I  believe  the  reader  will  be 
able  to  find  no  distinction  between  this 
passage  and  absolute  nonsense. 

Towards  the  conclusion  of  his  chap- 
ter on  Policy,  he  assumes  a  menacing 
attitude,  of  which  let  our  readers  be- 
ware. "  This  policy,"  of  which  the 
dreadful  annoyance  of  the  assumed 
Cork  gentleman  and  trader,  forms  a 
material  part,  "  is  full  of  peril.  In 
our  days  no  partial  or  injurious  system 
of  government  can  endure.  If  it  is 
thought  safe  because  of  the  weakness 
of  Ireland,  this  too  is  a  mistake.  Ire- 
land is  riot  weak.  She  is  poor,  but  po- 
verty has  sometimes  the  strength  of 
desperation.  She  has  been  disciplined 
by  her  own  repeated  insurrections ;  she 
has  been  trained  in  the  wars  of  the 
French  Revolution,  and  she  is  now  full 
of  veteran  soldiers,  the  conquerors  of 
Spain  and  Portugal,  and  the  field  of 
Waterloo !" 

We  may  smile  at  folly,  vanity,  and 
ignorance;  we  may  make  allowance  for 
the  misguidings  of  prepossession,  and 
the  ardour  of  party  attachment,  but 
bold  and  barefaced  falsehood  calls  for 
unequivocal  reprobation.  To  say  no- 
thing of  making  Irishmen  the  conque- 
rors of  Waterloo,  &c.  which  may  be 
set  down  as  simple  folly,  Mr  O'Driscoll 
knows,  what  no  Irishman,  even  with 
half  brains,  can  be  ignorant  of,  that 
Ireland,  so  far  from  being  full  of  those 
veteran  soldiers,  contains  at  this  mo- 
ment exceedingly  few,  (save  those  who 
continue  attached  to  the  army  now  on 
3Z 
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duty  here)  and  that  those  few  resem- 
ble the  arguments  in  his  octavo  vo- 
lumes. We  very  seldom  meet  one,  and 
when  we  do,  he  is  generally  lame.  But 
were  it  otherwise,  so  unfortunate  is  he 
in  every  attempt  at  argument,  that  the 
very  circumstance,  which,  supposing 
the  administration  a  had  one,  he  brings 
forward  in  terrorem,  would  operate  as 
encouragement,  viz.  baffled  insurgents, 
and  veteran  soldiers,  pensioned  by  the 
very  government  they  are  to  pulldown, 
and  ready  at  a  moment's  warning  to  re- 
sume their  ranks  in  its  defence. — O 
lepidum  caput ! 

The  whole  of  his  chapter  on  Eng- 
lish policy  presents  such  a  jumble  of 
incoherences  and  inconsistencies,  that 
it  is  like  Pindar's  definition,  <mtts  cvag 
— the  dream  of  a  shadow  ;  and  much 
more  resembles  the  wildness  of  a 
dream,  than  the  sober  production  of  a 
waking  mind.  "  There  is,"  he  tells  us, 
"  a  moral  power  which  has  assumed 
the  government  of  the  world,  and  will 
rule  henceforth  over  the  kings  of  the 
earth."  I  wish  it  would  exert  some  of 
its  influence  over  our  political  instruc- 
tors. Well,  what  is  to  become  of  those 
subject  kings  ?  Why,  they  are  to  be 
for  a  while  at  war  with  this  omnipo- 
tent power,  which  has  assumed  the 
government  of  the  world,  and  then 
you  will  suppose,  of  course,  that  they 
are  to  suffer  the  fate  of  rebels,  and  be 
dethroned.  No  such  thing — they"are 
to  remain  in  statu  quo  in  every  thing 
but  name — they  will  become  lords 
lieutenant,  and  after  lowering  their 
"  crowns  and  sceptres"  before  this  ima- 
ginary potentate,  he,  or  she,  or  it,  for 
you  may  take  your  choice,  "  will  con- 
firm their  vicegerency  as  a  reward  for 
their  rebellion,  and  then  there  will  be 
peace  in  the  world  !"  If  peace  comes 
not  till  then,  Heaven  help  the  world. 
At  present  the  kings  of  the  earth  seem 
to  have  the  advantage ;  and  truly,  if  by 
moral  power  be  meant  modern  reform, 
Jacobinical  influence,  disregard  ef  re- 
ligion, and  factious  opposition  to  an- 
cient establishments,  I  do  not  feel  dis- 
posed to  wish  success  to  the  new  po- 
tentate. 

The  confusion  of  ideas  occurring  in 
Mr  O'Driscoll's  book,  is  really  hardly 
conceivable.  Mark  the  following  pas- 
sage, with  which  I  shall  close  my  ob- 
servations on  his  chapter  of  Policy. 

"  Ireland  is  nearly  in  the  situation 
in  which  France  was  previous  to  the 
Revolution,  or  perhaps  a  worse  one." 
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( Whether  better  or  worse,  no  two  coun- 
tries could  be  less  alike  than  France 
and  Ireland.)  "  A  population  crowded 
to  excess,  without  employment,  and  al- 
most without  food.  It  seemed  to  be 
the  policy  of  the  state  that  war  and 
agriculture  should  form  the  staple  of 
that  kingdom."  (Aitglice,  France,  Hi- 
bernice,  Ireland.)  It  is  dangerous  to 
tamper  with  the  staple  of  any  coun- 
try." Unquestionably  when  war  is  the 
staple.  "But  the  peace  has  utterly 
destroyed  the  twofold  staple  of  Ire- 
land." Not  quite,  for  Captain  Rock 
keeps  up  the  war,  and  the  only  differ- 
ence between  her  agriculture  in  war 
and  her  agriculture  in  peace  is,  that 
the  price  of  its  produce  is  greatly  di- 
minished. "  What  will  the  govern- 
ment now  do  for  this  people,  for  whom 
they  first  provided  a  staple,  and  then 
took  it  away  ?"  Ridiculous  puerili- 
ty. So  the  government  of  England 
undertook  and  maintained  a  long, 
doubtful,  dangerous,  and  expensive 
war,  for  the  purpose  of  providing  a 
staple  for  Ireland,  and  when  this 
grand  object  was  obtained,  fearing  that 
Ireland  would  grow  too  rich,  with  her 
usual  talent  for  misgovernment,  she 
made^eace  for  the  malicious  purpose 
of  taking  it  away  ! 

In  the  appendix  to  his  second  vo- 
lume, Mr  O'Driscoll  quotes  a  passage 
from  Mr  Burke's  letter  to  his  son, 
which  strongly  reproves  the  conti- 
nuation of  any  practice  calculated  to 
recal  the  memory  of  things  long  past, 
and  which  in  their  revival  cannot  fail 
to  produce  and  foster  disunion,  discon- 
tent, and  irritation.  The  sentiment 
was  good,  and  the  admonition  season- 
able. Retrospect  furnishes  nothing 
very  flattering  to  the  mind  of  an  intel- 
ligent Irishman  of  any  party,  previous 
at  least  to  the  reign  of  the  third  George. 
Our  business  is  to  look  forward ;  to 
bury,  if  possible,  in  prudent  oblivion, 
scenes  of  disgraceful  and  calamitous 
occurrence,  whoever  might  have  been 
the  actors;  to  reflect,  that  what  is 
done  cannot  be  undone,  and  to  bend 
the  best  faculties  of  the  mind  to  pro- 
mote present,  and  establish  future 
prosperity.  This  is  unquestionably 
the  mode  of  proceeding  which  a  true 
patriot  should  adopt,  and  one  which 
no  country,  in  want  of  improvement, 
more  imperiously  demands  than  our 
own.  Of  this  Lethean  draught,  though 
Mr  O'Driscoll  has,  to  do  him  justice, 
drank  pretty  largely,  as  far  as  regards 
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the  faults  and.  offences  of  his  own  fa- 
vourites, yet  it  has  not  only  served  to 
quicken  his  recollection  of  the  pristine 
errors  and  criminalities  of  those  against 
whom  his  enmity  is  directed,  but  even 
to  subject  them  to  charges  and  impu- 
tations of  which  they  were  not  guilty. 
They  not  only  get  no  credit  for  any 
good  done,  or  intended  to  be  done,  but 
are  obliged  to  bear  the  double  load  of 
other  men's  sins  and  their  own.  Of 
everything  purely  Irish  the  very  faults 
are  virtues ;  of  everything  in  which 
English  blood,  English  manners,  or 
English  policy  is  concerned,  the  very 
virtues  are  construed  into  crimes.  This 
may  accord  well  enough  with  the  blind 
zeal  of  a  partizan,  but  is  somewhat  in- 
consistent with  the  character  of  a  man 
who  professes  to  have  no  prejudices. 
However  justly  we  may  blame  the  fre- 
quent ill  policy  of  England,  however 
justly  we  may  censure  the  occasional 
misconduct  of  English  settlers  and 
their  descendants,  we  must  not  forget 
that  those  who  are  made  to  complain 
so  loudly  of  them  were  frail,  fallible, 
and  erring  mortals  themselves,  and 
frequently  the  cause  of  their  own  ca- 
lamities. 

Did  they  never  commit  acts  of  vio- 
lence, treachery,  cruelty,  or  atrocity, 
imposing  on  their  objects  the  necessi- 
ty of  self-defence,  and  the  expediency 
of  providing  against  similar  aggres- 
sion ?  It  would  be  no  difficult  task  to 
reverse  Mr  O'Driscoll's  picture,  and 
to  shew  that,  in  arts,  in  knowledge,  in 
liberality  of  sentiment,  and  humanity 
of  conduct,  the  general  advantage  was 
in  favour  of  the  Anglo-Irish,  not  in 
consequence  of  natural  superiority,  but 
of  derivation  from  a  more  civilized 
stock;  that  if  their  acts  were  some- 
times cruel  or  unkind,  their  humanity 
and  kindness  were  also  often  requited 
by  treachery  and  ingratitude;  that 
the  state  of  Ireland,  under  her  native 
chiefs,  was  a  state  of  barbarous  vas- 
salage, petty  tyranny,  and  perpetual 
commotion;  that  her  own  barbarism 
has  been  a  principal  cause  of  her  own 
sufferings ;  and  that  her  great  mis- 
fortune, as  a  nation,  is,  that  she  had 
not  sense,  or  spirit,  or  if  MrO'Driscoll 
pleases,  luck  enough  to  shake  off  the 
trammels  of  ancient  superstition,  and, 
lijke  the  Sister  Island,  availing  herself 
of  the  light  of  Reformation,  become 
entitled  to  a  full  participation  of  all 
the  blessings  which  accompany  the 
possession  of  spiritual  as  well  as  civil 
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liberty.  But  I  willingly  decline  an 
argument,  useless  if  successful,  and 
injurious  under  every  point  of  view. 
They  who  have  this  country's  good  at 
heart,  instead  of  bringing  forward 
questions  leading  to  interminable  dis- 
pute, recollections  tending  to  revive 
animosity,  discussions  only  calculated 
to  irritate  and  inflame,  will  endeavour 
to  throw  the  kind  veil  of  oblivion  over 
the  past  faults  and  failings  of  all.  They 
will  not  do  what  those  who  are  pleased 
to  call  themselves  representatives  of 
the  native  population  are  doing,  they 
will  not  foment  turbulence,  embitter 
dissension,  disseminate  discontent,  re- 
vile authority,  and  give  a  loose  to  the 
malignant  feelings  of  the  heart,  under 
the  shallow  pretence  of  healing  the 
wounds,  removing  the  grievances,  and 
promoting  the  prosperity  of  Ireland. 
They  will  not  act  as  Mr  O'Driscoll  has 
done — first,  employ  the  sanction  of 
Mr  Burke's  great  name  for  reprobating 
the  revival  of  things  better  forgot, 
and,  next,  present  their  readers  with 
laboured  chapters  on  obsolete  grie- 
vances, on  the  penal  laws,  and  on  the 
rebellion  of  1798  ;  subjects  so  happily 
ealculated  to  sooth,  to  conciliate,  to 
edify,  and  to  amend  ! 

His  motive  for  exhibiting  to  public 
view,  a  horrible  and  exaggerated  ac- 
count of  penal  inflictions,  with  which, 
he  is  compelled  to  confess,  the  Pro- 
testants of  present  times  have  nothing 
to  do,  I  shall  not  trust  myself  to  con- 
jecture. "  The  memory,"  according 
to  his  own  admission,  "  was  fading 
away,  and  would  soon  be  past."  There 
was  some  excuse  for  bringing  up  the 
rebellion  of  1798,  because  it  gave  an 
opportunity  of  indulging  two  favourite 
propensities,  one  of  abusing  the  King's 
ministers,  who  are  shrewdly  suspected 
of  exciting  rebellion  for  the  pleasure  of 
putting  it  down  ;  and  another  of  ex- 
tolling the  heroic  conduct  and  charac- 
ter of  Irish  rebels.  His  view  of  that 
calamitous  event,  and  the  reflections 
which  accompany  it,  form  the  very 
worst  essay  I  have  ever  seen  upon  the 
subject.  Probably  Mr  O'Driscoll  has 
heard  of,  certainly  he  has  never  seen, 
the  Examination  and  Confessions  of 
Arthur  O'Connor,  and  other  members 
of  the  Irish  Directory  before  the  House 
of  Lords.  I  beg  leave  to  recommend 
them  to  his  perusal.  They  are,  indeed, 
a  statement  of  authenticated  facts,  and, 
therefore,  not  altogether  in  the  direct 
line  of  his  favourite  studies  ;  but  they 
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are,  nevertheless,  both  interesting  and 
extraordinary. 

"  Sed  quo  nunc  tendis  ?"  Let  me 
consider  what  I  am  about — wasting 
words  in  exposing  and  animadverting 
on  errors,  improprieties,  inconsisten- 
cies, and  misstatements,  too  palpable  to 
escape  any  intelligent  reader's  detec- 
tion. If  such  a  work  be  capable  of 
making  an  impression  on  the  public 
mind,  then  are  we  indeed  returned  to 
what  Mr  O'Driscoll  calls  the  dimness 
of  antiquity.  That,  in  such  a  jumble 
of  subjects,  the  reader  will  sometimes 
stumble  upon  a  just  thought,  an  au- 
thenticated fact,  or  an  advisable  mea- 
sure, is  indeed  true ;  but  it  is  not  pos- 
sible perhaps  to  find  a  composition  of 
the  same  length  in  which  they  are 
more  rare.  Lady  Morgan  herself,  the 
ne plus  ultra  of  Hibernian  impudence, 
is  not  more  giddy  in  assertion,  more 
regardless  of  logical  inference,  or  more 
at  variance  with  classical  propriety. 
But  I  carry  the  comparison  no  further. 
Mr  O'Driscoll  is,  I  believe,  an  honest 
and  a  religious  man.  His  errors  spring 
not  from  the  heart,  nor  do  I  mean  to 
charge  him  with  anything  worse  than 
setting  up  for,  what  he  has  been  un- 
fortunately led  to  think  himself — A 
Wise  Man.  He  is  more  than  singly 
wise — he  is  an  host  in  himself.  The 
style  of  his  annunciations  not  merely 
resembles  that  of  a  committee  of  the 
House  of  Parliament,  it  goes  beyond 
them — their  we  is  at  most  recommend- 
atory, his  we  is  dictatorial.  They  con- 
fine themselves  to  some  particular  in- 
quiry, his  range  is  unlimited — the 
past,  the  present,  and  the  future,  all 
pass  in  review  before  him,  all  present 
the  same  facility  of  decision,  the  same 
confidence  of  certitude,  and  are  all 
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probably  entitled  to  nearly  the  same 
degree  of  credit.  One  of  his  conclu- 
sions is  perfectly  logical,  provided  you 
allow  his  premises — Tithes  are  the 
greatest  evil — Tithes  belong  to  the 
Established  Clergy — Ergo — dispossess 
the  clergy,  and  abolish  the  establish- 
ment, and  the  thing  is  done,  Q.  E.  D. 
Captain  Rock  knows  something  more 
of  the  matter — He  indeed  made  tithes 
his  pretext,  but  as  soon  as  he  be- 
gan to  feel  his  strength,  he  despised 
the  petty  claimant,  and  turned  his 
arms  against  the  landlord.  It  may 
even  be  doubted  whether  the  eject- 
ment of  the  Bishops,  proud  as  they  are 
of  their  lawn-sleeves  and  mitres,  and 
the  spoliation  of  the  universities,  ob- 
jectionable as  they  may  be  with  their 
old-fashioned  Greek  and  Latin,  and 
Divinity,  and  so  forth,  would,  upon 
the  whole,  be  attended  with  national 
advantage.  This  at  least  is  the  opinion 
of  many  wise  men,  and,  if  I  am  not 
mistaken,  of  both  Houses  of  Parlia- 
ment also,  with  a  few  notable  excep- 
tions. True  indeed  it  is,  that  those 
seminaries  are  not  necessary  for  pro- 
ducing such  writers  as  Mr  O'Driscoll, 
such  politicians  as  the  Dublin  Con- 
ventionists,  such  reformers  as  the  Ra- 
dicals, and  such  subjects  as  the  Rock- 
ites. 

"  Sed  tandem  amoto  quaeramus 
serialudo."  We  have  dwelt  rather 
too  long  in  the  region  of  folly  and 
fable,  and  I  am  weary  of  gauging  an 
empty  vessel.  A  calm  inquiry  into  the 
real  state  of  affairs  here,  may  be  ac- 
ceptable, if  it  were  but  for  the  novelty 
of  the  thing. 

Next  month  then,  for  fresh  fields 
and  pastures  new. 

G.  S. 


*#*  I  am  willing  to  impute  Mr  O'Driscoll's  error  to  the  weakness  of  his 
head — but  what  am  I  to  think  of  the  following  note,  vol.  I.  p.  136.  Had 
he  stated  it  on  hearsay,  we  might  have  supposed  it  a  fair  quiz,  like  one 
of  those  which  have  passed  current  with  the  wise  Wakefield ;  had  it  ap- 
peared in  the  shape  of  a  report  transmitted  from  a  preceding  generation, 
one  might  allow  for  the  embellishments  of  a  creative  fancy ;  but  it  is  not 
a  little  puzzling  under  the  statement  of  "  ne  have  KNOWN."  Miracu- 
lous or  extravagant  opinions  may  be  accounted  for  by  a  peculiar  confor- 
mation of  brain.  Miraculous  or  extravagant  facts,  of  which  this  author's 
book  treats  pretty  largely,  rest  for  the  most  part  on  traditionary  rumour, 
or  the  credit  of  others — both  of  which  support,  and  the  former  particu- 
larly gives  a  fine  scope  to  .poetic  imagination.  Thus,  when  in  vol.  I.  p. 
14,  he  tells  us  that  "  she  (Ireland)  has  enjoyed  no  peace  that  could  be 
called  peace  for  the  last  thousand  years  ;  that  during  this  period  she  has 
been  three  times  a  wooded  wilderness,"  (uninhabited  of  course,)  "  and 
that  three  times  the  plough  has  passed  (on  men's  shoulders  beyond 
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question,  there  being  no  other  way  conceivable)  "over  evenher  high  hills!" 
these  indeed  are  facts  which  the  reader  will  vainly  endeavour  to  find  in 
any  historic  record,  for  a  very  obvious  reason — namely,  because  they  ne- 
ver happened ;  but  though  positively  asserted  by  Mr  O'Driscoll,  we  are 
not  to  consider  them  as  guaranteed  by  the  testimony  of  his  actual  obser- 
vation, his  life  having  adorned  only  the  last  thirty  or  thirty-five  years  of 
the  said  millenium.  Vestry  abuses,  however,  he  states,  as  coming  within 
his  personal  knowledge.     *'  We  (he  says)  have  known  20/.*  charged  for 
washing  a  surplice,  which  was  proved  to  have  been  washed  three  times 
in  the  yoar.     In  the  parish  where  this  was  an  annual  item,  the  whole 
ordinary  charges  for  the  service  of  the  church  were  nearly  1000/.  a- year, 
exclusive  of  repairs."     Mr  O'Driscoll  was  enumerating,  among  other 
public  injuries  occasioned  by  the  establishment  of  a  Protestant  Church 
in  Ireland,  the  shocking  abuses  of  the  power  of  vestries  to  levy  money  in 
the  several  parishes,  for  the  use  and  service  of  the  church.    This  power, 
he  says,  the  churchwardens  employ  for  the  private  emolument  of  them- 
selves and  their  friends ;  and  if  his  account  be  correct,  the  office  of  church- 
warden must  be  one  of  the  most  lucrative  situations  in  the  realm ;  I 
really  wonder  how  it  has  so  long  escaped  the  lynx  eye  of  Government 
patronage.     Yet,  as  far  as  my  own  experience  goes,  there  is  no  office 
parishioners  are  less  willing  to  accept  than  the  post  of  churchwarden — 
with  a  view,  perhaps,  of  concealing  the  emoluments.     I  have  frequently 
heard  them  complain  of  loss,  and  know  the  complaint  to  be  true.     Mr 
O'Driscoll,  however,  tells  us,  that  HE  knows  a  parish  where  the  sum  of 
61.  13s.  4<d.  is  annually  charged  for  one  washing  of  a  surplice,  which  the 
prudence  of  the  churchwardens,  who  allow  it  to  be  washed  only  three 
times,  forbids  to  amount  to  more  than  20/.  per  annum.     The  charge  is 
certainly  high,  but  nothing  to  the  rest  of  the  expenditure,  of  which  I 
wish  he  had  given  the  items,  amounting  (exclusive  of  repairs)  to  near 
1000/.  per  annum.     The  parson,  before  whom  all  those  accounts  are 
passed,  and  whose  influence  generally  preponderates  in  the  vestry,  must 
have  had  some  good  pickings  out  of  it,  though  Mr  O'Driscoll,  I  suppose 
out  of  respect  to  the  cloth,  does  not  include  him,  at  least  expressly, 
among  those  who  pocket  the  booty.  His  words  are,  "  A  few  Protestants 
collected  at  vestry,  have  the  power  of  voting  the  property  of  the  Catho- 
lic parishioners  to  themselves  or  their  friends,  in  the  shape  of  money  for 
repairs  of  the  church,  for  music,  for  sextons/'  &c.   I  must  of  course  sup- 
pose, that  he  speaks  of  country  churches  and  parishes,  those  of  cities  and 
large  towns  being  under  a  different  system.    Now,  I  am  pretty  well  ac- 
quainted with  most  parishes  in  his  own  county,  and  particularly  with 
those  of  Mr  O'Driscoll's  vicinity ;  and  yet  I  am  as  much  to  seek  for  any- 
thing like  the  sentence  to  which  he  alludes  as.  if  he  had  spoken  of  eccle- 
siastical affairs  in  Kamschatka.    To  be  sure,  he  speaks  of  Ireland  in  ge- 
neral ;  and  if  challenged  to  produce  the  instance  in  this  diocese,  may  re- 
fer us  to  the  North,  and  give  us  Southerns  the  consolation  of  seeing  it 
enrolled  among  the  other  enormities  of  the  Orange  faction.    If  beat  out 
of  that  province,  and  even  out  of  Leinster,  still  he  has  the  Wilds  of 
Connaught  open,  to  which  friendly  retreat  of  aboriginal  civilization,  no- 
body will  probably  think  it  worth  while  to  follow  him.     Really,  were  I 
a  churchman,  I  should  be  disposed  to  propose  a  vote  of  thanks  to  Mr 
O'Driscoll  at  the  next  Episcopal  visitation,  for  his  powerful  though  un- 
intended support  of  the  Establishment ;  because  the  criminator  who  is 
obliged  to  have  recourse  to  falsehood  in  support  of  his  charges,  is  one  of 
the  best  possible  evidences  for  the  innocence  of  the  accused. 

G.  S. 

*  Scotch,  qu.  ?— C.  N. 
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SHORT  RULES  FOR  PLAIN  PEOPLE  RESPECTING  THE  EVIDENCE  OF   MIRACLES. 
TO***#         ****    EgQ^  DUBLIN. 


DEAR  SIR, 

You  frequently  complain  that  the 
affairs  of  Ireland  fail  to  excite  a  due 
degree  of  attention ;  and  that,  happen 
what  may  in  your  devoted  country, 
(as  the  phrase  is)  the  sister  kingdoms 
are  as  little  interested  as  with  the  oc- 
currences in  China  or  Japan.    It  is 
very  hard  that  I  cannot  succeed  in 
convincing  you  that  such  complaints 
have  no  foundation;   whatever  may 
have  been  the  case  heretofore,  I  am 
quite  persuaded,  the  time  for  this  la- 
mentation is  now  passed  away.     In- 
stead of  the  alleged  indifference,   I 
find,  go  where  I  will,  an  intense,  I 
could  almost  call  it  a  morbid  anxiety, 
respecting  your  concerns  ;  everywhere 
I  perceive  a  disposition  to  treat  you 
like  a  favoured  invalid — all  arrange- 
ments are  made  to  bend  to  your  wants 
and  wishes ;  and  if  from  time  to  time 
you  prove  yourselves  a  little  froward 
and  unruly,  this  is  regarded  only  as  an 
established  case  for  the  exercise  of  for- 
bearance, and  we  call  upon  each  other 
not  to  correct  the  fault,  but  to  mourn 
over  the  infirmity,  arising,  as  all  are 
ready  to  acknowledge,  out  of  the  pe- 
culiar circumstances  of  your  condition. 
It  is  a  mistake,  then,  on  your  part, 
thus  continually  to  renew  this  obso- 
lete complaining ;  still  it  is  impossible 
not  to  admit  that  the  mistake  is  par- 
donable ;  for  it  does  happen,  that,  not- 
withstanding all  our  pains,   we  are 
sometimes  wholly  at  a  loss  to  make 
out  what  you  would  have.  We  look  at 
your  doings  as  we  would  regard  the 
caprices  of  the  sick  baby  above  alluded 
to,  and  a  pause  of  unfeigned  astonish- 
ment intervenes,  which  you  perhaps 
mistake  for 'indifference.    As  an  illus- 
tration of  the  truth  of  this,  I  would  re- 
fer to  the  recent  transactions  respecting 
Prince  Hohenlohe's  alleged  miracles. 
The  behaviour  of  all  the  parties  con- 
nected with  this  affair,  has  indeed  ex- 
cited no  small  degree  of  astonishment 
in  the  minds  of  all  persons  with  whom 
I  have  conversed.     Those  who  know 
Ireland  best,  were  not  quite  prepared 
for  such  a  display :  The  excess  of  bold- 
ness exhibited  by  the  Romish  priest- 
hood, the  eager  acquiescence  of  the 
laity,  and,  above  all,  the  utter  supine- 
ness  of  the  Protestant  clergy,  when  the 


very  foundations  of  Christian  truth 
are  so  insolently  attacked;  these  things 
in  combination  have  assumed  a  novel- 
ty of  aspect  startling  even  to  those  who 
were  most  familiar  with  the  anomalies 
that  make  your  history  remarkable. 
Amongst  our  own  clergy,  I  am  well 
aware  that  there  are  many  excellent 
men,  who  shrink  from  the  bare  suspi- 
cion of  controversy,  knowing  how  hard 
a  thing  it  is  to  sail  on  that  stormy  sea, 
and  keep  their  Christian  course  with 
steadiness.  But  surely  it  would  not  be 
in  the  indulgence  of  a  controversial 
spirit  merely,  if  they,  one  and  all,  had 
entered  their  caveat  against  the  pre- 
tensions of  this  modern  Thaumatur- 
gist,  and  freely  declared  that  the 
claims  so  loudly  and  so  pertinaciously 
urged,  will  not  bear  the  test  of  ordi- 
nary examination  ;  that  they  are  ab- 
surd, illusory,  and  blasphemous.  They 
should  have  performed  this  duty,  were 
it  only  to  discharge  their  consciences, 
and  to  acquit  themselves  of  the  debt 
they  owe  their  people  ;  and,  in  truth, 
there  would  be  little  room  for  any 
other  motive  to  operate  ;  secular  ambi- 
tion would  find  easier  avenues  to  suc- 
cess, and  the  reputation  of  intellectual 
novelty  would  hardly  be  attained  in  a 
road  so  well  known  and  so  often  tra- 
velled. For  it  is  no  new  thing  that 
the  defenders  of  the  Romish  supersti- 
tions should  have  resort  to  imposture 
and  delusion  ;  nor  is  it  new  that  the 
imposture  should  be  detected,  and  the 
delusion  exposed.  The  few  short  rules 
I  am  about  to  submit  through  you  to 
the  judgment  of  all  my  Protestant 
friends  and  brethren,  disclaim  any 
such  pretensions  to  novelty.  They  are 
written  in  the  understanding  of  every 

Rlain  man,  and  have  already  been  col- 
icted  and  put  into  form  for  our  use, 
by  an  eminent  prelate*  of  the  Church 
of  England. 

An  alleged  display  of  miraculous 
power,  confidently  supported  by  a  long 
array  of  attestations,  must,  in  the  first 
instance,  have  a  tendency  to  stagger 
the  faith  of  sincere  and  unsuspecting 
believers.  "  I  have  been  told,"  such 
an  one  may  perhaps  say  to  himself, 
"  that  the  evidence  of  miracles  rests 
on  testimony,  and  here  seems  to  be 
testimony  in  abundance.  What  shall 


*  Bishop  Douglas. 
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I  do  then  ?  Shall  I,  with  the  Roman- 
ist, receive  implicitly  all  that  is  told 
me,  or,  with  the  sceptic,  reject  every- 
thing which  is  not  supported  hy  the 
evidence  of  my  senses  ?"  To  a  mind 
thus  wavering,  it  is  impossible  to  bring 
either  support  or  consolation,  unless 
we  bid  him  enter  fearlessly  into  an  in- 
vestigation of  the  nature  of  the  testi- 
mony to  which  he  is  required  to  as- 
sent. He  will  thus  be  enabled  to  de- 
cide for  himself,  and  to  perceive  that, 
while  the  Protestant  Christian  admits 
the  miracles  recorded  in  Scripture,  as 
furnishing  an  irresistible  proof  of  the 
truth  of  revelation,  and  rejects  those 
which  are  told  of  the  Pagans  of  old, 
or  the  Papists  of  modern  times,  nei- 
ther this  admission,  nor  this  rejec- 
tion, can  be  considered  as  arbitrary ; 
both  rest  on  the  same  foundation  of 
reason.  It  is  the  same  exercise  of 
the  understanding  which  constrains 
him  to  yield  his  assent  in  one  case, 
and  to  withhold  it  in  the  other. — 
Nor  will  he  be  in  the  least  afraid  that 
by  this  rejection  of  false  miracles  he 
should  weaken  either  the  authority  or 
the  evidence  of  those  which  bear  the 
stamp  of  truth,  any  more  than,  in  the 
occurrences  of  ordinary  life,  he  will 
hesitate  to  refuse  base  coin,  lest  he 
sh  ould  diminish  the  credit  of  that  which 
is  genuine.  Indeed,  the  very  existence 
of  false  miracles  serves,  if  rightly  con- 
sidered, as  an  additional  proof,  that  at 
some  time  and  place  there  must  have 
been  true  ones  ;  just  as  we  know  that 
the  coiner  would  never  attempt  his 
fraud,  if  there  had  not  been  originally 
some  good  money,  which  it  was  his 
object  to  imitate. 

We  may  pursue  this  illustration  far- 
ther, by  adding,  that,  as  it  is  every 
man's  interest,  in  his  every-day  con- 
cerns, to  obtain  some  means  of  know- 
ing good  money  from  bad,  forged  notes 
from  genuine,  so, — though  in  an  infi- 
nitely higher  degree,  as  the  interests 
of  eternity  transcend  those  which  are 
secular  only  and  transitory — is  it  desi- 
rable that  every  man  should  possess 
the  means  of  finding  out  those  tricks 
of  human  imposture  which  are  passed 
off  on  the  ignorant  or  unwary,  as  the 
interpositions  of  divine  agency. 

I  would  lay  down,  therefore,  these 
broad  and  general  rules,  as  applicable, 
with  safety  and  certainty,  in  all  cases. 

1.  That,  whenever  a  fact  can  be 
ascribed,  however  remotely,  to  natural 
causes,  any  reference  to  divine  inter- 
position is  absolutely  excluded. 
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2.  That,  whenever  the  testimony  af- 
fords ground  even  for  a  suspicion  of 
fraud,  it  must  be  rejected  entirely,  and 
at  once. 

In  neither  of  these  cases  is  there  any 
room  for  compromise ;  nor  need  we  be 
under  any  apprehension1  that  we  shall 
weaken  the  authority  either  of  the 
Old  or  New  Testament  miracles,  by 
the  most  unsparing  application  of 
these  rules.  The  events  therein  re- 
corded will  not  merely  endure  these 
tests,  but  they  will  serve  to  put  their 
truth  and  strength  in  the  clearest  point 
of  view;  for  by  no  exercise  can  the 
mind  be  so  well  prepared  to  detect 
falsehood,  as  by  being  made  habitually 
conversant  with  the  lineaments  of 
truth.  But  our  second  rule  will  ad- 
mit of  a  more  detailed  explanation. — 
A  suspicion  of  fraud  may  reasonably 
exist  in  any  case. 

1.  If  the  accounts  of  the  alleged  mi- 
racles were  not  published  to  the  world 
till  long  after  the  time  when  they  are 
said  to  have  been  performed. 

2.  If  the  accounts  were  publislied  at 
a  distance  from  the  place  where  the  mi- 
raculous agency  was  supposed  to  be  ma- 
nifested. 

3.  If  at  the  time  when,  and  the  place 
where,  they  are  said  to  have  happened, 
they  have  been  suffered  to  pass  without 
due  examination. 

By  the  application  which  all  may 
make  for  themselves  of  these  simple 
rules,  we  get  rid  at  once  of  the  whole 
mass  of  legendary  folly  by  which  the 
records  of  the  Romish  Church  are  dis- 
graced. For  example,  the  Jesuits  have 
been  fond  to  represent  their  founder, 
Ignatius  Loyola,  as  a  worker  of  mira- 
cles; and  many  and  various  are  the 
wonders  they  record  of  him  ;  but  ap- 
ply our  first  rule,  and  down  go  these 
pretensions ;  for,  upon  examination,  it 
appears  that  none  of  these  accounts 
were  written,  or  these  stories  told,  till 
he  had  been  dead  fifty  years ;  and  even 
then,  the  statements  were  made  in  di- 
rect contradiction  to  the  authority  of 
Ribadeneira,  the  only  one  of  his  bio- 
graphers who  was  personally  acquaint- 
ed with  him,  and  who,  instead  of  lay- 
ing claim  to  supernatural  powers  on 
behalf  of  his  master,  expressly  labours 
to  find  a  reason  for  his  wanting  this 
distinguishing  mark  of  the  candidates 
for  canonization. 

Again,  St  Francis  Xavier  is  deser- 
vedly celebrated  for  his  missionary  la- 
bours in  India ;  but  his  brother  Je- 
suits, not  satisfied  with  giving  a  plain 
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statement  of  his  actual  labours,  pub- 
lished— (not  in  India,  remark,  but  in 
Europe,  forty  years  after  his  death  !  so 
that  two  of  our  rules  apply) — the  most 
marvellous  stories  concerninghim.  Yet 
his  own  letters,  which  may  be  referred 
to,  contain  no  allusion  whatever  to  the 
possession  of  the  powers  thus  attribu- 
ted to  him ;  and  Acosta,  who  was  en- 
gaged in  the  same  service,  actually  as- 
signs it  as  one  reason  of  their  want  of 
success,  that  no  supernatural  interfe- 
rence had  been  manifested  in  their  be- 
half. These  facts  are  here  adverted 
to,  merely  for  the  sake  of  recalling  to 
your  recollection  the  boldness  and  per- 
tinacity with  which  the  fraudulent 
pretensions  of  the  Romish  Church 
have  uniformly  been  sustained. 

The  application  of  the  third  rule 
falls  more  within  our  present  purpose, 
as  enabling  us  to  form  a  right  judg- 
ment of  the  circumstances  which  are 
actually  taking  place  under  our  notice. 
In  reference  to  this  rule,  I  would  re- 
mark, that  it  is  morally  impossible  that 
due  examination  should  be  instituted, 
where  the  alleged  miracles  coincide 
with  the  favourite  sentiments  and  pre- 
judices of  those  to  whom  they  are  re- 
ported ;  and  where  the  accounts  ori- 
ginate with,  and  rest  upon,  the  authori- 
ty of  those  who  alone  possess  the  means 
of  detecting  the  fraud,  and  who  have  it 
in  their  power  to  prevent  all  inquiry 
which  might  tend  to  undeceive  the 
world.  There  is  in  most  minds  a  dis- 
position to  credulity,  and  when  this  is 
encouraged  by  the  condition  of  blind 
ignorance  in  which  .the  people  are  kept 
by  their  Teachers,  there  must  exist  an 
inclination  to  receive  with  unquestion- 
ing delight  any  story  which  is  out  of 
the  ordinary  course  of  events ;  espe- 
cially when  related  by  those  whose 
acknowledged  superiority  in  intellec- 
tual attainment  is  strengthened  by  the 
influence  of  their  spiritual  character. 
Amongst  such  hearers,  and  with  such 
relatcrs,  I  contend  that  no  account  of 
miraculous  agency  can  have  a  chance 
of  obtaining  due  examination ;  nor 
can  the  advocates  for  the  credibili- 
ty of  Prince  Hohenlohe's  miracles 
point  out  a  single  narrative  of  any 
alleged  cure,  which  is  not  so  deep- 
ly imbued  with  this  taint  of  suspi- 
cion, that  the  eye  of  childhootl  may 
detect  it.  And  in  fact,  the  publish- 
ed and  attested  statements  carry  with 
them  so  palpably  their  own  confu- 
tation, that  no  reader  of  plain  un- 


derstanding  can  bring  himself  to  con- 
ceive how  those  who  drew  them  up  can 
refrain  from  laughing  in  the  face  of 
those  who  are  so  besotted  as  to  receive 
them.  Yet  we  are  told  that  they  have 
been  generally  received,  and  the  tone 
in  which  they  are  referred  to  by  the 
priests,  proves  that  among  the  people 
there  is  little  or  no  disposition  to  ques- 
tion them.  Can  there  be  a  more  con- 
vincing proof  that  their  state  of  mind 
is  such  as  has  been  described  above, 
and  that  they  are  absolutely  disquali- 
fied as  judges  in  the  matter? — It  is  cu- 
rious and  edifying  to  observe  how 
closely  this  whole  affair  resembles,  in 
all  its  leading  features,  that  notable 
display  of  Romish  credulity  and  fraud 
which  took  place  in  France  about  a 
century  ago,  at  the  tomb  of  the  blessed 
deacon,  as  he  was  called,  the  Abbe 
Paris.  Exactly  the  same  sort  of  cures, 
confirmed  by  the  same  sort  of  attesta- 
tions ;  and  all  resolvable  into  one  of 
these  three  classes  :  gross  and  demon- 
strated frauds ;  cures  effected  by  the  a- 
gencyof  natural  causes,or  those  brought 
about  by  the  influence  of  the  imagina- 
tion. It  is  quite  as  much  in  sorrow  as 
in  anger  that  this  comparison  is  insti- 
tuted ;  it  would  be  more  gratifying  to 
believe  that  the  Romish  clergy  of  the 
present  day  were  too  conscientious  to 
make  themselves  parties  to  such  delu- 
sions, or  at  least  too  prudent  to  expose 
themselves  to  the  disgrace  of  detection. 
But  the  manner  in  which  some  of  their 
prelates  have  been  identified  with 
these  transactions,  casts  a  stigma  on 
the  whole  body. — Nevertheless,  the 
sincere  Christian  will  not  have  any 
fears  lest  the  pillars  of  his  faith  should 
be  shaken  by  these  occurrences;  the 
sacred  fortress  which  has  so  long  resist- 
ed the  malice  of  enemies  from  without, 
is  not,  we  are  confident,  doomed  to 
fall  by  the  treachery  of  the  garrison 
within ;  yet  it  may  be  put  to  the  con- 
science of  every  man  who,  bearing  the 
character,  and  discharging  the  func- 
tions, of  an  ordained  minister,  has 
given  countenance  to  those  pretensions, 
whether  he  has  not,  as  far  as  in  him 
lay,  contributed  to  sap  the  foundations 
of  our  common  Christianity. — The 
citations  from  Holy  Scripture,  and  the 
comparisons  little  less  than  blasphe- 
mous which  have  been  instituted  be- 
tween this  German  and  our  blessed 
Lord  himself,  must  have  afforded  an 
occasion  of  triumph  to  the  infidel, 
while  to  pious  minds  they  have  caused 
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the  deepest  affliction. — Men  who  could 
be  rash  enough  to  make  such  appeals, 
are  little  likely,  I  fear,  to  retract  them, 
or  even  to  revise  the  grounds  on  which 
they  are  supposed  to  rest.  If,  however, 
there  be  any  one  who  entertains  a  real 
confidence  in  the  soundness  of  his 
cause,  let  him  answer,  if  he  can,  these 
demands : — 

Why,  if  the  cures  were  miraculous, 
they  should  have  been  gradual,  par- 
tial, and  incomplete  ? 

Why,  if  they  were  intended  to  con- 
firm the  peculiar  doctrines  of  the  Ro- 
mish church,  and  to  put  heretics  to 
shame,  they  never  have  been  wrought 
where  heretics  might  have  the  means 
of  judging  concerning  them? 

Why,  if  they  are  supposed  to  depend 
on  the  efficacy  of  simultaneous  prayer, 
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no  notice  was  taken  of  the  difference 
of  longitude  in  the  first  reputed  mi- 
racle at  New  Hall,  though  that  differ- 
ence has  since  been  most  ostentatious- 
ly insisted  on  ? 

But  there  is  no  end  to  the  queries 
which  common  sense  would  suggest  on 
this  subject ;  to  common  sense  I  am 
well  satisfied  that  the  whole  matter 
should  be  left,  though  in  the  interval 
it  is  impossible  not  to  entertain  feel- 
ings of  indignation  against  those  per- 
sons with  whom  the  fraud  has  origi- 
nated, contempt  for  those  who  have 
wilfully  made  themselves  parties  to  it, 
and  pity  for  all  who  have  been  delu- 
ded by  it. 

I  remain,  dear  Sir, 

Yours  faithfully. 
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"WHENEVER  a  newjplay  is  damned 
at  either  of  our  great  theatres,  and 
that  is  the  case,  (or  ought  to  be,)  nine 
times  in  ten  that  a  new  play  is  produ- 
ced, we  are  sure  to  have  a  homily  from 
a  certain  class  of  critics,  about  "  The 
decline  of  the  national  drama." 

If  by  this  "  decline  of  the  national 
drama,"  nothing  more  was  meant  to 
be  conveyed  than  that  our  dramatic 
novelties  (number  and  value)  have 
ranked  low  within  the  last  thirty 
years,  that  is  a  statement  which  I 
should  not  contradict ;  but  the  prin- 
ciple meant  to  be  asserted  is  this, — 
that  the  power  of  dramatic  writing 
has  declined  in  England  during  the 
last  half  century ;  and  that  decline, 
(if  it  exists  at  all),  seems  to  me  to  be 
very  much  exaggerated. 

It  will  be  admitted,  and  perhaps 
even  by  that  enlightened  class  of  dis- 
putants, who  are  content  to  perceive 
effects  without  embarrassing  them- 
selves as  to  causes,  that,  if  the  force 
of  our  dramatic  composition  has  aba- 
ted at  the  present  day,  that  style  of 
writing  is  the  only  one  in  which  we 
fail. 

Byron,  and  Moore,  and  Scott,  and 
Coleridge, —  Wordsworth,  Sou  they, 
Shelley,  and  Crabbe, — Milman,  Wil- 
son, and  twenty  others,  whose  names 
I  only  omit  because  my  list  is  strong 
enough  without  them, — these  are  wri- 
ters, I  think,  to  challenge  rank  with 
the  very  first  poets  of  the  sixteenth 
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century;  and  in  that  delightful  species 
of  composition,  second  only  to  poetry, 
I  mean  in  the  construction  of  prose 
romances  and  novels,  what  have  we  up 
to  the  present  period,  take  away  alone 
Defoe,  to  set  against  Smollett,  Field- 
ing, Richardson,  and  the  author  (who- 
ever he  may  be)  of  Waver  ley  ? 

To  the  drama,  however ;  and,  first, 
to  the  composition  of  Tragedy. 

Shakespeare,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 
Massinger,  Ford,  and  the  dramatists, 
in  general,  of  the  days  of  Elizabeth 
and  James — (men  whose  powers  no 
human  creature  can  be  readier  than  I 
am  to  admit)  ;  since  these  writers  are 
so  held  up  in  terrorem,  against  mo- 
dern dramatic  adventurers,  let  us  see 
in  what  manner  modern  dramatic 
taste  treats  their  productions.  So  lof- 
tily as  the  plays  of  this  school  are 
commended,  and  so  universally  as 
they  are  read,  is  it  not  strange,  (if 
they  be,  as  plays,  so  excellent)  that  so 
few  of  them  are  in  course  of  acting  ? 

We  can't  lay  the  blame  here  upon 
the  bad  taste  of  managers.  Their  taste 
is  bad  enough  in  general,  Heaven 
knows ;  but,  as  regards  the  old  au- 
thors, managershave  not  been  to  blame. 
They  have  submitted  to  have  the  force 
of  the  old  dramas  made  apparent  to 
them ;  they  have  tried  the  revival  of 
them  oyjer  and  over  again  ;  and  yet,  in 
spite  of  their  repeated  endeavours,  not 
a  single  tragedy  of  Beaumont  and  Flet- 
cher's has  been  able  to  keep  the  stage ; 
4  A 


556 


Modern  Drarttas,  and  Drantatic  Writers. 


QNov. 


and  even  Shakespeare — (the  exception 
to  the  poets  of ,  his  day) — even  Shake- 
speare lives  only  so  altered  and  refa- 
shioned, that  scarce  half  the  tragedies 
now  acted  under  his  name,  could  be 
recognized  for  those  which  he  origin- 
ally composed. 

It  is  pleasant  to  talk  of  the  "  pre- 
sumptuous interpolations,"  or  of  the 
"  absurd  alterations,"  of  Tate,  Dry- 
den,  and  Gibber  ;  but  it  is  under  the 
versions  of  those  writers  (presumptu- 
ous though  they  be)  that  one  half  the 
tragedies  of  Shakespeare  are  applaud- 
ed at  the  present  day.  We  are  bored 
to  death  about  the  "  superiority"  of 
the  plays  "  in  their  original  shape;" 
why  are  not  the  plays,  in  their  origin- 
al shape,  performed  ?  I  do  not  speak 
of  preserving  precisely  the  old  text,  or 
of  giving  such  passages,  as,  from  their 
coarseness,  modern  refinement  would 
revolt  at;  but  the  plays  as  (in  the 
main)  they  were  originally  written  ; 
with  the  original  plots,  the  original 
dialogues,  characters,  action,  and  ar- 
rangement ;  and  since  the  plays,  in 
this  shape,  are  so  surpassingly  admi- 
rable, why  is  it,  I  ask  again,  that,  in 
this  shape,  they  are  not  acted  ? 

Hamlet,  Othello,  Macbeth,  and  Ju- 
lius Casar,  are  the  only  (popular) 
tragedies  of  Shakespeare  which  are 
played  with  any  approach  to  the  ori- 
ginal reading.  Shakespeare's  Richard 
the  Third,  is  no  more  like  the  Richard 
the  Third  now  acted,  than  Massinger's 
Fatal  Dowery  is  like  the  Fair  Penitent 
of  Rowe.  Henri/  the  Eighth,  and  King 
Lear,  have  suffered  as  much  change 
almost  as  Richard  the  Third.  The 
Tempest  is  anything  (as  it  is  acted) 
but  Shakespeare's  play ;  and  great  li- 
berties have  been  taken  with  both  Ro- 
meo and  Juliet  and  Coriolanus.  And 
the  alterations  in  these  plays  are  not 
confined  to  alterations  of  the  text. 
They  do  not  stop  at  the  exclusion  of 
offensive  passages  from  the  dialogue, 
nor  even  at  changes  in  the  business 
and  interest  of  the  piece.  Whole 
scenes — nay,  almost  whole  acts — are 
frequently  struck  out,  and  replaced 
either  with  matter  entirely  new,  or 
with  matter  transferred  from  some 
other  of  the  author's  productions. 
Plots  are  altered — incidents  are  omit- 
ted—characters are  changed,  or  add- 
ed, or  subtracted ;  and  half  the  tra- 
gedies, in  short,  as  I  have  said  before, 
now  acted  as  the  plays  of  Shake- 
spear6,  are  little  more,  at  the  best,  than 


Shakespeare's  conceptions,  put  into 
shape  for  the  modern  market,  by  men 
of  practical  knowledge  and  ability. 

The  truth  is — no  disparagement  to 
Shakespeare,  or  his  contemporaries — 
that  it  was  easier  to  write  a  successful 
play  in  their  time,  than  it  is  in  ours. 
The  audiences  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury, although  alive  to  excellence,  and 
eager  of  it,  were  less  fastidious  in  their 
criticism  than  ours  of  the  year  1823. 
Along  with  a  certain  quantity  of  that 
which  was  admirable,  they  would  ac- 
cept of  a  good  deal  which  was  weak 
or  absurd. 

Look  through  the  productions,  ge- 
nerally, of  our  dramatists  of  the  Gol- 
den Age.  Three-fourths  of  their  plays 
abound  in  beauties ;  but  scarce  one 
in  twenty  is  complete.  We  find  in- 
stance upon  instance,  through  volume 
after  volume,  of  two  or  perhaps  three 
acts  of  lively  fable  and  spirited  writing 
in  a  play,  rendered  wholly  unavailable 
by  the  monstrosity  of  the  matter  that 
follows.  In  fact,  the  difficulty,  two  hun- 
dred years  ago,  lay  where  the  difficulty 
lies  now — not  in  the  opening,  but  in  the 
finishing  of  a  work.  Half  our  modern 
novelists — and  I  speak  of  the  best  of 
them — break  down  (the  fact  is  notori- 
ous) in  their  catastrophe.  "  Sketches," 
"  Remembrances" — "  Fragments" — 
"  Wayside  Conversations," — every 
form  of  publication  which  can  enable 
the  author  to  begin,  without  consider- 
ing in  what  manner  he  shall  finish — 
is  grasped  at  eagerly  by  the  lighter 
writers  of  the  present  day. 

But  though  such  tales,  "  signifying 
nothing,"  pass  muster  in  the  closet, 
yet  they  will  not,  in  these  fine  times, 
do  upon  the  stage.  Our  theatrical  au- 
diences now  will  have  their  reasonable 
solution;  that  desideratum  which  the 
audiences  of  the  sixteenth  century 
were  always  contented  to  forego.  The 
old  writers  sat  down  with  all  nature 
open  to  them  for  material ;  they  wrote 
themselves,  hand  over  head — right  on 
— into  a  difficulty  ;  and  cut  the  knot 
without  scruple,  whenever  they  were 
unable  to  untie  it.  With  them,  to  use 
a  phrase  of  familiar  illustration,  "  all 
was  fish  that  came  to  net."  They  had 
no  nicety  about  the  choice  of  a  subject 
— they  were  bound  to  no  regularity  in 
the  arrangement  of  a  plot — they  cared 
little  about  maintaining  interest,  and 
nothing  about  keeping  up  consistency, 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  a 
five  act  drama — they  gave  four  or  five 
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dialogues  of  exquisite  poetry — four  or 
five  situations  (such  as,  by  the  way, 
we  must  not  give  now) — and,  when 
so  much  was  accomplished,  their  task 
was  complete. 

There  is  this  essential  difference  be- 
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the  only  poet  who  has  lately  written 
for  the  stage.  Maturm's  Bertram  was 
effective;  but  Maturin  cannot  write 
verse.  And,  again,  with  a  vast  deal  of 
energy  and  imagination,  Maturin  has 
so  much  of  the  wildness  and  irregu- 


tween  an  old  tragedy  and  a  tragedy  of    larity  of  the  sixteenth  century  school 


the  present  day,  that  the  one  was  a 
work  merely   of  genius ;    the   other 


about  him,  that  his  plays,  since  Ber- 
tram, have  not  been  successful.     In- 


must  be  the  work  of  genius  combined  deed,  it  stands,  I  think,  past  all  ques- 
with  art.  Your  modern  dramatist  must  tion,  that  the  mass  of  men  who  now 
not  only  produce  the  diamond,  and  write  for  the  stage,  are  of  those  who 
polish  it,  but  he  must  set  it,  and  set  (from  whatever  cause)  have  not  found 
i-_  ...  „: —  r j  tne  raore  profitable  fields  of  composi- 
tion open  to  them. 

It  would  extend  this  article 


it,  too,  according  to  a  given  form  and 
fashion.  He  is  limited,  first,  as  to  the 
length  of  his  piece  ;  very  much  limit- 
ed indeed  as  to  the  choice  of  his  sub- 
ject; and,  what  is  more,  his  fable 
must  arrive  at  a  consistent — reason- 
able— termination.  Give  him  excel- 
lence to  his  heart's  content  through 
the  first  four  acts  of  his  play  ;  and  yet 
one  good  round  absurdity  in  the  fifth 
act  shall  defeat  him.  He  may  be  fee- 
ble— trite — trashy  ;  still,  so  that  he 
keep  his  way  evenly,  he  may  hope  to  diction  : — such 
pass  muster ;  but  let  him  commit  a 
single  thumping  nonsequitur,  (and  our 
golden  dramatists  generally  commit- 
ted about  two  in  every  act) — let  him 
break  course  only  once,  and  his  ruin 
is  inevitable. 

I  cannot  doubt  that  there  are  poets, 
and  many  to  be  found  at  the  present 
day,  who  could  produce  in  abundance, 
the  same  irregular  kind  of  drama  which 
passed  current  in  the  days  of  Massin- 
ger  and  Fletcher ;  but  these  men  will 
not  endure  the  drudgery  of  writing 
plays  to  suit  the  strictness  of  modern 
fashion,  when  they  may  attain  fame 
and  fortune  (far  greater)  by  twenty 
roads  less  rugged.  The  rule  and  com- 
pass is,  in  any  shape,  so  abhorrent  to 
genius.  It  is  so  much  more  delight- 
ful to  write  a  book  like  "  Beppo"  or 
"  Don  Juan,"  where  a  man  puts  down 
everything  that  comes  uppermost,  and 
writes  carelessly  forward.  Take  no- 
tice, for  instance,  whether  almost  all 
our  modern  acting  tragedies  are  not 
written  by  men  of  comparatively  slight 
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length  beyond  the  limits  of  a  magazine, 
if  I  were  to  point  out  even  a  few  in- 
stances of  the  laxity  in  which  our  ear- 
lier dramatists  indulged,  and  of  the 
advantages  which,  even  independent 
of  their  irregularity,  they  possessed 
over  the  modern  writers ;  but  there 
are  two  propositions  which  I  may  lay 
down,  I  think,  without  fear  of  contra- 
tragedies  as  those  of 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  (and  the  other 
authors  of  their  school,)  if  they  could 
be  written  now  by  libraries,  would  be 
of  no  value  to  the  stage ; — and  such 
tragedies  as  are  demanded  by  the  taste 
of  the  present  day,  those  authors  pro- 
bably would  not,  and  perhaps  could 
not,  have  produced. 

But  if  the  altered  tone  and  taste  of 
society  in  the  modern  day,  may  ac- 
count for  some  apparent  abatement  in 
the  force  of  our  English  tragedy,  that 
same  change,  as  regards  comedy,  will 
be  found  to  operate  with  still  greater 
force. 

Those  great  natural  sources  of  sub- 
ject, which  supplied  material  to  the 
old  writers ; — which  were  drawn  upon 
first  by  Fletcher  and  Massinger,  after- 
wards by  Dryden,  then  by  Shadwell, 
and,  still  later,  by  the  school  of  Con- 
greve,  Wycherley,  and  Farquhar; — 
of  those  sources,  scarcely  one  is  left  to 
the  dramatist  of  the  present  day.  A 


freedom  from  all  restraints,  of  morali- 
ty, or  even  of  decency,  was  the  birth- 
poetic  faculty  ?  Byron,  indeed,  has  right,  if  I  may  so  express  myself,  of  a 
produced  dramatic  poems,  (and  very  poet  of  the  sixteenth  century;  His 
dull  things  dramatic  poems  commonly 
are;)  but  I  can  scarcely  think  that 
Byron  wrote  with  any  view  to  repre- 
sentation on  the  stage.  Coleridge  wrote 
one  tragedy, — and  an  excellently  good 


one,  although  he  was  unfortunate  in 
the  acting  of  it, — Kean's  acting  would 
make  it  tell ; — but  Coleridge  is  almost 


free  license  was  the  soul  of  everything 
he  did.  Vice  furnished  his  plot ;  vice 
pointed  his  dialogue ;  vice  was  in  his 
characters — in  his  interest — in  his  wit. 
He  lashed  vice,  sometimes,  it  is  true ; 
but,  even  in  lashing,  he  paraded  it. 
Even  where  he  affected  to  g^ive  a  mo- 
ral tone  to  a  play,  his  morality  was  al- 
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ways  reserved  for  some  absurd  recan- 
tation in  the  last  scene ; — he  exhibit- 
ed the  sin,  and  lived  upon  it,  through 
four  acts  and  a  half  of  his  piece,  and 
protested  against  it  in  the  denouement, 
when  he  wanted  it  no  longer. 

I  will  not  say  whether  this  course 
should,  or  should  not,  be  forbidden  ; 
but  I  say,  that  it  is  forbidden  upon  the 
stage  at  the  present  day.  Few  of  the 
older  comedies — few  indeed  of  the  date 
of  Congreve  or  Farquhar — are  acted 
now.  The  few  that  do  still  keep  the 
stage,  may  be  said  to  linger  rather 
than  to  live.  They  are  acted  more  and 
more  rarely  from  season  to  season ; 
when  acted,  they  are  barely  endured  ; 
and  they  will  shortly  be  acted  no 
longer. 

To  wonder  that  similar  plays  are 
not  written,  when,  if  they  were  writ- 
ten, no  theatre  could  dare  to  produce 
them,  is  as  absurd  as  to  expect  that  a 
modern  comic  poet,  cramped  as  he  is, 
and  shackled,  at  every  corner  and  on 
every  hand,  should  produce  the  same 
free,  bold,  dashing,  daring  picture, 
which  the  old  artist  painted,  whose 
pencil  moved  at  liberty. 

If  the  appeal  to  any  passion — no 
matter  what — is  to  be  cut  off,  a  cer- 
tain quantity  of  excitation,  and  con- 
sequently of  interest,  must  be  lost. 
Vice,  even  where  it  offends,  almost 
constantly  merits  attention.  A  fire — 
an  execution — a  public  riot — these  are 
sights  which  give  birth  only  to  pain- 
ful sensations ;  and  yet  multitudes 
flock,  even  at  personal  risk,  to  gaze 
upon  them.  The  same  disposition 
may  be  found  existing  in  all  times 
and  in  all  places.  Murder,  in  ancient 
Rome,  was  a  popular  spectacle.  The 
Spanish  auto  da  fe  interested  hundreds, 
who  cared  for  the  preservation  of  the 
faith  not  a  farthing.  A  boxing-match, 
a  bull-bait,  a  theft,  or  an  accident  in 
the  street, — the  smallest  of  these  in- 
cidents, will  attract  a  crowd  of  spec- 
tators in  London  now.  In  short,  that 
which  is  uncommon,  and  especially 
that  which  is  in  any  way  forbidden, 
will  always  be  attractive  to  the  great 
mass  of  human  kind.  No  one  cares 
to  see  that  done  which  may  be  done 
with  impunity  by  everybody.  Who 
ever  thought  of  going  to  look  at  a 
grocer  selling  figs  ? — but  a  thief  draws 
a  crowd  round  him,  because  he  is  the 
exception  to  the  common  rule.  Three- 
fourths  of  the  charm  in  the  comedy 
of  our  old  dramatists,  lie  in  their  de- 


velopement  of  those  matters  which  it 
is  usual  to  conceal.  Half  the  point 
(even  of  the  dialogue)  of  Farquhar 
and  Wycherley,  lies  in  their  constant 
popping  out  of  bold  sentiments  and 
unexpected  truths.  All  their  heroes 
are,  to  the  multitude,  exquisite  fel- 
lows to  be  amused  with  ; — they  are 
so  eternally  saying  that  out,  which 
common  people  only  venture  to  think. 

We  are  told,  that  our  modern  co- 
medy is  weak,  and  flimsy  and  farci- 
cal ;  that  it  shews  the  pertness  of 
soda  water,  rather  than  the  spirit  of 
champagne.  I  take  that  simile  readi- 
ly, for  it  suits  my  own  purpose: — 
Soda  water,  rather  than  champagne, 
is  the  drink  of  the  present  day.  There 
is  a  want  of  stamina,  it  is  said,  about 
our  modern  writers  of  comedy.  How 
is  it  possible  for  a  man  to  intoxicate 
us,  if  we  will  drink  nothing  stronger 
than  milk  and  water  ?  How  shall  the 
modern  comedy  writer  display  a  vi- 
gour, if  he  has  it  ?  In  what  form — in 
what  style  of  dramatic  character  — shall 
he  embody  his  strong  conception  ? 
The  lady  cannot  (now-a-days)  speak 
her  mind  freely — the  lover  (of  the 
drama)  must  set  bounds  to  his  pas- 
sion— The  honest  gentleman,  time  out 
of  mind,  has  been  notoriously  a  dead 
weight  upon  the  stage  ; — and  from  the 
"  gay  bold-faced  villain,"  who  was  the 
life  of  all  our  old  comedy,  the  dra- 
matist of  the  modern  day  is  entirely 
shut  out.  Into  the  depths  of  the  hu- 
man heart,  the  dramatist  is  now  for- 
bidden to  penetrate.  He  has  the  ape- 
ries of  fashion  to  work  upon,  instead 
of  the  propensities  of  nature.  He  may 
burlesque,  if  he  can,  the  follies  and 
fopperies  of  society  ;  but  he  must  not 
give  the  drama  that  interest  which  it 
held  in  the  hands  of  his  predecessors, 
by  either  exhibiting  or  chastising  the 
real  vices  of  mankind. 

I  know  I  shall  be  told  that,  subject 
to  all  these  checks,  comedies  have  been 
produced — and  sterling  comedies — 
within  the  last  few  years.  I  admit  the 
fact,  and  it  forms  part  of  my  argument. 
If  the  authors  of  those  comedies  quo- 
ted have  done  so  much  under  restraint, 
how  much  more  would  they  not  have 
accomplished,  if  the  field  had  been 
open  to  them  ?  Sterling  comedies  hare 
been  produced,  but  how  few  they  are 
in  number!  The  fact  is,  that,  under 
modern  restrictions,  the  labour  of  pro- 
duction is  too  great.  There  is  so  lit- 
tle variety  of  subject  left,  that  effective 
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comedies  cannot  be  numerous.  For  the 
last  ten  years,  I  believe,  nothing  like 
genteel  comedy  (and  perhaps  genteel 
comedy  is  the  only  sterling  comedy,) 
nothing  in  the  shape  of  genteel  comedy 
has  appeared  at  all. 

I  say  again,  that  the  labour  of  pro- 
duction now  is  too  great.  In  Fletch- 
er's vein,  or  Farquhar's,  a  man  would 
run  on  for  ever.  The  mere  esprit  of 
their  characters,  and  the  force  of  their 
situations,  would  do  sufficient  alone  to 
carry  a  play  through.  But  what  a 
different  principle  of  producing  effect 
do  we  see  at  work  in  the  School  for 
Scandal !  There  is  more  labouring  of 
points,  more  expenditure  of  epigram, 
in  that  single  play,  than  would  have 
sufficed  for  sixteen  comedies  of  Shir- 
ley, Massinger,  or  Fletcher.  And,  after 
all,  the  reliance  of  the  piece  is  upon 
a  display  of  art,  rather  than  a  dis- 
play of  nature.  There  is  epigram  in 
abundance  in  every  scene,  but  very 
little  of  that  gaiete  de  coeur  which 
charms  us  in  the  older  writers,  and 
which  was  a  quality  (unlike  epigram) 
inexhaustible  where  it  existed.  No 
one  would  suppose  the  School  for  Scan- 
dal to  have  been  written  in  three  weeks, 
or  a  month,  under  the  influence  of  cla- 
ret half  the  time,  and  of  exuberant 
animal  spirits  the  other  half.  In  fact, 
the  reign  of  genteel  comedy  is  pretty 
nearly  at  an  end.  The  force  of  a  play 
now  has  changed  its  former  bearing. 
Clowns  and  coxcombs  were  minor  per- 
sonages with  the  older  writers — the 
gentleman  was  the  author's  organ  for 
the  diffusion  of  jest  and  gaiety.  But  the 
point  of  honour  now  has  passed  into 
other  hands ;  the  gentleman  is  but  an 
appendage  to  carry  on  the  plot  of  the 
piece,  and  the  author's  reliance  is  upon 
some  tailor — some  Jew  with  a  hump- 
ed back — some  fop — some  Frenchman, 
or  other  ridiculous  personage,  who  may 
be  pushed  through  a  series  of  farcical 
dilemmas,  and  whose  mishaps  (not 
his  triumphs)  are  to  form  the  amuse- 
ment of  the  audience. 

And  the  older  writers,  both  of  tra- 
gedy and  comedy,  beside  that  irregu- 
larity in  which  they  were  indulged  as 
to  plot — beside  that  appeal  to  one  par- 
ticular source  of  sympathy  which  gave 
them  sure  means  of  effect  whenever  a 
woman  was  on  the  stage — besides  this, 
they  selected  such  subjects,  and  such 
incidents,  for  their  plays,  as  could  not 
fail  to  produce  strong  interest ;  and 
upon  that  interest  almost  alone  they 
often  depended  for  their  success.  The 


great  object  (in  the  school  of  Fletch- 
er) was  to  throw  the  hero,  or  heroine, 
into  such  a  situation  as  must,  of  itself, 
excite  attention.  How  the  party  was 
to  be  got  into  that  situation,  or  how 
he  was  to  be  got  out  of  it  again,  were 
minor  considerations,  or  rather  no  con- 
siderations whatever. 

Without  quoting  extreme  examples, 
like  the  Unnatural  Combat  of  Massin- 
ger, the  Woman  Hater  of  Fletcher,  or 
the  'Tis  Pity  she  a  a  Whore  of  Ford — 
without  referring  to  instances  so  mon- 
strous as  these,  there  are  examples  to 
be  met  with  at  every  step  in  the  wri- 
tings of  the  sixteenth  century,  of  those 
certainly  effective  situations  to  which 
I  now  advert.  Shirley,  in  one  of  his 
plays,  makes  a  young  lady  of  rank  en- 
trust a  secret  of  vital  importance  to 
the  servant  of  her  father,  and  the  vil- 
lain afterwards  forces  her  to  yield  up 
her  chastity,  on  pain  of  having  this  se- 
cret discovered.  Now  the  whole  struc- 
ture of  this  play  of  Shirley's  is  of  the 
clumsiest  description,  but  it  was  evi- 
dent to  the  author,  that  he  might  de- 
pend upon  a  very  strong  interest  in 
those  scenes  where  the  treacherous  ser- 
vant bends  his  mistress  to  his  purpose. 

Again,  in  the  Maid's  Tragedy  of 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  a  young  no- 
bleman having  married  Evadne,  to 
whom  he  is  devotedly  attached,  is  told 
by  her  (ceteris  paribus}  in  her  cham- 
ber, on  her  wedding  night,  that  she 
despises  him,  and  that  she  has  only 
submitted  to  marry  him,  in  order  to 
cloak  her  intrigue  with  somebody  else. 

In  the  more  modern  play  of  The 
Mysterious  Mother,  the  manner  in 
which  the  Countess  falls  in  love  with 
her  son  is  most  ingeniously  contrived, 
and  it  is  impossible  not  to  be  carried 
forward,  to  a  certain  degree,  by  such 
an  event ;  but  still  the  interest  here, 
as  in  the  two  former  plays,  is  interest 
upon  which  modern  feeling  will  not 
suffer  a  play  to  turn. 

In  comedy,  take  the  point  of  Shir- 
ley's excellent  play,  The  Gamester, 
where  the  husband  believes,  that,  by 
a  series  of  contrivances,  he  has  unwit- 
tingly become  accessory  to  his  own 
dishonour.  The  scenes  between  Wild- 
ing and  his  wife,  while  he  is  under 
this  belief,  are  spirited  (and  can  hard- 
ly fail  to  be  so)  in  a  very  high  degree  ; 
but  the  whole  matter  is  such  as  the 
stage,  now,  cannot  talk  about. 

So,  again,  in  another  of  our  old 
Dramas,  where  an  old  law  is  sup- 
posed to  be  discovered,  which  con- 
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demns  all  people  to  die  at  forty,  the 
anxiety  of  heirs — the  searching  of 
church-books  for  registers — and  the 
seizure  (personal)  upon  grandfathers, 
great-uncles,  and  elderly  ladies— all 
this  is  very  laughable  in  the  reading, 
but  it  would  not  do  now  for  stage  re- 
presentation. 

For,  among  those  inclinations  inse- 
parable from  our  nature,  which  the 
usages  of  society  compel  us  to  conceal 
or  deny,  is  the  propensity  to  laugh 
sometimes  at  the  misfortunes  of  our 
fellow  creatures.  I  will  not  admit  this 
disposition  to  be,  perse,  any  argument 
of  evil  feeling ;  for  I  am  convinced  that 
there  are  circumstances  under  which 
the  best  regulated  mind  might  be  dis- 
posed to  laugh  even  at  the  commission 
of  a  wrong. 

Sultan  Selim,  for  instance,  goes  the 
other  day  to  put  out  a  great  fire  in 
Constantinople,  and,  seeing  the  fire- 
men backward  to  face  the  danger,  or- 
ders three  to  be  thrown  into  the  flames 
by  way  of  encouragement  to  the  rest. 
This  act  is  atrocious,  but  we  laugh 
(I  think)  notwithstanding. 

Again,  the  story  of  the  monkey  at 
Bartholomew  fair — A  showman  of  wild 
beasts  has  his  booth  inclosed  with  can- 
vass, but  a  boy  takes  advantage  of  a 
nook  in  the  cloth,  and  peeps  from  time 
to  time  at  the  exhibition  for  nothing. 
A  monkey  within  (piqued,  probably, 
at  being  beheld  gratis}  watches  his 
opportunity  with  the  felonious  peeper ; 
and,  when  he  peeps  again,  pokes  a 
skewer  into  his  eye.  Now,  one  does  not 
exult  a  jot  here  in  the  suffering  of  the 
boy,  but  one  would  purchase  such  a 
monkey,  and  adopt  him  as  one's  son. 

And,  without  multiplying  cases  in 
which  the  older  writers,  both  of  co- 
medy and  tragedy,  have  dwelt  upon 
matters  forbidden  to  the  stage  at  the 
present  day,  I  think  it  will  be  obvious 
that  (except  only  perhaps  Shakespeare) 
they  all  of  them  have  taken  that  course, 
and,  more  or  less,  succeeded  in  it. 
Shakespeare,  certainly,  whatever  his 
irregularities  or  excrescences,  did  not, 
upon  principle,  always  take  the  easiest 
path  to  effect ;  and  the  consequence 
is,  that  there  is  almost  the  same  dif- 
ference between  his  plays  and  those  of 
his  contemporaries,  as  there  is  between 
the  poem  of  Don  Juan,  and  the  novels 
of  the  Author  of  Waverley,  whose 
most  singular  attribute  perhaps  is,  that 
he  constantly  contrives  interest  with- 
out touching  upon  the  more  unseemly 
passioni  of  mankind ;  and  that  there 
is  not  a  line,  (at  least  I  don't  recollect 


one,)  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of 
his  works,  which  might  not  be  read 
aloud  in  a  circle  of  ladies,  without 
exciting  an  unpleasant  emotion. 

Admitting,  as  who  can  question  it, 
the  splendid  genius  of  the  old  writers 
— admitting  that  their  plays  are,  for 
any  but  stage  purposes,  so  superior  to 
our  modern  trifles  as  to  admit  of  no 
comparison  with  them,  still,  I  think, 
that  it  was  to  the  subjects  which  they 
were  allowed  to  select,  and  to  the  free- 
dom with  which  they  were  permitted 
to  write,  more  than  to  any  general  su- 
periority in  talent  over  the  moderns, 
that  they  were  indebted  for  the  vigour, 
and  above  all,  for  the  fertility,  of  their 
pens.  Nature,  in  all  her  shapes,  must 
be  powerful ;  and  from  nature,  in  any 
shape,  they  were  allowed  to  paint. 
Where  they  have  condescended  to  de- 
scribe humours  and  fashions,  it  must 
be  remembered,  that  we  now  look  at 
such  descriptions  as  curious  from  their 
antiquity.  An  antick  of  the  day  of 
James  the  First,  or  Charles  the  Se- 
cond, will  excite  interest  with  those 
who  pass  over  a  modern  coxcomb  with 
contempt. 

I  cannot  believe  but  that  either  the* 
author  of  Don  Juan,  or  the  author  of 
Anastasius,  could  produce,  with  ease, 
the  same  irregular  fancies  which  suc- 
ceeded, as  plays,  with  Fletcher  and 
with  Massinger.  I  cannot  help  think- 
ing, that  the  author  of  Waverley  might 
write  historical  plays  with  admirable 
effect,  if  he  would  devote  his  attention 
to  such  a  style  of  writing ;  but  I  be- 
lieve that  he  gets  too  much,  both  of 
fame  and  money,  by  his  novels,  to  be 
tempted  to  adventure  on  a  less  certain 
and  less  profitable  pursuit. 

And  I  think,  to  go  farther,  that 
even  those  who  do  write  for  the  stage, 
changed  as  it  is — for  I  maintain  that 
the  change  is  in  the  stage,  and  not  in 
the  power  of  writing  for  it — I  think 
that  even  some  of  these,  judging  by 
what  they  have  produced  in  their  tram- 
mels, might  have  brought  forth  pieces 
not  unworthy  of  at  least  the  second 
class  of  writers  of  the  16th  century,  if 
they  had  enjoyed  the  same  advantages 
which  those  earlier  writers  possessed. 
— This  some  being  understood  as  dis- 
tinctly excluding  those  gentlemen  who 
assist  our  patent  managers  in  making 
the  public  taste  even  worse  than  it 
need  be ;  and  who  are  content  to  act, 
either  by  the  year  or  by  the  piece,  as 
ilht.tfrafors  to  the  work  of  the  decora- 
tor and  the  machinist. 

TITUS. 
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WHEN  we  first  saw  a  book  an- 
nounced by  the  title  of  "  Memorable 
Days  in  America,"  we  of  course  ex- 
pected something  about  Cortez,  Pi- 
zarro,  General  Washington,  or,  at  the 
lowest  penny,  General  Bolivar  or  Sir 
Gregor  Macgregor.  But  the  "  Me- 
morable Days"  now  in  hand,  turn  out 
to  have  no  relation  to  the  doings  of  any 
such  memorable  men.  The  days  are 
memorable  in  the  language  of  this  au- 
thor, simply  because  they  are  fre- 
quently the  subject  of  conversation 
at  his  own  fireside.  He  himself  is  his 
own  and  his  only  hero, — and  the  days 
he  spent  in  America  are  thus  qualified 
in  the  true  spirit  of  Mrs  Quickly,  who 
dated  from  the  aera  of  Goodwife  Keech 
the  butcher's  wife's  coming  in  to  bor- 
row a  mess  of  vinegar. 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  bonne-foi, 
or,  if  you  will,  of  bonne-hommie ,  about 
this.  The  moment  we  saw  what  the 
man's  drift  really  was,  we  pricked  up 
our  ears,  we  freely  confess  it,  with  a 
double  sprightliness.  This  is  the  age 
of  pretensions  and  make-believes — the 
greatest  of  all  luxuries,  is  a  book  writ- 
ten by  one  who  knows  nothing  about 
the  tricks  of  book-making — and  that 
author  may  be  sure  of  success,  who  esta- 
blishes, as  this  man  does,  by  the  very 
wording  of  his  title-page,  (that  is  to 
say,  when  it  is  understood  rightly,) — 
a  clear  and  indubitable  right  to  be 
considered  as  one  of  "  The  Fine 
Bodies." 

Authorship  and  book-making  will 
be  the  end  of  books  and  of  authors : 
this  is  God's  truth ;  but  those  only 
who  are  somewhat  hackneyed  in  the 
ways  of  literature,  will  at  once  ac- 
knowledge it  to  be  so.  Good  Hea- 
vens !  through  what  a  vista  do  we 
look  back  upon  those  days  when  WE 
should  as  soon  have  thought  of  turn- 
ing to  the  shipping  corner  as  to  the 
publishing  corner  of  a  newspaper — 
when  we  read  through  fifty  volumes 
without  having  the  smallest  guess  who 
possessed  the  copyright  of  any  one  of 
them — when  we  devoured  a  quotation 
without  having  the  remotest  suspicion 
that  it  might  be  put  in  merely  to  fill 


up  the  page — and  had,  perhaps,  never 
even  heard  it  whispered  that  the  au- 
thor of  a  modern  masterpiece  may 
wear  the  same  pair  of  slippers  with  its 
reviewer. 

The  spirit  of  Grub  Street  has  al- 
ready made  its  way  into  the  rc-gions 
prima  facie  most  remote  from  its  pes- 
tilential influence.  It  infests  the  very 
core  of  action : — No  matter  for  the  bul- 
lion-epaulettes, the  anchor-button, 
the  iron-bound  hat — no  matter  for 
the  colonel,  the  captain,  or  the  K.C.B. 
— it  is  still  the  author  we  have  to  do 
with.  When  the  modern  commander 
of  one  of  his  Majesty's  frigates  hap- 
pens to  light  upon  a  new  coast,  the 
very  first  thought  that  comes  into  his 
mind,  is  whether  the  costume  of  the 
natives  will  look  best  in  line-engra- 
ving or  lithography.  For  every  letter 
he  sends  home  to  his  mother,  there 
are  three  to  our  friend  John  Murray : 
and  when  he  reaches  London,  after 
three  years'  absence,  he  bids  the  hack- 
ney-coachman drive  to  Albemarle 
Street,  before  the  Admiralty. — Aides- 
du-camp,  as  they  are  galloping  about 
the  field  of  battle,  consider  the  out- 
lines of  the  clouds,  and  observe  how  a 
distant  hill  will  come  in,  if  they  live 
to  pen  a  description  of  the  affair. 
Lieutenants  of  the  heavy  dragoons 
pick  up  /iz'fcand  graphic  touches,  when 
a  town  is  sacked.  Even  men-of-war's- 
men  have  all  their  eyes  about  them  for 
effects  and  ideas  when  the  grog  is 
piped  :  and  John  Nicoll  himself,  gay 
deceiver  that  he  is,  does  not  kiss  his 
pretty  convict,  without  a  sly  notion 
that  she  will  make  a  pretty  paragraph. 
— People  will  woo  and  marry  an'  a',  by 
and  by,  we  take  it,  only  that  they  may 
be  able  to  paint  more  from  the  life  the 
delicate  whimsies  which  sharpen  "  the 
edge  of  that  day's  celebration." — But 
Mr  Jeffrey  once  embodied  the  whole 
soul  of  authorship  in  three  syllables. 
We  were  sitting  close  by  him  in  the 
High  Court  of  Justiciary,  when  a 
tolerably  sentimental-looking  mur- 
derer was  called  up  to  receive  sentence 
of  death — (this  was  Ante  Chaldcsum 
Scriptum) — "  Well,  now,"  said  the 
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Editor-Advocate,  "  one  would  not 
grudge  a  trifle  to  know  exactly  what 
that  fellow  is  feeling  just  now.  Hang 
it !  I  should  almost  like  to  be  in  the 
dock  myself  for  once  and  away."  Ipse 
dixit ! 

Nobody  but  "  a  literary  character" 
can  estimate  the  feelings  of  distrust 
with  which  our  intimate  knowledge 
of  the  prevalence  of  this  paragraph- 
spirit  makes  us  turn  over  the  leaves  of 
anything  in  the  shape  of  a  new  book 
of  travels.  It  is  in  that  department, 
perhaps,  that  its  influence  is  at  this 
moment  the  most  predominant  and  the 
most  disgusting.  We  used  to  have  peo- 
ple that  saw  things,  and  described 
them  because  they  had  seen  them — 
the  modern  race  go  to  see  things,  be- 
cause they  are  resolved  to  describe. 
Men  (oi«  wv  Qprni  £»<rtv)  take  the  nattiest 
note-books  with  them  into  the  densest 
spray  of  Niagara — Boxes  of  Brah- 
mas  are  worn  to  the  stumps  upon  the 
highest  ridges  of  the  Blue  Mountains 
—  Pounce  and  steel- gratings  pollute 
the  breezes  of  Chimboraco— and  "lead- 
ing articles"  are  littered  by  the  score 
upon  the  very  sarcophagus  of  Cheops. 
"  The  wild  beasts  of  the  desert,"  said 
the  Prophet  of  old,  "  shall  also  meet 
with  the  wild  beasts  of  the  island,  and 
the  Satyr  shall  cry  to  his  fellow. 
There  also  shall  The  Great  Owl  make 
her  nest,  and  lay  and  hatch,  and  ga- 
ther under  her  shadow  !" — A  most  ex- 
cellent text  for  «  my  Pocket-book," 
Miladi  Morgan,  and  Hadgi  Rae  Wil- 
son. 

Whether  the  present  "  wild  beast 
of  the  Island"  has  more  of  the  Satyr 
or  of  the  Great  Owl  in  his  composi- 
tion, our  readers  shall  by  and  by  be 
in  a  condition  to  form  their  own  opi- 
nion. In  the  mean  time,  this  much 
is  certain,  that  he  has  very  highly 
amused  us.  He  is,  as  we  hinted  al- 
ready, a  real  member  of  The  Fine 
Body  School  of  Prose  Writers.  He 
is  a  simpleton  of  the  first  water.  He 
thinks  himself  a  wonderfully  shrewd, 
noticing,  observing,  canny  fellow,  and, 
in  point  of  fact,  he  has  no  more  nous 
than  a  hedge-sparrow.  In  spite  of 
himself,  however,  he  is  a  satyrical 
writer ;  because  the  things  he  de- 
scribes are  not  capable  of  being  de- 
scribed at  all,  without  producing 
somewhat  of  the  effect  of  satirical 
writing :  and,  Minerva  minime  invitd, 
he  is  also  a  bit  of  an  Owl. 
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If  we  do  not  thoroughly  understand 
him,  no  wonder :  for  it  is  extremely 
evident,  that  he  is  very  far  from  un- 
derstanding himself,  or  indeed  from  un- 
derstanding what  his  own  mind  is  as 
to  almost  any  one  subject  his  book  in 
any  way  touches  upon.  He  is  horribly 
shocked  with  the  profanity  of  the 
oaths  he  hears  on  board  the  good  ship 
Washington,  which  conveys  him  part 
of  the  way  to  America :  and  yet  we 
have  since  seen  him  figuring  in  the 
character  of  an  "  admiring  and  con- 
stant reader,"  in  by  far  the  most  im- 
pious newspaper  now  suffered  to  exist 
in  England.  His  whole  descriptions  of 
the  American  polity,  &c.  are  tinged 
with  a  most  republican  colouring,  and 
yet,  the  first  thing  he  does  on  coining 
back  to  England,  is  to  send  a  present 
of  a  fine  walking-cane,  he  had  cut  in 
one  of  the  Transatlantic  forests,  to  "our 
gracious  Sovereign  King  George/'^In- 
consistent  Mr  Faux !  Had  you  gone 
out  an  admirer  of  republicanism  and 
infidel  journals,  and  come  back  with  a 
horror  for  profane  swearing,  and  a 
walking-cane  for  the  King,  we  should 
have  understood  and  applauded  you  ; 
but  you  have  split  the  difference,  and 
we  fairly  give  you  up  as  a  Great  Owl. 

From  a  person  of  this  sort,  our 
readers  do  not  of  course  expect  any- 
thing like  what  is  really  wanted  in 
England,  in  the  shape  of  a  book  of 
Travels  in  the  United  States  of  Ame- 
rica. We  have  no  work  which  gives 
us  any  tolerable  notion  of  the  state  of 
manners  in  that  country,  as  compared 
with  the  state  of  manners  with  which 
we  are  acquainted  at  home — and  we 
do  not,  to  confess  the  truth,  see  any 
great  probability  of  our  being  soon  in 
possession  of  any  such  work.  In  point 
of  fact,  very  few  persons  who  are  at 
all  qualified  to  speak  as  to  the  state  of 
manners  here,  ever  dream  of  going 
across  the  Atlantic  Ocean ;  and  the 
few  who  might  be  able  to  do  anything 
worth  while  in  this  way,  have  other 
matters  to  think  of  when  engaged  in 
such  peregrinations.  They  are  mer- 
chants :  they  transact  some  business 
which  they  did  not  choose  to  entrust 
their  agents  with,  and  make  the  best 
of  their  way  home  again.  Or  they  are 
persons,  who  have,  by  some  accident 
or  other,  been  chucked  out  of  their 
line  of  life  here  :  they  settle  in  Ame- 
rica ;  and  it  is  by  no  means  their  in- 
terest to  be  too  busy  in  the  drawing 
10 
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of  comparisons  between  what  they 
have  been  obliged  to  leave,  and  what 
they  have  had  the  fortune  to  find. 

By  far  the  greater  part  of  those  edu- 
cated Europeans,  who  have  chanced  to 
make  any  remarks  upon  American 
manners,  it  is  but  justice  to  say,  do 
not  appear  to  have  penetrated  beyond 
the  region  of  taverns  and  lodging- 
houses,  steam-boats  and  stage-coaches. 
The  little  sketches  given  by  our  friend 
John  Howison,  and  others  of  this  class, 
are  too  ridiculous.  We  have  all  seen 
in  Americans  travelling  in  this  coun- 
try, sufficient  evidence,  that  these  are 
either  not  faithful  portraitures,  or  the 
portraitures  of  what  nobody  cares  much 
for  having  painted.  No  English  gentle- 
man thoroughly  acquainted  with  the 
modes  of  society  here,  and  in  possession 
of  the  means  of  access  to  the  best  socie- 
ty of  America,  has  as  yet  come  before 
the  public  in  the  character  of  an  Ame- 
rican traveller.  Indeed,  so  very  few 
such  persons  go  to  America,  that  any 
one  individual  of  the  class  would  be 
sure  to  attract  to  himself,  by  descri- 
bing what  he  saw  there,  such  a  de- 
gree of  scrutiny  and  animadversion, 
and  probably  of  ill-will,  that  it  is  no 
wonder  there  should  be  so  much  re- 
luctance. Besides,  the  chances  are, 
that  every  gentlercan  so  qualified,  who 
makes  such  a  tour,  has  personal  con- 
nections on  the  other  side  of  the  wa- 
ter— friends  and  relatives,  in  all  like- 
lihood, whose  feelings  he  would  be 
very  sorry  to  run  the  least  risk  of 
•wounding,  merely  for  the  sake  of  af- 
fording entertainment  or  even  instruc- 
tion (of  this  sort)  to  his  friends  at 
home. 

Almost  our  only  means  of  judging, 
then,  consists  in  our  own  observation 
of  Americans  sojourning  occasionally 
among  ourselves  :  and  such  (we  speak 
for  ourselves)  we  can  never  be  per- 
suaded to  regard  otherwise  than  with 
exceeding  distrust.  The  Americans 
whom  we  see,  are  for  the  most  part 
very  young ;  and  it  would  be  extreme- 
ly unfair  to  take  them  in  their  un- 
fledged condition,  for  proper  specimens 
of  the  same  animal  in  maturity  of 
years  and  experience.  No  doubt,  they 
must  improve  very  much  after  they 
leave  us:  the  cares  and  occupations, 
as  well  as  the  ties  and  affections,  of 
manly  life,  must  exert  their  usual  in- 
fluences in  chastising  the  exuberance 
of  self-love,  or  at  least  in  softening 
the  glare  of  its  outward  manifesta- 
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tions.  At  the  same  time,  h  can  do 
no  harm  to  say,  that  the  manners  of 
these  young  men  are  for  the  most 
part  characterized  by  a  measure  of 
free-and-easiness,  which  would  have 
no  chance  of  being  altogether  pardon- 
ed in  Europeans  of  the  same  condi- 
tion, merely  on  the  score  of  youth. 
What  the  cause  may  be,  we  know  not : 
but  it  is  impossible  to  deny  the  fact, 
that  nineteen  out  of  every  twenty 
young  Americans,  (even  of  the  best 
class,)  are  intolerably  cool  fellows.  It 
is  not  boyish  coxcombry :  they  in  ge- 
neral dress  very  ill,  and  are  slovenly 
in  their  exterior.  It  is  a  sort  of  pre- 
cocious garrulity,  and  worse  even  than 
that  calm  hardened  affectation  of  hav- 
ing outlived  the  feelings  of  youth. 

The  doctrine  of  absolute  political 
equality,  may  be  at  the  root  of  this 
somewhat  unpleasing  style  of  manners ; 
but  that  is  no  excuse.  One  man  is  not 
necessarily  entitled  to  treat  another  as 
his  equal,  merely  because  he  has  the 
same  right  to  vote  for  a  member — but 
these  people  appear  to  act  exactly  as  if 
this  were  the  case.  This  sentimen  t  seems 
to  overrun  every  corner  of  their  minds. 
They  have  no  respect  of  persons  ;:  they 
assume  a  certain  loftiness,  as  if  they 
were  giants  to  us,  because  their  ri- 
vers are  seas  to  ours.  They  have  set- 
tled the  whole  matter  ere  they  start- 
ed. And  yet — it  is  not  quite  so  nei- 
ther. They  feel  unhappy  in  the 
knowledge  that  there  may  be  a  lord 
in  the  room  ;  and  one  of  them  actually 
published  a  book  not  long  ago,  the 
object  of  which  was  to  prove  that  an 
American  gentleman  has  no  reason  to 
walk  behind  an  English  baronet ! 
This  is  the  sort  of  thing  that  lets  the 
cat  out  of  the  poke.  They  cannot  get 
entirely  rid  of  the  old  prejudices,  and 
they  live  in  a  feverish  anxiety  to  shew 
themselves  in  the  minutest  particular 
under  the  influence  of  the  new.  They 
are  not  at  home,  and  in  endeavouring 
to  appear  so,  they  overact  their  part. 

They  stare  from  an  excessive  dread 
of  being  caught  in  the  unfreemanlike 
sin  of  blushing — and  chatter  a'l'out- 
ranee,  because  they  would  not  have 
anybody  to  suppose  that  Shakespeare's 
rule 

— Be  checked  for  silence, 

But  never  taxed  for  speech — 

could  be  intended  for  A  President  in 
posse. 

Of  all  this,  as  we  have  said,  there  can 
be  no  doubt  the  experience  of  after 
4  B 
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years  must  render  the  better  spirits 
thoroughly  ashamed.  Indeed,  the  few 
Americans  who  do  visit  us  at  a  more 
mature  period  of  life,  are  comparative- 
ly quite  free  of  such  impertinences ; 
and  it  need  scarcely  be  added,  that 
the  most  accomplished  of  them  are 
entirely  so.  We  must  not  name  names 
— but  how  can  we  avoid  mentioning 
the  one  delightful  name  of  Washing- 
ton Irving — a  man  whose  genius  must 
have  been  at  all  times  too  fine  to  live 
elsewhere  than  in  the  companionship 
of  most  perfect  modesty  ? 

We  wish  from  our  hearts  he  would 
turn,  or  rather  return,  to  the  portrai- 
ture of  Transatlantic  manners. — His 
Sketch-book  was  admirable  ;  but  how 
infinitely  superior  the  American  part 
of  it  to  the  English  !  His  Bracebridge- 
hall  was  admirable  too;  but  what  did 
it  contain  that  could  bear  a  moment's 
comparison  with  Rip  van  Winkle,  or 
the  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow  ?  But  to 
speak  the  plain  truth,  Diedrick  Knic- 
kerbocker is,  after  all,  our  favourite. 
There  is  more  richness  of  humour, 
and  there  is  more  strength  of  language 
too,  in  those  earlier  efforts — and  why? 
— why,  simply  because  the  humour  is 
thoroughly  Transatlantic,  and  the  lan- 
guage that  of  a  man  describing  what 
he  knows  in  all  the  secure  knowledge 
of  native  experience.  We  have  plenty 
of  people  who  can  describe  English 
manor-houses  more  from  the  life  than 
he,  and  there  is  no  want  of  people, 
who  can  describe  German  Schlosxes ; 
but  who,  except  Washington  Irving, 
can  portray  the  manners  of  America, 
in  a  style  fitted  for  the  thorough  com- 
prehension of  European  readers  ?  If 
he  takes  to  it  now,  he  will  describe 
them  infinitely  the  better  for  the  ex- 
perience he  has  had  of  other  men  and 
modes  of  life.  He  may,  in  neglecting 
this  walk,  be  a  most  elegant  English 
author,  but,  by  adhering  to  it,  he  must 
be  the  first  man  in  a  walk  of  his  own. 

Never  were  more  abundant  mate- 
rials in  the  (almost)  exclusive  of  any 
one  man  of  genius — and  we  cannot 
but  regret  to  see  him  neglecting  them 
so  much  as  he  seems  to  do  now-a-days. 
He  can  never  be  a  Fielding,  a  Smol- 
let,  or  even  a  Goldsmith  here;  but 
there,  what  might  he  not  be  ?  Even 
his  countrymen  will  prefer  English 
pictures  of  English  manners,  and 
German  descriptions  of  German  man- 
ners, to  the  best  he  can  ever  produce 
—But  who  is  there  to  fill  his  place  in 


the  description  of  American  manners, 
either  for  our  behoof,  or  for  the  be- 
hoof of  the  Americans  themselves  ? — > 
Who  would  not  have  preferred  a  Penn- 
sylvanian  farm  house,  to  an  English 
hall  from  him  ?  Who  would  not  give 
fifty  such  English  generals  as  he  can 
fashion,  for  one  distinct  portrait  of  a 
genuine  old  Washingtonian  ?  Why 
should  he  dabble  among  English 
poachers,  when  we  have  our  own 
Crabbe,  and  the  hunters  of  a  thousand 
Savannahs  carent  vate  sacro  ?  We 
don't  want  him  to  describe  the  lap- 
dogs  of  our  maiden  aunts — what  are 
the  pets  of  his  ?  As  for  "  Students  of 
Salamanca," "Serenades,"  and  "  Don- 
na Isabellas,"  we  had  certainly  in- 
dulged the  hope  that  they  were  all 
entombed  for  ever  in  the  same  grave 
with  Hassan  the  son  of  Albumazar, 
the  Dervis  of  Mount  Libanus,  and 
the  Vision  of  Osmyn  Benomar. 

Meantime,  such  as  we  can  get,  we 
must  make  the  best  of — and  certainly, 
in  spite  of  all  that  was  said  a  page  or 
two  ago,  this  Mr  William  Faux  is 
not  the  least  amusing  of  those  who 
have  written  travels  in  America.  There 
is  no  pretension  about  the  man,  and, 
to  be  candid,  though  the  days  are  not 
very  memorable,  they  seem  to  be,  on 
the  whole,  very  honestly  described. 
We  wish  very  much  the  good  man 
had  had  vanity  enough  to  put  his  face 
opposite  his  title-page ;  but  even  as 
it  is,  we  think  we  have  been  able  to 
form  a  tolerably  exact  notion  of  him. 
We  guess  him  nearer  fifty  than  forty 
— a  plain  stout-looking  yeoman — pro- 
bably knowing  enough  about  Swedish 
turnips — a  sober  man,  yet  entertain- 
ing no  mortal  antipathy  to  a  can  of 
brown-stout — one  that  won't  take  it 
very  sweetly  if  the  rasher  be  over- 
broiled. — He  seems  to  have  been 
brought  up  in  a  Christian  manner,  and 
to  have  sound  religious  feelings,  not- 
withstanding a  few  little  circumstan- 
ces, one  of  which  has  already  been  al- 
luded to.  He  has  an  old  father — a 
wife — and  an  only  child — whether 
male  or  female,  he  does  not  say,  and 
appears  to  be  an  exemplary  family- 
man  ;  politics  not  well  defined — ap- 
parently whiggish  at  the  end  of  the 
book — republican  about  the  middle  of 
it — and  radical  at  the  beginning :  but 
we  do  not  speak  confidently  as  to  any 
of  those  points.  Delicacy  he  has  no 
more  idea  of,  than  Hogg  has  of  a  mi- 
nuet. He  accepts,  or  rather,  indeed, 
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seizes  upon,  the  hospitality  of  a  family, 
and  then  tells  all  the  world  (if  all  the 
world  pleases)  in  a  printed  book,  that 
their  beef  was  badly  dressed,  and  that 
he  detected  the  young  ladies  of  the 
house  in  assisting  personally  about  the 
apple  dumpling.  He  gives  these  sorts 
of  details  in  every  page  with  name  and 
surname,  as  calmly  as  if  he  were  eat- 
ing his  breakfast.  In  short,  he  is  a 
capital  specimen  of  a  village  John 
Bull,  for  the  first  time  roaming  far 
away  from  his  native  valley — staring 
at  everything,  and  grumbling  at  most 
things. — If  there  be  a  puddle  near  his 
way,  he  is  pretty  sure  to  have  a  foot 
in  it — but  this  is  what  he  cannot  help. 
We  should  strongly  suspect  him  of 
being  somewhat  whimsical  in  some 
part  of  his  stomach  economy — at  least 
we  see  no  other  way  of  accounting 
satisfactorily  for  the  inequality  of  his 
spirits,  and  the  mutability  of  his  opi- 
nions. Mr  Dryden  always  took  phy- 
sic ere  he  began  a  tragedy — and  per- 
haps Mr  Faux  would  do  well  to  carry 
a  box  of  aloetics  with  him  when  he 
sets  out  on  his  next  travels. —  Well  for 
himself,  we  mean — for  as  to  us  and 
the  world  at  large,  it  is  perhaps  more 
amusing  to  have  him  in  the  old  state.* 

Altogether,  the  man  appears  to 
have  read  his  Bible,  his  Cobbett,  and 
his  Tull's  Husbandry,  to  considerable 
advantage ;  and  there  is  often  a  nai- 
vete about  his  descriptions,  that  would 
make  an  apostle  laugh.  The  profun- 
dity of  his  reflections — the  variety  of 
his  views — the  sagacity  of  his  judg- 
ment-r-and  the  brilliancy  of  his  ima- 
ginative organ,  shall  all  be  sufficient- 
ly illustrated  in  the  specimens  we  are 
about  to  quote. 

The  following  are  some  of  the  Me- 
morabilia of  the  voyage  itself. 

"  Jan.  1st,  1819 — The  ship  has  yet  no 
motion,  nor  is  there  any  sickness,  except 
among  the  poultry,  and  first  mate,  who 
teems  sick  and  ready  to  die." 

"  Continued  thirty-six  hours  in  bed  with 
but  little  sleep,  drinking  neat  Hollands, 
and  eating  biscuit  only,  so  avoiding  sea- 
sickness, though  morally  sick  at  heart." 
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This  is  from  the  conversation  in  the 
Cabin. 

"  At  a  recent  anniversary  in  Boston  of 
Free  Blacks,  met  to  celebrate  the  abolition, 
or  as  they  term  it,  the  Boblition,  of  the 
slave-trade ;  the  chairman  rose  after  din- 
ner, and  said,  '  Mr  Wilberforce  be  the 
blacky-man's  friend,  and  may  he  never 
want  polish  to  his  boots.'  " 

"  Sunday,  2lst How  merciful  is  the 

God  on  whom  I  called  !  For  instead  of 
drowning,  starving,  or  eating  each  other, 
I  am  living  on  the  new  and  Interesting 
luxuries  of  the  east,  and  surrounded  with 
many  rare  curiosities  of  unseen  lands  ;  a 
bleating  goat  of  Owhyhee  supplies  me  with 
milk ;  and  in  the  morning,  the  shrill  cla- 
rion of  Canton  cocks,  the  cackling  of  geese, 
and  the  grunting  of  swine,  early  rouse  me 
from  my  warm  and  downy  bed  ;  and,  all 
together,  make  me  fancy  I  am  in  my  farm- 
yard, although  4000  miles  distant." 

"  Monday,  22d  March I  now  sleep 

in  high  style  every  night,  having  under  my 
pillow  a  bottle  of  Madeira,  and  a  basket  of 
China  sweetmeats ;  at  my  side  nine  muskets 
and  a  huge  broad-sword  ;  and  underneath 
me  a  magazine  of  gunpowder  and  balls." 

"  30th — At  five  this  evening,  the  af- 
fectionate mother  of  one  dear  and  only 
child  was,  by  the  violent  rolling  of  the 
ship,  impelled  overboard,  and  sunk  to  rise 
no  more,  being  buried  instantly  in  a  huge 
billow.  She  was  a  native  of  Owhyhee,  and 
is  deeply  lamented  by  all  on  hoard,  who  had 
shared  in  her  kindness,  for  she  was  milk 
and  honey  TO  ALL  during  a  long  passage." 

"  31, it. — Saw  several  pieces  of  wreck. 
This  is  the  last  day  of  March,  and  was 
expected  to  oe  the  last  of  our  lives" 

"  April  1st — The  captain,  during  yester- 
day's gale,  sulked,  and  would  eat  nothing, 
nor  suffer  anything  eatable  to  be  cooked  ; 
I  was  therefore  pining  24  hours  on  tea, 
coffee,  wine,  China  sweetmeats,  and  dry, 
hard  biscuit." 

"  April  2d — At  ten  a.  m.  blessed  with 
the  heart-cheering  sound  of  Land,  O  !  and 
saw  the  island  of  Nantucket  from  our  top- 
mast, distant  15  miles,  and  marked  by  three 
windmills  and  a  few  high  white  houses, 
My  heart  nozv  rebounded  with  gratitude, 
at  being  made  so  signal  a  monument  of 
providential  mercy.'''' 

"  From  two  passengers,  (shoemakers), 
I  learn  that  first-rate  hands  will  turn  out 
from  five  to  six  pairs  of  ladies'  shoes  per 


*  We  mention  aloetics,  as  he  seems,  in  vain,  to  have  tried  salts.  Nevertheless,  we 
shall  quote  from  page  second,  his  American  vade-mecum. — "  Received  from  my  phy- 
sician a  prescription,  costing,  and  really  worth,  three  guineas,  and  fit  for  both  land 
and  sea.  Take  two-thirds  of  Celtenham  salts,  and  one-third  of  Epsom  salts,  mixed; 
a  quarter  of  an  ounce,  dissolved  in  a  pint  of  hot  spring  water,  and  drunk  an  hour  be- 
fore rising,  is  a  dose  which  may  be  often  repeated,  if  necessary,  by  patients  disposed 
to  indigestion." 
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day,  and  earn  from  ten  to  twelve  dollars 
per  week.  One  of  these  gentlemen,  & 
staunch  republican,  Mr  Atman,  of  Lynn, 
near  Boston,  and  an  intelligent  man,  says, 
in  reference  to  the  federalists,  that  for  every 
Julius  Caesar,  there  is  a  Brutus." 

So  much  for  the  voyage.  At  length 
we  have  our  elegant  friend  safe  in 
Charleston. 

"  Presented  my  kind  introductory  letter 
from  Mr  W.  Gray,  to  Messrs  Prescot  and 
Bishop,  two  eastern  gentlemen,  who  po- 
litcJy  introduced  me  to  Mr  Bird,  landlord 
of  the  Planters'  hotel,  where  I  became  im- 
mediately acquainted  with  the  Idgh-mind- 
ed  General  Young  Blood,  then  boarding  at 
this  house,  and  on  a  visit  to  the  city,  to 
meet  his  excellency  the  governor,  and  also 
the  President  of  the  United  States,  who, 
on  the  morrow,  was  expected  to  make  his 
entry  here.  The  general  and  I  became  very 
friendly,  and  held  a  long  and  interesting 
conversation,  and  that  "without  a  formal 
introduction,  which  is  generally  held  to  be 
indispensable  amongst  almost  all  ranks  in 
this  country.  In  our  politics,  foreign  and 
domestic,  we  seemed  one.  At  nine  this 
evening,  I  plunged  into  a  warm  lath,  to 
•wash  off  all  marine  impurities,  paying  for 
it  half  a  dollar." 

We  think  our  friend  should  have 
taken  the  bath  first,  and  "  the  high- 
minded  General"  afterwards ;  but  de 
gustilms. 

"  Qth — Colonel  M'Kinnon  was  this  day 
refused  claret  at  dinner.  The  landlord  was 
called  to  account  for  so  refusing,  and  in- 
structing the  bar-keeper.  He  appeared, 
and  said,  '  You,  colonel,  have  referred  me 
to  your  father  for  payment  of  your  bill  of 
250  dollars,  contracted  here  during  the 
last  three  weeks,  but  he  says  he  cannot, 
and  will  not  pay  any  more  for  you.  And 
that  I  know  from  your  father's  friend,  Cap- 
tain Bell,  of  the  ship  Homer,  now  in  port.' 
After  this,  the  colonel  looked  thoughtful, 
and  requested  I  would  accompany  him  to 
the  captain.  I  did  so.  After  the  captain 
had  politely  spread  out  his  brandy,  the  co- 
lonel, with  pistols  in  his  hand,  said,  '  If 
you  will  not  meet  me,  I  will  shoot  you  in- 
stantly.' The  captain,  with  an  angry  laugh, 
replied,  '  O  fear  not !  I  am  ready  with  ei- 
ther sword  or  pistol,  and  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, at  ten,  expect  me  at  the  hotel.'  He 
fulfilled  his  promise,  but  the  colonel  had 
cooled  and  fled.  After  our  return  from  the 
*hipt  the  colonel  wanted  to  shoot  the  land- 
lord, and  then  attempted  to  shoot  himself, 
but  had  no  prime.  He  then  begged  round 
for  prime,  but  could  get  none.  I  endea- 
voured to  reason  with  him,  but  with  as 
much  effect  as  with  a  woman  possessed 
with  seven  devils.  k  I  have  a  right,  sir,' 
gaid  he,  *  to  do  as  Brutus,  did.  c  What  Ca- 
to  did,  and  Addison  approved,  cannot  be 
wrong,'  /  am  a  Hasted  lily-)  and  a  blighted 


heathS  This  young  gentleman,  naturally 
•witty,  and  highly  gifted,  has  married  and 
abandoned  three  wires,  and  yet  is  only  22 
years  of  age." 

*'  Sunday,  $th. — Met  a  small  genteel  au- 
ditory, in  a  splendid  edifice ;  but  the  par- 
son seemed  dull.  He  prayed  not  for  George 
IV.,  but  for  the  President !  !  !  not  for  lords 
temporal  and  spiritual  in  Parliament  as- 
sembled, but  for  the  Congress  !  !  !  &c.  I 
walked  nearly  all  day  through  a  dissolving 
heat,  and  thought  myself  the  better  for  it. 
So  necessary  is  exercise  to  the  continuance 
of  health.^ 

"  Sunday,  23d I  dined,  this  day,  at 

my  cousin  Captain  Rugeley's,  with  Mr 
Irvin  and  family.  At  sunset,  I  visited  the 
negro-huts,  in  which  I  found  small  nests, 
or  beds,  full  of  black  babies.  Slept  at  the 
Captain's  in  a  good  bed,  curtainlcxs,  along- 
side the  one  in  which  himself  and  lady  and 
children  slept ;  all  in  one  room,  the  only 
one  in  the  house  ;  with  ajine  negro  wench 
on  the  floor,  at  our  feet,  as  our  body-guard, 
all  night,  in  readiness  to  hush  the  chil- 
dren. Thus  patriarchally  did  I  and  my 
cousins  dress  and  undress,  talk  and  sleep. 
What  loi-ely  simplicity  \  It  is  all  pure,  un- 
sophisticated nature." 

"  June  ^th. — Terribly  stung  by  mos- 
quitoes, fleas,  and  bugs.  Feeling  inflam- 
matory symptoms,  something  like  bilious 
fever,  I  took  two  grains  of  calomel,  and  a 
very  warm  relaxing  bath,  and  found  re- 
lief. I  drank  also  less  toddy  and  punch, 
which,  in  this  country,  are  certainly  bili- 
ous." 

"  lOfh — I  visited  the  high  court  of  jus- 
tice, where  but  little  talent  seems  necessa- 
ry, and  where  the  judge  upon  the  bench 
and  the  counsel  and  crier  below,  all  seem 
upon  an  easy,  familiar  footing  of  equal- 
ity ;  consulting  together,  tete-a-tete,  about 
the  time  of  opening  court  next  day.  His 
lordship  then  left  the  bench,  and  stepping 
into  his  sulky,  with  a  negro-boy  behind 
him,  drove  off.  No  ceremony,  no  trumpets 
told  the  multitude  that  he  was  a  judge,  and 
that  it  was  judgment  day." 

Here  is  a  small  specimen  of  the 
manner  in  which  the  business  of  the 
Court  of  Common  Pleas  at  Charleston 
is  conducted. 

"  12th I  spent  this  day  in  the  Court 

of  Common  Pleas,  witnessing  the  eloquence 
of  the  American  bar.  The  cause,  a  negro 
wench,  to  whom  two  citizens  laid  claim. 
Twelve  witnesses  on  both  .sides  swore  to  her 
identity.  This  trial,  Icing  the  sixth  on  the 
same  case,  lasted  four  whole  days.  Colonel 
Haines,  the  young  Attorney-General,  dis- 
played a  pleasant  species  of  eloquence, 
quite  conversational.  Mr  Barrister  Hunt 
Avas  low  and  stormy.  The  jury,  unable  to 
come  to  an  unanimous  decision,  were  lock- 
ed up  till  midnight,  when  they  could  dis- 
solve themselves,  but  they  remained  until 
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eleven  on  Sunday  morning.  Food  was  fur- 
nished to  them  by  stealth.  The  state  im- 
mediately altered  the  law  to  compel  juries 
to  sit  until  they  can  decide,  or  be  liberated 
by  consent  of  parties.  On  the  Monday, 
the  jury  again  met,  and  were  locked  up 
again  for  four  days,  and  liberated  by  con- 
sent of  parties  without  giving  a  verdict. 
The  case  therefore  remains  to  be  tried  a 
seventh  time" 

Now  for  a  specimen  of  real  delicacy 
in  a  traveller !  Mr  Faux  is  visiting 
"  Messrs  Coote  and  Dumbleton,  good 
brewers  of  brown  stout,  on  the  banks 
of  the  great  river  Potowmack,  late  of 
Huntingdonshire,  Old  England."  Hear 
his  account  of  the  table-talk. 

"  My  host,"  says  he,  "  everywhere  the 
public  eulogist  of  America,  says,  '  that 
England  is  the  place  for  men  of  fortune, 
but  this  land  for  the  industrious  bees  who 
cannot  live  there.  Fools  must  not  come  ; 
for  Americans  are  nationally  cold,  jealous, 
suspicious,  and  knavish,  have  little  or  no 
sense  of  honour,  believing  every  man  a 
rogue,  until  they  see  the  contrary  ;  think- 
ing imposition  and  extortion  fair  business, 
and  all  men,  fair  game  ;  kind,  obliging 
conduct  is  lost  upon  them.  A  bold,  saucy, 
independent  manner  towards  them,  is  ne- 
cessary. They  love  nobody  but  themselves, 
and  seem  incapable  of  due  respect  for  the 
feelings  of  others.  They  have  nothing  ori- 
ginal ;  all  that  is  good  or  new,  is  done  by 
foreigners,  and  by  the  British,  and  yet 
they  boast  eternally.  Such  is  the  rough 
sketch  of  an  admiring  artist,  once  in  a  state 
of  infatuation,  but  now  getting  sane  and 
sober." 

Mr  Faux  is  now  in  the  city  of 
Washington.  In  that  great  capital,  he 
informs  us, 

**  White  men  sell  their  own  yellow 
children  in  the  ordinary  course  of  business ; 
and  free  blacks  also  sell  their  immediate 
offspring,  male  and  female." 

As  also,  that 

"  Almost  every  private  family  chariot 
in  this  city  is  found  daily  on  the  stand  as 
a  hackney  coach  for  hire,  to  either  whites 
or  blacks  ;  to  all  who  can  pay." 

And  moreover, 

"  It  is  remarkable  that  the  cows  graze 
loose  all  over  this  huge  metropolis." 

The  next  is  a  very  fine  quotation ! 

"  Being  now  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
his  excellency  THE  PRESIDENT'S  coun- 
try-seat, or  farm-house,  the  patrimony  of 
his  family,  I  find  that  his  neighbours  are 
rejoicing  because  Ms  excellency,  on  coming 
here  last  week,  was  arrested  three  times  in 
one  week,  by  neighbours  whom  he  ought  to 
have  paid  long  ago  ;  the  debts  being  money 
borrowed  on  his  estates.  He  has  long  been 
under  private  pecuniary  embarrassments, 
and  offered  all  his  estates  for  sale,  in  or- 
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der  to  discharge  the  demands  of  his  credi- 
tors." 

Mr  Faux  is  now  at  Zainsville. 

"  I  wandered  in  the  fields  shooting 
pigeons,  which  is  here  fine  sport ;  they  fly 
and  alight  around  you  on  every  tree,  in 
immense  flocks,  and  loving  to  be  shot  !  !  /" 

u  At  noon,  I  roamed  into  the  Supreme 
Court,  where  I  saw  my  new  friend,  the 
supreme  judge,  Wilson,  on  the  bench,  in 
the  midst  of  three  rustic,  dirty -looking  as- 
sociate judges,  all  robeless,  and  dressed  in 
coarse  drab,  domestic,  homespun  coats, 
dark  silk  handkerchiefs  round  their  necks, 
and  otherwise  not  superior  in  outward  ap- 
pearance to  our  low  fen-farmers  in  Eng- 
land. Thus  they  sat,  presiding  with  ease 
and  ability  over  a  bar  of  plain  talkative 
lawyers,  all  robeless,  very  funny  and  con- 
versational in  their  speeches,  manners,  and 
conduct ;  dressed  in  plain  box-coats,  and 
sitting  with  their  feet  and  knees  higher 
than  their  noses,  and  pointing  obliquely  to 
the  bench  of  judges ;  thus  making  their 
speeches,  and  examining  and  cross-examin- 
ing evidence  at  a  plain  long  table,  with  a 
brown  earthen  jug  of  cold  water  before 
them,  for  occasionally  wetting  their  whis- 
tles, and  washing  their  quid-stained  lips  ; 
all,  judges,  jury,  counsel,  witnesses,  and 
prisoners,  seemed  free,  easy,  and  happy. 
The  supreme  judge  is  only  distinguished 
from  the  rest  by  a  shabby  blue  threadbare 
coat,  dirty  trowsers,  and  unblacked  shoes. 
Thus  sat  all  their  lordships,  freely,  and 
frequently  chewing  tobacco,  and  appearing 
as  uninterested  as  could  be.  Judge  Wilson 
is,  however,  a  smart  intelligent  man,  ra- 
ther jocular,  and,  I  think,  kind-hearted." 

"  A  genteel  young  man  was  boarding 
here,  and  had  a  room  to  himself.  '  Who  is 
it  ?' — 4  Why,  it  is  Judge  Grimpe.'  " 

"  Six  miles  west  of  Chilicothe,  the  land 
is  remarkably  rich.  Here  I  met  and  pass- 
ed General  M'Carty,  to  whom  my  friend 
nodded  and  said,  '  How  do,  General.' 
The  General  looks  dirty  and  butcher-like, 
and  very  unlike  a  soldier  in  appearance, 
seeming  half  savage,  and  dressed  as  a  back- 
woodsman." 

"  Here  we  met,  at  breakfast,  the  high- 
sheriff  of  the  county,  a  grey-headed,  rus- 
tic, dirty-looking  old  man,  meaner  than  a 
village  constable  in  England,  but  a  man  of 
good  understanding." 

"  Called  at  the  seat  of  Squire  Lidiard, 
a  rich  English  emigrant,  who,  with  his  lady 
and  two  elegant  daughters,  came  to  this  wes- 
tern country  and  city  in  consequence  of  ha- 
ving read  and  credited  Birkbeck's  notes  and 
letters,  and  having  known  and  visited  the 
Flower  family  in  England.  Mr  Lidiard 
was  well  known  on  'Change  ;  had  a  count- 
ing-house in  London,  and  a  house  at  Black- 
heath.  When  I  first  called  upon  him,  he 
was  from  home.  I  left  a  message  for  him, 
saying,  that  an  old  countryman,  known  to 
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his  friend  Wardour  of  Philadelphia,  rmd 
called,  and  was  at  the  stage-house.  On  his 
return  home  to  dinner  he  soon  came  down 
to  me  and  said  I  should  accompany  him  to 
pot-luck.  I  did  so.  The  sight  of  an  Eng- 
lish face  was  mutually  refreshing,  and  a 
sufficient  introduction  to  each  other.  Mr 
Lidiard  scarcely  knows  what  induced  him 
to  emigrate,  having  a  fortune  enabling  him- 
self  and  family  to  live  in  ease  anywhere. 
*  One  thing,  however,  which  weighed  with 
me,  was  the  probability  of  seeing  my  chil- 
dren well  married  in  America.  I  must, 
however,  complain  much  of  American 
roguery.  Hardly  anybody  cares  about 
poor  honesty  and  punctuality.  If  a  man 
can,  or  is  disposed  to  pay,  he  pays ;  if 
not  so  disposed,  or  not  able,  he  smiles, 
tells  you  to  your  face,  he  shall  not  pay.  I 
saw  an  execution  defeated  lately  by  that 
boasted  spirit,  which  they  call  liberty,  or  in- 
dependence. The  property,  under  execu- 
tion, was  put  up  to  the  sale,  when  the  eld- 
est son  appeared  with  a  huge  Herculean 
club,  and  said,  c  Gentlemen,  you  may  bid 
for  and  buy  these  bricks  and  things,  which 
were  my  father's,  but,  by  God,  no  man  li- 
ving shall  come  on  to  this  ground  with  horse 
and  cart  to  fetch  them  away.  The  land  is 
mine,  and  if  the  buyer  takes  anything 
away,  it  shall  be  on  his  back.'  The  father 
had  transferred  the  land,  and  all  on  it,  to 
the  son,  in  order  to  cheat  the  law.  Nobody 
was,  therefore,  found  to  bid  or  buy.  I, 
therefore,'  continues  Mr  L.,  c  decline  all 
transactions  with  Americans,  it  being  im- 
possible with  safety  to  buy  or  sell  anything 
of  importance  under  their  present  paper 
system.  I  keep  my  money  in  the  funds. 
Housekeeping  is  very  cheap  ;  J  OOlbs.  of 
fine  flour  costs  only  two  dollars  ;  a  fine  fat 
sheep,  two  dollars;  beef  equally  cheap, 
three  or  four  cents,  twopence  per  pound, 
the  hide  and  tallow  being  thought  the  most 
valuable ;  one  dozea  of  fat  fowls  from 
three  quarters  to  one  dollar.  Land  here 
gives  a  man  no  importance  ;  store-keepers 
and  clerks  rank  much  above  farmers,  who 
are  never  seen  in  genteel  parties  and  circles. 
Yet,  here  is  the  finest  arable  and  pasture 
land  in  the  known  world,  on  which  grass, 
the  most  luxuriant,  is  seen  rotting  for  want 
of  cattle.  Just  kill  a  few  of  the  large  trees 
where  there  is  no  underwood,  and  you  have 
a  beautiful  clover-field  and  other  grass  in- 
termixed, as  ever  art  elsewhere  produced. 
There  is  no  laying  down  here  ;  it  is  all  done 
by  nature  as  if  by  magic.  The  land  is  full 
of  all  useful  grass  seeds,  which  only  want 
sun  and  air  to  call  them  into  a  smothering 
superabundance.  But  what  is  land,  however 
rich,  without  population  to  cultivate  it,  or 
a  market  to  consume  its  produce,  which  is 
here  bought  much  under  what  either  I  or 
you  could  raise  it  for.  Farmers  are  conse- 
<juently  men  of  no  importance.  They  live, 
it  is  true,  and  will  always  live,  but  I  much 


doubt  if  ever  the  important  English  farmer 
could  be  satisfied  with  such  living  and 
farming.  I  feel  great  difficulty  in  advising 
any  friends  on  the  subject  of  emigration. 
I  mean  to  wait  two  years  longer  before  I 
do  it.  Liberty  and  independence,  of  which 
you  and  I  thought  so  much  and  so  highly, 
while  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic, 
sink  and  fade  in  value  on  a  nearer  view. 
Nobody  here  properly  appreciates,  but  al- 
most all  abuse,  this  boasted  liberty.  Li- 
berty here  means,  to  do  each  as  he  pleases  ; 
to  care  for  nothing  and  nobody,  and  cheat 
everybody.  If  I  buy  an  estate,  and  ad- 
vance money  before  I  get  a  title,  it  is  ten 
to  one  but  I  lose  it,  and  never  get  a  title 
that  is  worth  having.  My  garden  cost  me, 
this  summer  only,  50  dollars,  and  all  the 
produce  was  stolen  by  boys  and  young  men, 
who  professed  to  think  they  had  the  liberty  to 
do  so.  If  you  complain  to  their  friends  and 
superiors,  the  answer  is,  '  Oh,  it  is  only  a 
boyish  trick,  not  worth  notice.'  And  again, 
I  tell  the  gentlemen,  that  if  I  wished  to 
be  social  and  get  drunk  with  them,  I  dare 
not ;  for  they  would  take  the  liberty  to 
scratch  me  like  a  tiger,  and  gouge,  and 
dirk  me.  I  cannot  part  with  my  nose  and 
eyes.  The  friendly  equality  and  inter- 
course, however,  which  can  be  had  with 
all  ranks  and  grades,  and  the  impossibili- 
ty of  coming^ to  absolute  poverty,  are  the 
finest  features  of  this  country.  '  You  are 
going  to  Birkbeck's  settlement  ?' — c  I  am, 
sir.' — '  I  visited  both  Birkbeck  and  Flower 
in  June  last.  Birkbeck  is  a  fine  man,  in  a 
bad  cause.  He  was  worth  about  10,0007. 
sterling,but  has  deceived  himself  and  others. 
Both  his  and  Flower's  settlement  (which 
are  all  one),  is  all  ft  humbug.  They  are  all 
in  the  mire,  and  cannot  get  out ;  and  they, 
therefore,  by  all  manner  of  means  and  arts, 
endeavour  to  make  the  best  of  it.  Birkbeck 
tells  me,  the  reason  why  he  does  not  cul- 
tivate his  land  is,  because  he  can  buy  pro- 
duce cheaper  at  Harmony,  much  cheaper 
than  he  can  raise  it,  although  its  price  is 
double  what  I  am  giving  at  Lexington 
market.  The  Harmonites  all  work,  and 
pay  nothing  for  labour.  Mr  Birkbeck,  in 
June  last,  was  the  proprietor  of  10,000 
acres,  and  forfeited  his  first  deposit,  ten 
cents  an  acre,  on  30,000  acres,  which 
prove  to  be,  as  is  his  settlement  generally, 
the  worst  land  in  Illinois.  Nobody  now 
cares  to  buy  of,  or  settle  down,  with  either 
him  or  Flower.  I  like  Flower  the  least ;  I 
would  prefer  Birkbeck  for  a  neighbour, 
dressed  up,  as  he  is,  in  a  little  mean  chip 
hat,  and  coarse  domestic  clothes  from 
Harmony,  living  in  a  little  log-house, 
smoking  segars,  and  drinking  bad  whisky, 
just  as  i  found  him,  rough  as  he  was.  Mr 
G.  Flower  is  inducing  mechanics  to  come 
from  all  parts  to  settle,  although  there  is 
no  employment  for  them,  nor  any  market 
now,  nor  in  fivture,  at  New  Orleans,  or 
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elsewhere,  for  produce,  unless  a  war  comes, 
which  may  require  America  to  supply  other 
nations  in  want.  Sometimes  I  think  Birk- 
beck  is  right.  But  still  I  think  that  both  he 
and  Flower  will  get  rid  of  all  their  dollars, 
and  never  raise  more  ;  dollars  and  they  will 
part  for  ever.  They  will  live,  but  not  as 
they  did,  and  might  have  lived,  in  Eng- 
land or  in  the  Eastern  States.  Labour  costs 
more  than  double  what  it  does  in  the  east. 
The  west  is  fit  only  for  poor  men,  who  are 
the  only  proper  pioneers  of  the  wilderness. 
I  do  not  believe  that  land  will  improve  in 
value,  but  that  much  money  will  be  was- 
ted in  improvements.  Slavery,  sir,  is  not 
so  bad  as  we  thought  it  to  be,  provided  the 
slaves  are  not  hired  out  like  pack-horses, 
but  kept  by  their  own  proper  owners.  They 
would  then  be  gentlemen-servants.  You 
know  that  we  never  prize  a  pack-horse, 
nor  treat  it  so  kindly  as  one  of  our  own.'  " 
"  The  American,  considered  as  an  ani- 
mal, is  filthy,  bordering  on  the  beastly ; 
as  a  man,  he  seems  a  being  of  superior  ca- 
pabilities ;  his  attention  to  his  teeth,  which 
are  generally  very  white,  is  a  fine  excep- 
tion to  his  general  habits.  All  his  vices 
and  imperfections  seem  natural ;  those  of 
the  semi-barbarian." 

Here  is  another  amiable  family  pic- 
ture. 

"  To  his  honour  Judge  Chambers's  to 
breakfast.  His  log-tavern  is  comfortable  ; 
he  farms  two  and  a  half  quarter  sections, 
and  raises  from  40  to  60  bushels  of  corn 
an  acre. 

road  is  entered.  '  1  Had,'  says 
work  for  the  first  two  or  three  years.'  The 
judge  is  a  smart  man  of  about  40,  and  not 
only  a  judge,  but  a  senator  also,  and  what 
is  more,  the  best  Korse-jockey  in  the  state. 
He  seems  very  active,  prudent,  cautious, 
and  industrious,  and,  like  all  the  rest  of 
the  people  on  this  road,  kind-hearted.  He 
fills  the  twofold  station  of  waiter  and  ost- 
ler in  part  ;  I  say  in  part,  for,  as  he  has 
no  servant,  the  drudgery  must  be  done  by 
the  traveller  himself,  if  he  have  a  horse  or 
horses.  His  honour  left  my  driver  to  do 
all,  and  hastily  rode  off  to  a  distant  mill 
for  his  grist,  now  much  wanted,  and  with 
which  he  returned  in  about  two  hours, 
while  her  honour,  Mrs  Judge,  and  the  six 
Miss  Judges,  prepared  my  good  breakfast. 
These  ladies  do  all  the  work  of  the  house, 
and  some  of  the  field ;  everything  seems 
comfortable  and  easy  to  them,  although  the 
blue  sky  and  the  broad  sun  stare  and  peep 
through  cracks  and  crevices  in  the  roof  of 
their  house.  While  I  sat  at  breakfast,  his 
honour's  mother,  a  fine  smart  young  wo- 
man of  fourscore,  came  briskly  riding  up, 
and  alighted  at  the  door ;  as  good  a  horse- 
woman as  ever  mounted  a  side-saddle.  She 
had  been  to  pay  a  distant  visit,  and  seem- 
ed as  though  her  strength  and  youth  were 
renewed,  like  the  eagle's.  She  reminded 
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me  of  Moses,  '  with  his  eye  not  dim,  nor 
his  natural  force  abated.'  " 

Twofold  character  indeed,  Mr  Faux ! 
judge,  senator,  tavern  keeper,  farmer, 
hostler,  horse-jockey,  and  waiter,  all 
one  !  Call  ye  this  Twofold  ? 

'  Another  Judge !  a  Daniel  come  to  Judgement  \* 

"  I  had  a  long  and  interesting  conver- 
sation with  a  young  lawyer,  the  supreme 
Judge  Hart,  living  in  this  town,  but  pro- 
scribed and  suspended  for  sending  a  chal- 
lenge to  three  agents  of  his  estates  in  Ken- 
tucky, who,  after  injuring  him,  caricatured 
him,  and  then  refused  to  fight." 

"  The  Supreme  Judge,  Hart,  is  a  gay 
young  man  of  twenty-five,  full  of  wit  and 
humorous  eloquence,  mixing  with  all  com- 
panies at  this  tavern,  where  he  seems  nei- 
ther above  nor  below  any,  dressed  in  an 
old  white  beaver  hat,  coarse  threadbare 
coat  and  trowsers  of  the  same  cloth  (do- 
mestic,) and  yellow  striped  waiscoat,  with 
his  coat  out  at  the  elbows ;  yet  very  clean- 
ly in  his  person,  and  refined  in  his  lan- 
guage. What  can  be  the  inducement  for  a 
young  man,  like  him,  equal  to  all  things, 
to  live  thus,  and  here  ?** 

Yet  one  more  judicial  sketch. 

"  Judge  Waggoner,  who  was  a  notori- 
ous hog-stealer,  was  recently  accused,  while 
sitting  on  the  bench,  by  Major  Hooker,  the 
hunter,  gouger,  whipper,  and  nose-biter,  of 
stealing  many  hogs,  and  being,,  although  a 
judge,  the  greatest  rogue  in  the  United 
States.  This  was  the  Major's  answer  to 
the  question  Guilty,  or  Not  Guilty,  on  an 
indictment  presented  against  him.  The 
court  laughed,  and  the  Judge  raved,  and 
bade  Hooker  go  out  and  he  would  fight 
him.  The  Major  agreed,  but  said, '  Judge, 
you  shall  go  six  miles  into  the  woods,  and 
the  longest  liver  shall  come  back  to  tell  his 
tale !'  The  Judge  would  not  go.  The 
Major  was  now,  in  his  turn,  much  enraged 
by  the  Judge  ordering  him  into  court  to 
pay  a  fine  of  ten  dollars  for  some  former 
offence,  the  present  indictment  being  suf- 
fered to  drop." 

"  Judge  Waggoner  recently  shook  hands 
at  a  whisky  shop,  with  a  man  coming  be- 
fore him  that  day,  to  be  tried  for  murder. 
He  drank  his  health,  and  wished  him  well 
through." 

"  A  pigeon  roost  is  a  singular  sight  in 
thinly  settled  states,  particularly  in  Tenes- 
see  in  the  fall  of  the  year,  when  the  roost 
extends  over  either  a  portion  of  woodland 
or  barrens,  from  four  to  six  miles  in  cir- 
cumference. The  screaming  noise  they 
make  when  thus  roosting  is  heard  at  a  dis- 
tance of  six  miles ;  and  when  the  beech- 
nuts are  ripe,  they  fly  200  miles  to  dinner, 
in  immense  flocks,  hiding  the  sun  and  dark- 
ening the  air  like  a  thick  passing  cloud. 
They  thus  travel  400  miles  daily.  They 
roost  on  the  high  forest  trees,  which  they 
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coyer  hi  the  same  manner  as  bees  in  swarms 
cover  a  bush,  being  piled  one  on  the  other, 
from  the  lowest  to  the  topmost  boughs, 
which  so  laden,  are  seen  continually  bending 
and  falling  with  their  crashing  weight,  and 
presenting  a  scene  of  confusion  and  destruc- 
tion, too  strange  to  describe,  and  too  dan- 
gerous to  be  approached  by  either  man  or 
beast.  While  the  living  birds  are  gone  to 
their  distant  dinner,  it  is  common  for  man 
and  animals  to  gather  up  or  devour  the 
dead,  then  found  in  cart-loads.  When  the 
roost  is  among  the  saplings,  on  which  the 
pigeons  alight  without  breaking  them  down, 
only  bending  them  to" the  ground,  the  self- 
slaughter  is  not  so  great ;  and  at  night, 
men,  with  lanterns  and  poles,  approach  and 
beat  them  to  death  without  much  personal 
danger.  But  the  grand  mode  of  taking 
them  is  by  setting  fire  to  the  high  dead 
grass,  leaves,  and  shrubs  underneath,  in  a 
wide  blazing  circle,  fired  at  different  parts, 
at  the  same  time,  so  as  soon  to  meet.  Then 
down  rush  the  pigeons  in  immense  num- 
bers, and  indescribable  confusion,  to  be 
roasted  alive,  and  gathered  up  dead  next 
day  from  heaps  two  feet  deep." 

"  The  term  elegant  is  nowhere  so  little 
understood  as  in  this  country.  One  of  Mr 
Birkbeck's  neighbours'  sons  falling  sick, 
the  father  applied  to  Mr  B.'s  chest  for  me- 
dicine, and  received  it.  Mr  B.  next  morn- 
ing said  to  the  father,  '  Well,  sir,  how  did 
the  medicine  operate  ?' — *  Oh,  sir,  elegant- 
ly,' was  the  reply." 

The  following  incident  occurs  at 
Philadelphia. 

**  At  night,  I  went  into  the  black  church, 
where  the  black  minister  shewed  much  un- 
cultivated talent  After  sermon  they  be- 
gan singing  merrily,  and  continued,  with- 
out stopping,  one  hour,  till  they  became 
exhausted  and  breathless — '  Oh  !  come  to 
Zion,  come!'  '  Hallelujah,'  &c.  And 
then,  '  O  won't  you  have  my  lovely  bleed- 
ing Jus//.?,'  a  thousand  times  repeated  in 
full  thundering  chorus  to  the  tune  of  *  Fol 
de  rol.'  While  all  the  time  they  were 
clapping  hands,  shouting,  and  jumping, 
and  exclaiming,  '  Ah  Lord  !  Good  Lord ! 
Give  me  Jasus  ;  Amen.'  At  half  past  ten 
this  meeting  broke  up.  For  an  hour  it 
seemed  like  Bedlam  let  loose.  At  the 
close,  one  female  said,  striking  the  breasts 
of  two  male  friends,  '  We  had  a  happy 
time  of  it.' " 

"  A  common  hot  day  at  Washington. — 
The  wind  southerly,  like  the  breath  of  an 
oven  ;  the  thermometer  vacillating  between 
90  and  100  ;  the  sky  blue  and  cloudless  ; 
the  sun  shedding  a  blazing  light ;  the  face 
of  the  land,  and  everything  upon  it,  save 
trees,  withered,  dusty,  baked,  and  conti- 
nually heated,  insomuch  that  water  would 
almost  hiss  on  it ;  the  atmosphere  swarm- 
ing with  noxious  insects,  flies,  bugs,  mos- 
quitoes, and  grasshoppers,  and  withal  so 
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drying,  that  all  animal  and  vegetable  life  is 
exposed  to  a  continual  process  of  exhaus- 
tion. The  breezes,  if  any,  are  perfumed 
by  nuisances  of  all  sorts,  emptied  into  the 
streets,  rotting  carcases,  and  the  exhalations 
of  dismal  swamps,  made  vocal  and  alive 
with  toads,  lizards,  and  bellowing  bull- 
frogs. Few  people  are  stirring,  except  ne- 
groes ;  all  faces,  save  those  of  blacks,  pale, 
languid,  and  lengthened  with  lassitude,  ex- 
pressive of  anything  but  ease  and  happi- 
ness. Now  and  then  an  emigrant  or  two 
fall  dead  at  the  cold  spring,  or  fountain  ; 
others  are  lying  on  the  floor,  flat  on  their 
backs ;  all,  whether  idle  or  employed,  are 
comfortless,  being  in  an  everlasting  steam- 
bath,  and  feeling  offensive  to  themselves 
and  others.  At  table,  pleased  with  nothing, 
because  both  vegetable  and  animal  food  is 
generally  withered,  toughened,  and  tainted, 
the  beverage,  tea  or  coffee,  contains  dead 
flies;  the  beds  and  bed-rooms,  at  night, 
present  a  smothering  unaltering  warmth, 
the  walls  being  thoroughly  heated,  and  be- 
ing withinside  like  the  outside  of  an  oven  in 
continual  use.  Hard  is  the  lot  of  him  who 
bears  the  heat  and  burthen  of  this  day,  and 
pitiable  the  fate  of  the  poor  emigrant,  sigh- 
ing in  vain  for  comforts,  cool  breezes,whole- 
some  diet,  and  the  old  friends  of  his  native 
land.  At  midnight,  the  lightning-bugs  and 
bull-frogs  become  luminous  and  melodious. 
The  flies  seem  an  Egyptian  plague,  and  get 
mortised  into  the  oily  butter,  which  holds 
them  like  bird-lime." 

Ohe  jam  satis  ! — Nobody  will  sup- 
pose that  we  have  been  quoting  these 
things  with  any  other  view  than  that 
of  amusing  our  readers  with  this  mo- 
dern Socrates,  and  the  amiable  man- 
ner in  which  he  has  played  the  part 
of  his  own  Xenophon.  At  the  same 
time,  we  have  no  reason  to  suppose, 
that  Socrates  tells  anything  but  what 
he  believes  to  be  the  truth,  and  his 
anecdotes  certainly  body  forth  the  form 
and  pressure  of  most  strange  and  pic- 
turesque modes  of  human  existence. 

The  result  of  his  researches  seems 
to  be  exactly  the  same  with  that  which 
"  Cobbett's  Year's  Residence  in  Ame- 
rica" points  to.  He  has  seen  the 
Birkbecks  and  the  Flowers,  &c.  &c. 
all  cleaning  their  own  shoes,  and  wash- 
ing their  own  potatoes,  for  the  want 
of  servants — he  has  seen  English  dam- 
sels, who  used  to  finger  the  piano-forte 
at  home,  skinning  pigs,  and  undressing 
themselves  and  sleeping  in  the  same 
room  with  both  men  and  pigs — he  is 
satisfied  that  all  the  Prairie  gentry,  who 
have  any  money,  are  losing  that  as  fast 
as  possible,  along  with  every  other 
good  thing  they  brought  with  them 
from  the  regions  of  civilization.  We 
16 
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have  not  quoted  from,  this  part  of  his  to  meet  with,  is  a  very  little  book  en- 
titled "  Percy's  Masque," — and  it  is 
much  more  than  tolerable.  It  is  really, 
if  the  author  be  a  very  young  man,  a 
most  promising  Essay.  There  is  an 
elegance  of  language,  which  shews  per- 
fect and  intelligent  familiarity  with 
our  models  of  the  best  age  ;  and  there 


book,  however ;  for,  in  the  first  place, 
we  believe  the  public  is  quite  satis- 
fied as  to  the  subject  of  which  it  treats, 
and  as  for  the  garnish  of  Mr  William 
Faux,  we  really  cannot  imagine  that 
any  one  feels  much  desire  to  be  inform- 
ed about  the  family  sparrings  and  jar- 
rings  of  the  Flowers  and  the  Birk- 


is  a  certain  elegance  of  thought  and 


beclcs,  the  amours  of  young  Flower     conception,   which  renders  us  even 


and  Miss  Andrews  the  governess,  or 
even  the  airs  of  Biddy  the  chamber- 
maid, with  the  whole  method  and 
mystery  of  her  exemplary  humilia- 
tion. 

Of  course,  there  is  nothing  what- 
ever in  this  book  concerning  what  we 
might  have  been  most  anxious  to  re- 
ceive some  information  about — viz. 
the  present  condition  of  literature,  in 
the  United  States  of  America.  This 
was  a  matter  entirely  out  of  our  friend's 
way  :  and  we  do  not  mean  to  say,  that 
if  he  had  touched  thereupon,  we  should 
have  thanked  him. 

We  wish  very  sincerely,  however, 
that  some  American  scholar  would 
write  something  like  a  sketch  of  what 
has  been,  and  is  going  on.  Their  Re- 
views, &c.  seldom  or  never  travel  so 
far  as  this  ;  and  when  a  stray  number 
does  find  its  way,  it  is  sure  to  be,  three- 
parts  out  of  four,  occupied  with  Eng- 
lish books  of  the  preceding  year,  which 
are  either  perfectly  well  known  to 
everybody  here,  or  irremediably  for- 
gotten. Why  have  they  no  journal 
exclusively  their  own — their  own  in 
subject,  as  well  as  in  execution  ? — as 
much  their  own,  for  example,  as  our 
English  journals  are  English  ? 

We  see  but  few  of  their  books  either. 
A  life  of ec  James  Otis"  was  lately  put 
into  our  hands,  and  we  expected  much 
entertainment  from  the  history  of  one 
of  the  great  men  of  the  Revolution. 
We  were  sadly  disappointed.  It  is 
such  a  book  as  a  young  Irish  student 
fresh  from  Trinity  might  be  supposed 
to  write  about  Emmett — for  we  will 
not  mention  Curran — a  mere  piece  of 


more  anxious  to  be  informed  of  the 
posterior  proceedings  of  the  author. 
Two  different  editions  of  our  Maga- 
zine, by  the  way,  are  published  every 
month  within  the  United  States  :  and 
one  of  them  at  least  beats  the  original 
hollow,  in  the  weighty  matters  of  pa- 
per, ink,  and  typographical  execution, 
as  well  maybe,  where  there  is  neither 
the  hurry,  nor  the  expense  of  author- 
ship. Would  it  be  too  much  for  one 
or  both  of  the  publishers  who  are  thus 
thriving  upon  our  exertions,  to  make 
some  return  now  and  then  in  the  shape 
of  a  parcel  of  American  books  ?  We 
throw  out  the  hint,  not  doubting  that 
our  good  friends  will  take  it  in  good 
part ;  and  we  shall  certainly  be  disap- 
pointed if  it  meets  with  no  attention 
at  their  hands. 

Since  we  are  talking  of  such  matters, 
there  is  a  notion  that  has  long  been  in 
our  heads,  and  we  shall  take  this  op- 
portunity of  mentioning  it — assuredly 
not  with  any  views,  or  the  possibility 
of  them,  as  to  ourselves.  We  regard  the 
Americans — how  could  we  do  other- 
wise ? — as  immeasurably  nearer  to  us 
than  any  other  people  in  the  world ; 
and  in  spite  of  all  jealousies  and  pre- 
judices, the  two  nations  must  conti- 
nue kindred  as  long  as  they  speak  the 
same  tongue.  Now,  although  we  are 
living  under  differentgovernments,  we 
really  can  see  no  good  reason  why  that 
circumstance  should  at  all  affect  the 
literature  which  is,  and  ever  must  be, 
the  common  food  of  both.  In  the  last 
age,  English  authors  had  no  remedy 
when  their  books  were  pirated  in  Ire- 
land— that  has  been  corrected — it  was 


boyish  drivelling — nay,  "  worse  of  corrected  long  before  the  Union.  Why, 
worst  extended,"  of  boyish  book-ma-  merely  because  the  Americans  have 
king.  "  Letters  on  the  Eastern  States,"  President  Munroe,  and  we  stick  to 
seemed  to  us  to  be  another  very  medi-  King  George,  should  the  author  who 
ocre  affair :  ami  asfnr  < <  Th*> i/ii*  AT.,,-,  "  Writes  equally  for  England  and  Ame- 
rica, (as  all  authors  who  write  in  the 
commonlanguagemust  do,)  why  should 
he  be  paid  for  his  writings  only  by 
one  half  of  his  readers  ?  This  is  not 


ocre  affair ;  and  as  for ' (  The  Idle  Man, 
"Koningmarke,  the  Long  Finne,"  and 
all  the  other  endless  imitations  of  the 
Sketchbook,  and  Knickerbocker,  they 
are  to  us  utterly  unmeaning  imbecili- 
ty. The  only  tolerable  attempt  in  the 


fair  in  itself ;  and  the  doing  away  with 

poetical  way  that  we  have  happened     such  a  thing,  would  tend,  we  suspect, 
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much  more  than  most  people  can  have 
any  notion,  to  the  diffusion  of  friend- 
ly and  benignant  feelings  hetween  the 
inhabitants  of  the  two  countries.  Look 
to  Germany  for  an  example.  Surely 
there  are  more  natural  ties  between  us 
and  our  American  cousins,  than  be- 
tween the  subjects  of  the  different 
states  of  that  country.  Yet  their  li- 
terature is  considered  as  a  common 
property,  which  it  were  sin  arid  shame 
to  leave  unprotected ;  and  the  poet 
who  writes  and  publishes  in  Berlin, 
draws  as  much  profit  from  the  copies  of 
his  book  sold  in  Dresden,  Munich,  or 
Hanover,  as  if  these  were  the  capitals, 
not  of  other  kingdoms,  but  of  other 
counties.  Why  should  it  not  be  so 
•with  those  who  have  the  same  Shake- 
speare, and  the  same  Franklin  ? 

The  proposal  would  certainly  come 
with  the  best  grace  at  present  from 
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the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic :  but 
they  must  hope  that  the  benefit  would 
ere  long  be  quite  reciprocal ;  and  far 
be  it  from  us  to  hope  otherwise.  As 
things  are,  they  have  the  mortification 
to  see  their  best  writers  publishing 
here  rather  than  at  home  ;  and  in  fact, 
even  at  this  moment  the  thing  tells 
much  more  against  American  genius, 
than  it  does  for  American  purses. 

There  would  be  something  very  de- 
lightful in  the  spectacle  of  two  great 
nations,  whose  blood  is  the  same,  and 
the  far  best  part  of  whose  feelings  and 
manners  must  be  the  same  also,  thus 
recognizing  the  rights  of  that  genius, 
which,  whatever  may  be  the  course  of 
external  events,  nothing  can  prevent 
from  being  and  continuing  to  be  a  com- 
mon property, — and,  we  should  fain 
believe,  an  equal  pride. 


LETTER  TO  CHRISTOPHER  NORTH,  ESQ.  CONCERNING  MR  TICKLERS   LAST 
APPEARANCE  IN  MAGA. 


DEAR  NORTH, 

How  is  Tickler  ?  I  have  not  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  these  some 
months,  but  have  vast  fears  for  his 
sanity.  Did  you  observe  him  at  his 
last  potation  at  Ambrose's  look  any 
way  rabid,  and  manifest  a  stupendous 
horror  at  the  vision  of  a  tumbler  of 
punch  ?  Does  he  froth  at  tbe  mouth, 
and  make  articulate  noises,  very  much 
resembling  the  barking  of  a  dog  ?  Does 
he  imagine  his  posteriors  transmogri- 
fied into  flint-glass,  and  his  head 
sprouting  out  into  the  configuration  of 
a  cabbage?  Answer  me,  ray  dear 
friend,  by  return  of  post,  for  I  love 
the  senior  in  my  inmost  heart,  and 
feel  an  interest  in  his  welfare.  I  think 
his  last  letter  on  Lawless  decidedly 
insane.  Not  at  all  that  I  object  to  his 
badgering  the  Irishman  to  his  heart's 
content — he  may  growl  at  the  gor- 
mandizer until  he  bursts ;  but  I  am 
truly  sorry  to  see  him  dragging  in  the 
cursed  question  of  Emancipation,  and 
talking  in  the  fashion  of  Sir  Harcourt 
Lees,  Bart. 

In  short,  Kit,  let  that  question  and 
all  belonging  to  it  be  far  from  your 
pages.  Let  it  furnish  quaking  for  the 
Quarterly,  and  elegiacs  for  the  Edin- 
burgh ;  but  let  it  not  be  manufactured 
into  Balaam  for  Blackwood.  I  agree 
with  Tickler,  of  course,  in  his  repro- 
bation of  the  Whig  people,  and  am 


sorry  that  we  have  ever  suffered  the 
Roman  Catholics  to  fall  into  the  hands 
of  that  fanatic  faction  ;  but  let  Tim 
rave  as  he  pleases  about  the  ingrati- 
tude of  the  Roman  Catholics,  it  would 
be  contrary  to  all  the  pi  tin  dictates  of 
human  nature,  if  they  did  not  cling  to 
that  body  of  men  by  whose  agency 
they  imagine  they  will  be  able  to  ac- 
complish their  admission  to  what 
every  one  of  every  sect  must  be  anxi- 
ous for — rights  equal  to  those  enjoyed 
by  their  fellow-subjects.  Now,  the 
bulk  of  us  Tory  folk  are  ram-stam, 
right-a-head  against  that ;  and  what 
wonder  is  it,  let  me  ask  you,  that  they 
should  flee  into  the  bosom  of  Whig- 
gery,  and  lie  among  the  pots  ?  If  I 
had  no  other  reason  of  wishing  for 
Catholic  Emancipation,  than  the  cer- 
tainty that  the  carrying  of  that  mea- 
sure would  make  the  Roman  Catholic 
party  come  over  to  us  without  delay, 
— would  make  them  quit  the  colours 
of  the  ungodly — that  one  consideration 
would  make  me  wish  for  it.  At  pre- 
sent, a  Roman  Catholic  gentleman  is 
much  to  be  pitied.  Being  a  gentleman, 
of  course  he  hates  whiggery  as  he  does 
swindling — but  is  nevertheless  obliged 
to  look  to  it  as  the  pass  for  him  into 
the  citadel  of  the  Constitution.  He  is 
obliged  to  butter  Brougham,  magnify 
Mackintosh,  ay,  and  even  knuckle  to 
Newport !  Turpe  et  miserabile !  His 
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stomach  is  beyond  doubt  turning,  and 
his  gorge  rising;  but  what  will  you 
have  him  to  do,  as  long  as  ive  are  de- 
termined to  keep  him  away  from  us, 
except  catch  hold  of  any  implement, 
however  filthy,  which  will  buoy  him 
up  ?  Tickler,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  has 
used  some   very  disingenuous   argu- 
ments.    For  example,   he   says,   the 
peasantry    are    murdering,    burning, 
brain-battering,  crowbar-twisting,  et 
cceiera,  et  cceterorum,  in  the  south  of 
Ireland — the  peasantry  are  Catholics— 
therefore  the  Catholics  should  not  be 
emancipated.     Now,  this  is  not  fair, 
Timotheus.  It  is  not  their  Catholicism, 
but  their  ignorance,  their  want,  their 
oppressed  state,  that  sets  them  in  mis- 
chievous motion.    Make  them  as  com- 
fortable as  your  fat  Yorkshire  clown, 
ay,  or  as  the  snug  shepherds   round 
your  own  snug  cottage  at  Southside, 
and  you  will  soon  see  that  their  reli- 
gion will  not  excite  them  to  the  deeds 
of  arms  which  you  so  pathetically  de- 
precate.   Your  bantling  is,  I  am  sorry 
to  hear,  of  a  sickly  temperament,  cross, 
of  course,  inclined  to  squall  eternally 
• — most  destructive  of  your  peace  of 
mind,  and,  in  fact,  the  complete  bane 
of  every  domestic  enjoyment.    I  shall 
not  easily  forget  the  scene  that  was 
going   forward,    en    that   memorable 
evening,    when    I   had    the   misfor- 
tune to  drop  in  unexpectedly  on  you. 
I  need  but  barely  hint  at  it,  Tim,  to 
make  all  the  facts  at  once  present  to 
your  mind.    If  I  might  venture  to  in- 
trude on  domestic  privacy,  and  to  in- 
terfere with  family  arrangements,  I 
would  beg  leave  to  recommend  you 
and  Mrs  T.  to  put  young  Timothy  out 
at  nurse  instant er,  especially  if  you  in- 
tend to  see  your  friends  occasionally, 
as  I  am  sure  you  do.     I  suspect  that 
your  infant's  unevenness  of  temper  is 
the  cause  of  your  late  increasing  bit- 
terness, and,  very  probably,  of  your 
last  month's  indignation  against  the 
Irish.     Now,  the  heir  of  Southside  is 
a  staunch  member  of  the  kirk,  and 
still,    neither   you  nor  your  beloved 
spouse  ever  thought  of  attributing  his 
unhappy  disposition  to  his  connection 
with   that   body,  which  had  for  its 
founder  the  sourest  of  all  the  polemical 
gentlemen  of  his  time.     No,  my  old 
boy,  contrive  to  make  the  child  as  fat 
and  fair  as  the  young  sons  of  Erin,  and 
your  cot  will  once  more  be  the  scene 
of  quiet  and  content. 

In  fact,  North,  between  you  and 
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me,  the  old  fellow  is  gulled,  bammed, 
humbugged,  bamboozled,  and  bit.  I 
forget  who  it  is  that  says,  "  Nullum  est 
magnum  ingenium  sine  mixturd  de- 
mentia;." Whoever  said  it,  was  a  sen- 
sible fellow,  and  I  now  feel  the  full 
force  of  it.  You  know  I  have  my  own 
mad  fits  now  and  then  ;  but  I  never  set 
them  down  to  the  cause  of  my  great 
genius,  until  I  beheld  Timothy's  won- 
derful aberration  from  common  sense. 
Now,  indeed,  I  have  reason  to  feel 
proud  of  them,  and  I  am  confirmed  in 
my  opinion  when  I  look  about  me. 
Byron's  affection  is  evident  to  the 
whole  world — it  has  certainly  lasted 
an  alarming  length  of  time.  Coleridge 
too,  is,  I  think,  pretty  generally  allow- 
ed to  be  rather  frequently  a.  fit  subject 
for  St  Luke's.  Southey's  Vision  is  in 
itself  evidence  sufficient  as  to  his  state 
of  mind  at  no  distantperiod ;  and  Shel- 
ley must  have  been  insane,  when  be- 
moaning his  friend  Johnny  as  Adonais, 
and  roaring  forth  his  horrors  in  the 
Cenci.  Leigh  Hunt,  I  must  confess, 
is  a  favourite  of  mine — there  is  some- 
thing ingenuous  and  jaunty  about  him 
that  pleases,  and  I  shall  therefore  ad- 
mit him  into  my  list  of  mad  geniuses. 
I  pronounce  his  madness  to  be  some- 
thing like  Ophelia's,  who,  like  him, 
sung  "  hey,  nonny  nonny"  songs,  and 
adorned  her  head  with  flowers,  blue, 
red,  and  yellow,  as  he  does  his  thighs 
with  inexpressibles  of  the  last-men- 
tioned colour.  Perhaps,  however,  more 
strictly  speaking,  his  malady  is  a  ner- 
vous affection,  arising  from  his  being 
too  much  addicted  to  tea. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  it  is  no  wonder 
that  Tickler  should  share  in  the  weak- 
ness of  his  contemporaries,  but  it  is 
very  ridiculous  to  behold  the  old  cock, 
who  has  been  crowing  so  vociferously 
over  the  remains  of  detected  and  van- 
quished humbug  in  the  Quarterly,  in 
the  Edinburgh,  in  everywhere,  in  fact, 
where  it  existed,  shewing  in  his  own 
person  that  human  nature  will  still 
ever  be  liable  to  its  inroads.  He  talks 
of  Ireland,  and  of  Irish  affairs,  with  as 
much  earnestness  and  gravity,  as  if  he 
were  Secretary  for  that  country,  and 
gives  as  dismal  a  picture  of  priests  and 
of  their  doings,  as  if  he  were  the  Lau- 
reate himself,  holding  forth  on  Spain 
and  the  Inquisition  in  the  Quarterly. 
This  is  very  foolish.  I  will  not  feel  at 
all  surprised  if  in  your  next  Number 
he  gives  an  equally  luminous  disserta- 
tion on  the  Sibalams  and  Lisators  of 
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Tombuctoo,  who,  I  am  grieved  to 
learn,  are  the  two  parties  who  at  pre- 
sent distract  that  fine  country.  He 
raves,  too,  about  Orangeism,  and  Irish 
papers,  and  such  small  deer,  as  if  he 
were  one  of  the  herd,  and  most  deeply 
interested  in  the  subject ;  but  he  just 
knows  as  much  of  the  politics  of  the 
sister  kingdom,  as  a  very  different  cha- 
racter, (but  equally  ancient  as  Timo- 
thy, if  not  more  so,  being  a  grandfa- 
ther,) M.  Jay,  does  of  its  geography. 
This  wortby  Liberal,  in  that  very  silly 
work,  " L' Hermit  en  Prison"  intro- 
duces a  young  gentleman,  saying  with 
all  the  appearance  of  vrai  semblance, 
"  I  proceeded  to  Cork,  and  took  lod- 
gings in  a  tavern  near  the  harbour." 
Now,  M.  Jay,  knowing  that  Cork  had 
a  harbour,  never  thought  of  inquiring 
how  far  distant  it  might  be  from  the 
city,  but  clapped  down  the  above, 
chuckling,  no  doubt,  at  his  knowledge, 
and  in  no  danger  of  being  detected  by 
his  Parisian  admirers.  As  well  might 
your  friend  Dr  Scott  declare,  in  his 
forthcoming  tour  to  France,  "  I  put 
up  at  an  hotel  in  Paris,  within  a  few 
doors  of  Versailles."  Tickler  acts  just 
as  oddly,  and  with  as  great  an  air  of 
absurdity,  as  Monsieur  ;  but  who  has 
been  quizzing  him,  I  can't  conceive. 
Sir  Harcourt  Lees  has,  I  find,  had  the 
sense  to  give  up  scribbling,  seeing,  I 
suppose,  the  folly  of  the  thing ;  but  is 
it  possible  that  he  has  transmitted  his 
materials  to  Tim  ?  It  is,  at  least,  the 
only  probable  supposition  that  occurs 
to  me  at  present,  and  certainly  my 
friend's  effusion  has  all  the  appearance 
of  being  half-brother  to  some  of  the 
Reverend  Baronet's  lucubrations. 

Grieved  to  behold  such  prostration 
of  intellect,  I  shall  pick  out,  and  dis- 
miss with  a  few  words,  some  of  the 
most  prominent  fooleries  to  be  found 
in  the  "  Fragment,"  for  Tim's  benefit, 
and  that  of  the  public,  as  my  friend- 
ship for  both  parties  will  not  permit 
me  to  remain  silent.  I  hope  to  be  able 
to  convince  the  one,  of  tne  prudence 
of  remaining  taciturn,  until  his  facul- 
ties be  perfectly  restored  ;  and  to  pre- 
vent the  other  from  unwarily  adopt- 
ing his  last  insane  imaginings  as  the 
sentiments  of  THE  Tickler,  for  whom, 
in  common  with  myself,  it  must  ever 
entertain  the  most  profound  affection 
and  esteem. 

Amongst  other  silly  matters,  then, 
lie  gravely  expresses  his  suspicions 
that  some  person  or  persons,  friends 


of  John  Lawless,  Esq.  the  Irishman, 
hope,  or  make  efforts,  to  have  the  Ro- 
man Catholic  Church  predominant  in 
Ireland.  What  idea  does  the  senior 
endeavour  to  convey  by  this  awful 
hint  ?  Is  it  that  these  mysterious  per- 
sons are  sighing  to  have  their  religion 
the  general  religion  of  the  country  ? 
If  so,  let  me  tell  him,  that  they  are 
taking  trouble  at  interest,  since  such 
has  been  the  case  for  more  years  than 
even  Timotheus,  in  all  the  pride  of 
his  seniority,  can  remember.  Or  is  it 
that  they  entertain  an  expectation  of 
seeing  theirs  the  Church  established, 
and  loaded  with  the  riches  and  ho- 
nours which  now  adorn  the  Protest- 
ant ?  I  will  scarcely  suspect  him,  with 
all  his  insanity,  to  be  guilty  of  such 
stupidity.  No — the  greatest  block- 
head in  Great  Britain  would  not  be 
ass  enough  to  imagine,  that  such  a 
thought  could  ever  enter  into  the  head 
of  the  most  inveterate  fool  in  the  whole 
Emerald  Isle.  I  will  lay  any  wager, 
that,  upon  the  strictest  examination, 
there  would  not  be  found,  from  North 
to  South,  three  old  women,  (even  ex- 
tending the  phrase  to  its  metaphorical 
sense,)  who,  in  the  course  of  their 
long  career,  bestowed  one  thought  on 
the  matter.  I  believe  Sir  Harcourt 
was  the  first  to  make  the  discovery, 
and  even  he  had  sense  enough  to  per- 
ceive, that  eighty  thousand  pilgrims, 
each  with  a  piece  of  artillery  on  his 
back,  were  to  be  landed  from  Loretto 
in  the  south,  before  the  business  be- 
gan. If  this  be  thy  meaning,  Tim,  to 
what  art  thou  reduced  ?  WHO  HATH 

BEEN  BAMMING   THEE  ? 

This,  too,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  is 
Tim's  chief  weapon.  He  brandishes 
it  in  superior  style  in  three  different 
places,  and  even  says,  that  if  we  were 
convinced  of  the  futility  of  this  argu- 
ment against  emancipation,  all  our  op- 
position would  be  at  an  end  !  This  is 
surely  reducing  the  question  to  a  point, 
and  if  the  present  were  the  only  ob- 
jection, we  should  not  be  long  getting 
over  it.  I  shall  only  say,  that  if  it  be 
his  great  resting-point,  his  intellect 
must  verily  be  in  a  most  deplorably 
shattered  condition. 

Indeed,  shocked  as  I  must  be  to  de- 
clare it,  I  fear  that  this  is  indubitably 
the  case.  In  a  lucid  interval,  evidently, 
he  wrote  some  good  sense  about  the 
appearance  of  the  Sliiels,  O'Connells, 
&c.  in  Parliament,  but  in  less  than 
half  a  p.tge  afterwards,  he  raves  most 
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emphatically  about  surrendering  one 
of  the  bulwarks  of  the  Constitution. 
This  is  certainly  the  most  decided 
piece  of  BAM  to  be  found  in  the 
whole  fragment,  and  I  shall  therefore 
beg  leave  to  say  a  word  or  two  concern- 
ing it.  In  the  first  place,  the  "  Bul- 
warks of  the  Constitution"  is  a  fine, 
full-mouthed,  imposing  vohv$\ot5@o? 
of  a  phrase,  and  is  consequently  caught 
at  most  greedily,  and  hackneyed  most 
grievously,  by  the  humbuggers  at  both 
sides  of  the  water.  This  being  the 
case,  it  has,  of  course,  lost  all  definite 
meaning,  and  Tickler,  if  called  on  can- 
didly by  a  friend,  could  no  more  ex- 
plain what  he  meant  by  the  expres- 
sion, than  could  his  own  most  inte- 
resting babe.  To  make  use  of  it, 
therefore,  is  BAM  of  the  most  pel- 
lucid description — and  that  is  to  say 
enough  about  it.  But  supposing  it  to 
have  a  signification,  what  does  it 
amount  to  ?  That  by  allowing  the  pos- 
sibility of  the  sages  above-mentioned 
obtaining  a  seat  in  the  House,  the  Bri- 
tish Constitution  would  lose  one  of  its 
chief  protections  !  ! !  Yes,  Tim — stare 
at  me  as  much  as  you  please  with  your 
great  protruded  eye-balls,  and  exclaim, 
tf  Stop  there,  my  man.  Have  I  not 
proved  most  satisfactorily  in  the  very 
same  paragraph,  that  nothing  would 
give  me  greater  pleasure  than  to  see 
these  gentlemen  drawn  out,  as  it  were, 
for  decimation,  in  the  parliamentary 
ranks  of  Whiggism  ?"  I  allow  you 
have,  most  excellent  Timotheus,  is 
my  reply ;  and,  therefore,  does  your 
marvellous  incoherence  afford  another 
melancholy  proof  of  your  humbug  or 
insanity.  Take  which  cap  you  choose. 
I  think  the  former,  on  the  whole,  will 
fit  you  better. 

Another  insanity  of  frequent  recur- 
rence in  the  " Fragment," is  some  blus- 
tering about  "  millions."  It  appears  to 
me,  on  mature  consideration,  that  a 
very  probable  cause  of  my  friend's  un- 
happy state  of  mind,  has  been  the 
prospect  of  providing  for  an  increasing 
family,  which  has  brought  into  action 
the  avariciousness  of  disposition,  natu- 
ral to  old  age,  that  would  otherwise 
have  withered  beneath  the  noble  and 
ardent  imaginings  of  his  soul.  That 
I  have  some  ground  for  the  supposi- 
tion, will  seem  clear  to  any  one  who 
casts  his  eyes  over  the  pages  of  which 
I  am  speaking.  He  will  there  see  the 
word  "  millions"  staring  him  in  the 
face  at  every  corner,  as  if  Tim  othy 


were  burning  to  be  a  Nabob,  and  found 
pleasure  even  in  writing  down  the  mea- 
sure of  his  wished-for  wealth.  Tim  ! 
Tim  !  I  fear  thine  is  a  broken  spirit ; 
but  even  in  its  fall,  it  may  do  mischief  to 
unreflecting  minds ;  and  I  shall  there- 
fore say  a  few  words  about  the  daz- 
zling argument  against  the  "millions." 
I  deny  then,  flatly,  that  it  is  the  same 
thing  whether  the  Penal  Code  affects  a 
thousand  or  a  "  million."  If  the  om- 
nipotence of  Parliament  had  enacted, 
that  whoever  presumed  to  wear  yellow 
silk  breeches,  should  be  subject  to  cer- 
tain penalties,  it  would  be  of  very  lit- 
tle consequence  at  the  present  moment. 
Leigh  Hunt  would  be  the  only  person 
affected  by  it,  and  the  injustice  would 
not  be  very  material.  But  if  some 
"  millions"  of  the  population  ima- 
gined, truly,  or  otherwise,  that  such 
inexpressibles  became  them,  and  shew- 
ed their  figures  to  advantage,  and 
therefore  adopted  them,  I  stoutly 
maintain  that  such  a  statute  would 
then  be  most  oppressive,  and  most  wor- 
thy to  be  repealed.  I,  of  course,  agree 
most  cordially  with  Tim,  that  if  it 
weighed  heavy  on  L.  H.  alone,  or  af- 
fected not  a  single  member  of  the  com- 
munity, it  should  not  for  a  moment 
disgrace  our  statute-book,  but  be  abo- 
lished as  effectually,  as  was  the  act 
against  witchcraft  some  time  ago. 
Every  one,  not  actually  non  compos, 
will  side  with  me  in  this  point,  and 
admit  that  it  is  therefore  perfectly  fair 
for  the  friends  of  emancipation  to 
bring  forward  as  an  argument  the 
number  of  the  injured  ; — as  to  its  be- 
ing an  argument  to  our  fears,  the  eighty 
thousand  pilgrims  stand  up  most  im- 
posingly to  deny  the  fact.  I  will  not 
be  so  mad  in  my  turn  as  to  advance 
the  position  that  emancipation  would 
directly  and  immediately  affect  the 
<c  millions."  Most  certainly  not ;  but 
it  is  in  the  nature  of  things,  that  by 
raising  the  political  condition  of  the 
few  thousands  who  compose  the  head 
of  that  immense  mass,  the  Catholics  of 
Ireland,  it  would  also  help,  by  slow 
and  certain  degrees,  to  drag  the  whole 
body  from  the  depth  into  which  poli- 
tical degradation,  in  union,  it  is  true, 
with  many  other  causes,  has  contribu- 
ted to  plunge  it.  I  could  say  more  on 
this  subject,  if  I  were  not  writing,  not 
on  that  eternal  question,  but  on  the 
woeful  insanity  of  Tickler. 

The  next  proof  of  his  lunacy,  shall 
be  derived  from   what  he    says    of 
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Grangelsm  and  Orangemen.  Rational 
men  have  been  sickened  of  late  with 
hearing  of  them  and  their  politics ;  so 
I  shall  say  as  little  as  possible  of  the 
folk.    Tickler  declares,  that  the  much 
misrepresented  and  unoffending  gen- 
tlemen composing  the  society,   have 
been  driven  into  union  by  their  fears 
— that  they  do  not  like  visits  from 
Captain  Rock  ;  and  that  therefore  they 
flock  together — that  their  secret  signs 
are  convincingevidenceof  their  shrink- 
ing timidity  and  apprehension  ;  some- 
thing, I  suppose,  like  ^vt  of  the  pri- 
mitive and  persecuted  Christians.  This 
is  a  pitiable  description  of  the  associa- 
tion ;  but,  from  first  to  last,  it  only 
shews  that  Tim  is  insane,  or  quizzed. 
In  the  first  place,  Captain  Rock  holds 
his  court  about  two  hundred  milea 
from  the  seat  of  Orangeism  ;  so  that  to 
depict  their  fears  of  a  visit  from  the 
gallant  leader  of  the  Dahallow  forces, 
is  quite  in  the  M.  Jay  style — nothing 
can  be  more  so.  In  the  next  place,  in- 
stead of  their  modest  and  retiring  ha- 
bits, which  the  author  of  "  Lights  and 
Shadows"  could  not  touch  more  ten- 
derly than  Tickler,  there  is  not  a  body 
of  men  in  the  empire,  at  least  from  the 
specimens  which  I  know  of  it,  which 
comes  up,  in  any  degree,  like  this  band 
of  lily-of- the- valley-like  gentlemen,  to 
the  beau  ideal  of  ranting,  roaring  Irish- 
men. If  anything,  they  are  too  savage 
for  the  character.   To  speak  seriously, 
the  Orange  system,  with  all  its  secret, 
and  timid,  and  cautionary  signs,  and 
symbols,  and  regulations,  is  an  engine, 
which,  if  at  present  merely  ridiculous, 
may,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  be- 
come most  perilous  to  the  state — an 
institution,  in  fine,  of  which  no  man 
of  Tickler's  late  good  sense,  would 
have  ever  brought  himself  to  speak 
in  the  manner  he  has  done.    Poor  dis- 
tressed beings  !  What  an  extinguish- 
er of  their  comforts  must  it  be  to  re- 
frain in  public  and  mixed  assemblies 
from  huzzaing  to  a  toast  which  five- 
sixths  of  the  kingdom  think  an  insult, 
—whether  prudently  or  not,  is  no  con- 
sideration,—but,  on  the  other  hand, 
how  must  they  be  consoled  to  see  To- 
ries on  your  side  of  the  water  most 
consistently   bewailing   their   misfor- 
tunes !  The  plebeians  concerned  in  the 
play-house  riot  have  also  found  com- 
miseration from  Timothy.  If  the  Pais- 
ley radicals,  some  years  ago,  had  done 
an  action  of  the  same  nature,  and  if 
the  like  importance  had  been  attached 


to  it,  would  we  have  seen  him  distil- 
ling such  tears  of  sorrow  over  the  men 
of  the  loom  ? 

The  last  assification  I  shall  notice, 
is  one  that  would  settle  the  business 
in  the  most  scrupulous  court  de  Luna- 
tico  inquirendo  ;  I  mean  what  is  said 
of  the  non-resistance  of  the  people  to 
a  sacerdotal  horse-whipping.  This  is 
so  extraordinarily  frappant,  that  the 
celebrated  controversial  baronet  I  have 
so  often  alluded  to,  only  ventured  to 
put  it  forth  once,  to  the  great  delight 
of  his  fellow-mortals  !  As  Tim  takes 
such  an  interest  in  Hibernian  affairs, 
he  cannot  do  better  than  reside  for  a 
summer  among  the  bogs  ;  and,  as  he 
is  of  a  venerable  and  portly  appear- 
ance, he  may  easily  pass  himself  for  a 
priest,  by  making  the  necessary  altera- 
tion in  his  habiliments.  Provided  with 
a  horse-whip,  let  him  stalk  forth  to 
experimentalize  on  the  non-resistant 
Milesians  ;  and  if  he  returns  to  his  ex- 
pectant spouse  with  a  whole  head  and 
an  unbroken  shank,  he  may  serenely 
pass  the  remainder  of  his  days  in  pen- 
ning most  piquant  papers  against  the 
prostrating  power  of  popery,  and  the 
pernicious  popularity  of  the  priest- 
hood. Ah  !  TlM,  WHO  HATH  BEEN 
BAMMING  THEE  ? 

Sorry  am  I  to  find  that  all  he  has 
written  is  most  destitute  of  originality 
—Not  a  single  invention  of  his  own  is 
to  be  discerned — all  is  copied  and  bor- 
rowed, without  acknowledgment,  from 
the  most  stupid  sources,  so  that  there 
is  even  no  pleasure  in  perusing  it.  John 
Bull  acts  differently  ;  for  John  invents 
most  indefatigably,  and  sports  an  ever- 
varying  stock  of  novel  circumstances, 
for  the  entertainment  of  his  subscri- 
bers, which  is  certainly  highly  praise- 
worthy. Tickler,  on  the  other  hand,  is 
not  ashamed  to  derive  dulnessfrom  the 
Morning  Chronicle !  nor  even  (what 
is  still  more  atrocious,  and  in  fc  vile 
bad  taste")  to  call  the  Pope  an  "  old 
woman,"  having  borrowed  this  exqui- 
site bijou  from  an  old,  foolish,  forgot- 
ten oration  of — of— of— Sir  Francis 
Burdett ! ! !  "  Quantum  mutatus  ab 
illo,"  &c. 

In  writing  the  above,  I  have  been 
merely  proving  Tickler's  non-composi- 
ty,  (which,  I  fear,  I  have  done  too  sa- 
tisfactorily,) not  writing  on  Catholic 
emancipation.  This  is  a  subject  on 
which  you  well  know  my  opinion.  I 
think  the  measure  a  measure  of  jus- 
tice, and,  being  so,  of  policy.  You 
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need  not  fear  that  I  am  going  to  tell 
you  why.  But  I  strenuously  hope  and 
request,  as  I  said  at  the  commence- 
ment of  this  epistle,  that  you  will,  for 
the  present,  keep  it  far  away  from  your 
pages,  and  make  Maga  silent  on  the 
topic,  until  the  time  comes  when  it 
will  become  her  to  speak  out  unhesi- 
tatingly upon  it.  When  this  period  ar- 
rives, Christopher,  you  will  take  a  man- 
ly and  decided  part,  very  unlike  Tick- 
ler on  the  present  occasion,  who  flirts 
with  it,  as  a  monkey  would  with  a  hot 
potato ;  now  "  scouting  it ;"  then  "  not 
against  it ;"  and,  at  last,  "  trusting 
the  time  will  come"  when  the  vegeta- 
ble will  cool,  and  may  be  touched  with 
safety. 

In  conclusion,  I  need  hardly  say, 
that  I  am  heartily  vexed  to  see  the  old 
fellow's  backsliding  into  humbug  at 
this  time  of  life.  You  should  positive- 
ly restrain  him  from  scribbling,  at  least 
in  public,  until  you  have  a  doctor's 
certificate  of  his  complete  recovery.  I 
am  glad  you  were  so  prudent  as  to 
keep  back  the  rest  of  his  Essay  on  the 


Glasgow>  Dinner,  for,  if  it  were  writ- 
ten in  the  same  mad  strain  as  his  Frag- 
ment on  Lawless,  ft  would  have  been 
sufficient  to  damn  him  irrecoverably 
in  the  opinion  of  all  sensible  persons. 
His  ranting  on  Ireland  ran  less  chance 
of  being  detected ;  but  still  you  would 
have  done  better  by  sending  it  back  to 
him  unpublished.  Do  not  forget  to 
send  me  news  of  him  by  return  of 
post,  for  I  shall  be  most  anxious  until 
I  hear  from  you.  I  shall  be  with  you 
before  the  end  of  the  month. 
Yours  ever, 

DENIS  BULGRUDDERY. 
Stockestown,  Co.  Roscommon, 
Nov.  6. 

P.  S.  I  think  it  fair  to  state,  that  I 
have  just  discovered  that  Lawless  was 
most  boisterous  in  protesting  against 
the  personal  attack  made  upon  the  edi- 
tor of  the  Evening  Mail.  Tickler  evi- 
dently was  not  aware  of  this,  when  he 
said  the  whole  Whig  press  exulted  at 
it. 


HISTOKY  OF  THE  GARDEN  OF  PLANTS.* 

PART  II. 


IN  a  recent  number  we  presented  an 
Historical  Sketch  of  the  Parisian  Mu- 
seum of  Natural  History,  from  its 
foundation  under  Louis  XIIL,  until 
towards  the  termination  of  last  cen- 
tury. The  taste  for  the  study  of  this 
branch  of  science  has  so  rapidly  in- 
creased of  late  years,  that  we  shall 
deem  no  apology  necessary  for  a  some- 
what lengthy  article,  containing  a  far- 
ther analysis  of  the  volumes  of  M. 
Deleuze,  and  such  observations  as  we 
may  deem  it  necessary  to  make  upon 
them.  We  shall,  in  thefirst  place,  how- 
ever, with  a  view  to  exhibit  at  a  single 
glance  the  immensely  increased  extent 
of  our  knowledge  of  nature  within 
these  few  years,  present  the  numerical 
amount  of  species  in  each  of  the  great 
divisions  of  the  animal  kingdom,  taken 
at  three  different  periods  within  the 
memory  of  the  existing  generation. 
We  do  not,  of  course,  pretend  to  per- 
fect accuracy  in  such  a  calculation  ; 
but  the  general  results  may  be  relied 


upon,  as  closely  approximating  to  the 
truth. 

In  the  year  1766,  naturalists  seem 
to  have  been  well  acquainted  with  on- 
ly about  230  species  of  viviparous  ani- 
mals, among  which  were  included  such 
as  are  aquatic ;  946  birds ;  292  am- 
phibious animals,  and  reptiles  ;  404 
fishes ;  3060  insects,  and  1205  vermes 
or  worms. 

Rather  more  than  20  years  after  the 
above  period,  Gmelin  published  the 
13th  edition  of  the  Sy.vtema  Nuturce, 
an  ill-digested  compilation,  it  is  true  ; 
but,  as  Cuvier  has  observed,  "  neces- 
saire  comme  la  seule  table  un  peu  com- 
plete de  ce  qui  a  ete  fait  jusques  vers 
1790."  It  contains  descriptions  of 
557  quadrupeds,  and  other  mammifer- 
ous  animals  ;  2686  birds ;  366  species 
of  the  amphibious  class ;  889  fishes ; 
10,896  insects,  and  4036  worms.  In 
this  last  division  it  may  be  observed, 
that  both  Linnreus  and  Gmelin  in- 
cluded the  molluscous  and  testaceous 
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animals,  of  which  later  writers  have 
formed  a  separate  class. 

It  is  not  so  easy  to  estimate  the 
known  amount  of  the  animal  king- 
dom at  the  present  day,  because  vast 
additions  have  been  made  in  all  its  de- 

Ertments  since  the  publication  of  the 
st  General  System  of  Zoology;  of 
these  additions  the  more  recent  are  as 
yet  undescribed,  or  at  least  unpublish- 
ed ;  others  form  the  subject  of  me- 
moirs and  monographs  in  the  transac- 
tions of  numerous  learned  societies 
throughout  Europe  ;  or,  (renovare  do- 
lorem,)  have  contributed  to  increase 
the  confused  labours  of  a  few  unset- 
tled and  partial  systematists,  whose 
works  are  already  useless,  arid  will 
soon  beforgotten.  Tbefollowing  state- 
ment, however,  will  probably  afford  a 
tolerably  accurate  idea  of  the  amount 
of  the  animal  kingdom,  as  at  present 
known.  Quadrupeds  or  mammiferous 
land  animals,  above  500 ;  birds  accord- 
ing to  Temminck,  about  5000.  Rep- 
tiles, 600  ;  fishes,  3000  ;  molluscous 
animals  and  shells,  forming  part  of  the 
vermes  of  the  preceding  enumerations, 
8000.  Insects,  about  25,000.  Vermes 
properly  so  called,  zoophytical  ani- 
mals, &c.,  forming  the  remainder  of 
the  class  called  vermes  by  the  older" 
writers,  4000. 

The  preceding  statements  shew  an 
increase  in  the  amount  of  zoological 
objects,  from  6137  species,  to  at  least 
46,100  species,  within  little  more  than 
50  years.  There  can  be  no  stronger 
or  more  conclusive  proof  than  this,  of 
the  rapid  progress,  and  successful  cul- 
tivation, of  natural  history  in  recent 
times.  Now  this  great  increase  of 
knowledge  has  been  owing,  no  doubt, 
in  a  great  degree,  to  the  liberal  esta- 
blishment and  judicious  administi'a- 
tion  of  public  Museums  ;  a  subject 
which  brings  us  again  in  contact  with 
our  friend  M.  Koyer,  and  the  Garden 
of  Plants. 

No  foreign  animals  had  for  some 
years  been  added  to  the  menagerie, 
and  if  we  except  the  lions  which  had 
produced  young,  and  the  elephants 
from  Holland,  it  contained  few  that 
were  of  much  value.  Several  were 
said  to  exist  in  London,  which  the 
owner,  Mr  Penbrock,  wished  to  dis- 
pose of,  and  in  July,  1800,  M.  Chap- 
tal,  then  Minister  of  the  Interior,;sent 
M.  Delaunay  to  England  on  this  er- 
rand. He  purchased  a  male  and  fe- 
male tiger,  a  male  and  female  lynx,  a 
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mandrill,  a  leopard,  a  panther,  a  hy- 
ena, and  a  number  of  birds.  For  these 
he  paid  17,500  francs.  Sir  Joseph 
Banks  took  the  opportunity  of  pre- 
senting to  the  Museum  several  curi- 
ous plants.  At  this  period  all  the 
parts  of  the  establishment  were  con- 
ducted with  equal  judgment  and  zeal, 
because  each  was  confided  to  a  separate 
chief,  and  its  progressive  movement 
was  no  longer  retarded. 

Nevertheless,  in  October,  1800,  the 
professors  had  reason  to  apprehend  its 
ruin,  from  a  measure  which  the  mi- 
nister of  the  interior,  brother  of  the 
first  consul,  wished  to  extend  to  this, 
in  common  with  other  public  institu- 
tions, viz.  That  of  appointing,  under 
the  title  of  accountable  administrator, 
a  director-general,  or  intendant,  char- 
ged with  the  general  administration, 
and  the  correspondence  with  the  go- 
vernment ;  thus  reducing  the  officers  of 
the  Museum  to  the  simple  function 
of  delivering  lectures,  and  preserving 
the  collections. 

The  professors  made  the  strongest 
representations  to  the  minister  on  this 
subject ;  they  proved  that  each  part  of 
the  establishment  required  a  separate 
director  ;  that  the  administration  was 
essentially  linked  with  the  instruction ; 
thatintendants  were  always  inclined  to 
favour  particular  branches ;  and  that 
they  could  not  be  acquainted  with  all 
the  parts  of  so  vast  a  whole ;  that  all 
those  intrusted  with  the  direction  of 
the  Garden,  excepting  Guy  de  la  Bros- 
se,  Dufay,  and  Fagon,  who  were,  in 
fact,  its  founders,  had  neglected  it, 
and  that  several  had  checked  its  pro- 
gress ;  that  Buffon,  the  only  person 
who  had  since  taken  pride  in  the  in- 
stitution, and  employed  his  credit  for 
its  advancement,  had  felt  the  necessi- 
ty of  a  different  system ;  that  Dauben- 
ton  upon  principle  had  refused  the 
title  of  perpetual  director,  offered  him 
by  his  colleagues  through  respect  for 
his  age,  and  gratitude  for  his  services  ; 
that  since  the  new  organization  the 
general  order  had  not  been  an  instant 
troubled,  notwithstanding  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  politics,  and  the  public  mis- 
fortunes ;  that  the  Museum  being  im- 
mediately dependant  on  the  minister, 
it  was  sufficient  that  an  account  should 
be  rendered  by  the  annual  director, 
and  that  no  extraordinary  expenditure 
should  be  made  without  permission  ; 
that  the  place  of  intendant,  given  at 
first  to  some  person  distinguished  in 
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the  natural  sciences,  might  at  length 
be  bestowed  on  a  man  destitute  of  any 
just  idea  of  their  utility;  that  the 
funds  destined  for  the  Museum  might 
be  converted  to  other  uses ;  that  the 
professors  would  be  placed  in  a  state 
of  subordination,  which  would  damp 
their  zeal,  and  paralyse  their  efforts ; 
and  that  some  amongst  them,  who 
held  eminent  posts  under  government, 
could  no  longer  preserve  their  chairs, 
when  subjected  to  the  control  of  a 
perpetual  chief.  Happily  nothing  was 
determined  until  M.  Chaptal  became 
minister  of  the  interior,  and  he  suc- 
ceeded in  persuading  the  first  consul 
to  yield  to  the  representations  of  the 
professors. 

The  steady  progress,  and  harmoni- 
ous concurrence  of  all  parts  of  the 
Museum,  demonstrate  the  utility  of  the 
present  form  of  administration ;  and 
it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  project  of 
concentrating  an  authority  which  has 
no  connection  with  politics,  will  not 
again  be  brought  forward  under  the 
existing  government.  At  its  founda- 
tion the  Garden  was  of  so  small  an 
extent,  that  a  single  person  sufficed  for 
its  administration  and  improvement ; 
and  at  that  time,  though  botany,  ana- 
tomy, and  chemistry  only  were  taught, 
with  a  view  to  medicine,  it  was  often 
necessary  to  solicit  the  favour  of  the 
court.  Its  funds  are  now  fixed  by  the 
budget,  and  it  is  for  the  administra- 
tors to  consider  how  they  may  be  the 
most  usefully  employed.  Each  pro- 
poses improvements  in  his  own  de- 
partment, and  all  unite  to  justify  the 
confidence  of  the  government,  and  to 
ensure  the  prosperity  of  an  establish- 
ment, the  glory  of  which  is  their  com- 
mon property  ;  a  succeeding  professor 
may  present  a  science  under  a  differ- 
ent form,  but  the  administrative  as- 
sembly is  constantly  animated  by  the 
same  spirit  ;  its  progress  is  more  or 
less  rapid  according  to  circumstances ; 
but  its  motion  is  never  retrograde,  be- 
ing always  directed  towards  the  same 
end.  The  ministry  of  M.  Chaptal  was 
of  great  advantage  to  the  Museum. 

We  must  here  speak  of  an  enterprise 
which  more  than  any  other  contributed 
to  spread  the  fame  of  the  establish- 
ment, and  to  diffuse  the  knowledge  of 
which  it  is  the  source,  viz.  the  publi- 
cation of  the  annals,  for  the  conception 
and  execution  of  which  a  tribute  should 
be  paid  to  the  memory  of  Foureroy. 
When  this  learned  man  saw  the  Mu- 
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seum  fixed  upon  a  stable  basis,  he  per- 
suaded his  colleagues  to  unite  in  pub- 
lishing their  observations,  with  a  de- 
sign principally  to  make  known  the 
riches  of  the  collections.  The  propo- 
sal being  adopted  by  the  professors, 
they  determined  on  publishing  ten 
sheets  every  month,  with  five  or  six 
engravings,  executed  by  the  ablest  ar- 
tists, under  the  inspection  of  M.  Van- 
spaendock.  The  first  volume,  consist- 
ing of  six  numbers,  was  published  in 
1802,  and  the  work  immediately  ac- 
quired a  reputation  which  it  has  con- 
stantly sustained.  To  the  twentieth 
volume  it  bore  the  title  of  Annals  of 
the  Museum,  and  has  since  been  con- 
tinued under  that  of  Memoirs :  it  now 
forms  twenty -six  quarto  volumes. 
Communications  from  foreign  and 
other  Naturalists,  not  connected  with 
the  Museum,  are  occasionally  admit- 
ted. 

About  this  period  the  superb  collec- 
tion of  minerals,  formed  in  Paris  by  a 
German  named  Weiss,  was  offered  for 
sale,  and  purchased  by  the  Govern- 
ment. In  a  report  upon  it  by  the 
council  of  mines,  it  was  valued  at 
150,000  francs.  The  same  year  (1 802,) 
M.  Geoffroy  presented  to  the  Cabinet 
a  collection  of  objects  in  Natural  His- 
tory, formed  during  a  four  years'  resi- 
dence in  Egypt,  in  which  were  found 
several  of  the  sacred  animals  preserved 
for  thousands  of  years  in  the  tombs 
of  Thebes  and  Memphis.  It  was  on 
this  occasion  that  the  true  Ibis  of  the 
ancient  Egyptians  was  ascertained. 
Previous  to  the  researches  of  MM. 
Cuvier  and  Savigny,  the  Senegal  spe- 
cies, or  Tatalus  Ibis,  was  looked  upon 
as  the  sacred  bird.  It  is  not  even  found 
in  Egypt.  The  sacred  Ibis  may  be 
seen  in  the  fine  ornithological  collec- 
tion of  the  Edinburgh  Museum. 

About  the  same  time  the  French 
Cabinet  was  greatly  enriched  by  some 
very  precious  geological  collections. 
The  Emperor  Napoleon  presented  that 
of  fossil  fishes  obtained  from  the  Count 
Gazola,  that  offered  him  by  the  city 
of  Verona,  and  that  of  Corsican  rocks, 
received  from  M.  Barral,  an  officer  of 
the  island  ;  these  fill  one  of  the  largest 
rooms  of  the  Cabinet. 

The  anatomical  preparations  were 
continued  with  such  activity,  that  in 
1805  one  hundred  and  one  quadru- 
peds, five  hundred  birds,  and  as  many 
reptiles  and  fishes,  were  placed  in  the 
Cabinet.  The  male  elephant  from 
4D 
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Holland  having  died  the  preceding 
year,  M.  Cuvier  undertook  its  dissec- 
tion, assisted  by  his  pupils  in  zoology 
and  anatomy,  and  by  the  painter  Mar- 
rechal.  Since  that  period  two  other 
elephants  have  died  in  the  Menagerie, 
so  that  the  anatomy  of  that  animal  is 
now  as  well  known  as  that  of  the 
horse. 

In  the  year  1804,  the  Museum  was 
enriched  by  the  most  considerable  ac- 
cession in  Zoology  and  Botany  that  it 
had  ever  received.  In  the  beginning 
of  1SOO,  the  Institute  had  proposed  to 
the  first  Consul  to  send  two  vessels  to 
Australasia,  for  the  purposes  of  dis- 
covery in  geography  and  the  natural 
sciences.  The  project  was  embraced, 
and  twenty- three  persons  were  named 
by  the  Institute  and  the  Museum  to 
accompany  the  Expedition.  The  two 
ships,  the  Geographer  and  the  Natu- 
ralist, the  first  commanded  by  Captain 
Baudin,  and  the  second  by  Captain 
Hamelin,  sailed  from  Havre  on  the 
19th  of  October,  1800.  They  touched 
at  the  Isle  of  France,  where  the  greater 
part  of  the  persons  embarked  with 
scientific  views  remained — reconnoi- 
tred the  western  shore  of  New  Hol- 
land, and  repaired  to  Timor,  where 
they  lay  six  weeks.  They  then  revi- 
sited the  same  coast,  made  the  circuit 
of  Van  Dieman's  Land,  and  steering 
northwards  to  Port  Jackson,  lay  by  in 
that  harbour  for  five  months :  thence 
they  resumed  their  course  to  Timor, 
by  Bass's  Straits,  and  returning  to 
France,  entered  the  port  of  Lorient 
on  the  25th  of  March,  1804. 

Of  the  five  Zoologists  who  went  out 
in  this  expedition,  two  remained  in 
the  Isle  of  France,  and  two,  Mauge 
and  Levillain,  died  on  the  passage. 
Peron,  the  only  survivor,  attached  him- 
self intimately  to  Lesueur,  the  painter 
of  Natural  History,  an  excellent  ob- 
server; and  these  two  indefatigable 
men  amassed  an  infinite  variety  of 
subjects.  "  Every  day,"  says  Cuvier 
in  his  report  to  the  Institute,  "  af- 
fords new  proofs  of  the  value  of  this 
collection,  consisting  of  more  than  one 
hundred  thousand  specimens  of  ani- 
mals of  all  classes.  It  has  already  fur- 
nished several  important  genera  ;  and 
the  number  of  new  species,  according 
to  the  report  of  the  Professors  of  the 
Museum,  exceeds  two  thousand  five 
hundred.  Everything  that  it  was  pos- 
sible to  preserve,  has  been  brought 
home,  either  dried,  carefully  stuffed, 
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or  in  spirits ;  nor  has  the  preparation 
of  skeletons  been  neglected,  whenever 
it  was  practicable ;  of  which  that  of 
the  crocodile  of  the  Moluccas  is  suffi- 
cient proof."  The  botanical  collection 
was  not  less  important.  It  is  worthy 
of  remark  that  the  plants  of  New  Hol- 
land, from  Port  Jackson  to  the  Straits 
of  Entre  Casteaux,  do  not  require  to 
be  placed  in  hot-houses  like  those  of 
the  tropics,  but  pass  the  winter  in  the 
open  air  in  the  southern  parts  of 
France,  and  many  of  them  even  in 
Paris.  Thus  the  metrosideros,  the 
melaleuca,  and  the  leptospermum, 
which  at  first  excited  so  much  admi- 
ration by  the  beauty  of  their  flowers, 
have  been  introduced  into  the  French 
gardens.  The  magnificent  eucalyptus, 
which  is  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  in 
height,  and  seven  or  eight  in  diameter, 
is  also  beginning  to  be  propagated  in 
the  southern  departments.  The  season 
at  which  they  bloom  requires  that  they 
should  be  preserved  in  the  orangery, 
but  their  habits  in  this  respect  may  be 
changed  by  raising  them  from  the 
seed. 

In  December  1805,  M.  Frederic 
Cuvier,  brother  to  the  Professor,  was 
appointed  Keeper  of  the  Menagerie, 
and  a  set  of  regulations  framed,  in  con- 
sequence of  which  the  animals  are  ob- 
served in  all  the  circumstances  of  their 
habits,  gestation,  &c.  If  an  animal 
dies  which  is  not  in  the  galleries  of 
zoology  and  anatomy,  its  skin  is  stuff- 
ed, the  skeleton  is  prepared,  and  the 
soft  parts  are  preserved  in  spirits ;  thus 
besides  the  advantages  of  studying 
living  nature  from  the  menagerie,  the 
cabinet  and  collection  of  drawings  are 
daily  enriched. 

While  occupied  in  making  certain 
arrangements  in  the  cabinet,  M.  Cu- 
vier discovered  that  the  greater  pro- 
portion of  fossil  bones  have  no  specific 
identity  with  those  of  existing  ani- 
mals ;  and  wishing  to  pursue  his  re- 
searches, he  neglected  no  opportunity 
of  assembling  a  collection  of  remains. 
Some  very  remarkable  ones  were  found 
in  the  quarries  of  Montmartre  ;  others 
were  sent  him  from  Germany  and 
other  countries.  In  a  series  of  memoirs 
in  the  Annals  of  the  Museum,  he  made 
known  several  species  of  quadrupeds 
which  existed  before  the  last  revolution 
that  changed  the  surface  of  the  globe, 
far  more  ancient  than  those  found 
amongst  the  mummies  of  Egypt,  and 
differing  from  those  that  now  inhabit 


History  of  the  Garden  of  Plants.     Part  II. 


the  earth  in  proportion  to  the  remote- 
ness of  the  periods  at  which  they  lived. 
His  investigations,  in  this  department, 
form  an  era  in  the  history  of  modern 
science,  and,  upon  the  whole,  may  be 
regarded  as  among  the  most  signal 
productions  of  the  age.  M.  Cuvier  has 
since  presented  his  fossil  treasures  to 
the  Museum,  accepting  in  exchange 
only  the  duplicates  of  books  on  natu- 
ral history  in  the  Library.  This  col- 
lection, with  that  of  fishes  from  Mount 
Bolca,  fills  one  of  the  saloons  of  the 
cabinet. 

The  botanical  department  was  also 
greatly  increased  during  this  period. 
Many  botanists  enriched  it  with  the 
plants  which  they  had  discovered  or  de- 
scribed, and  MrHumboldt  in  particu- 
lar, presented  the  Herbarium  of  his  tra- 
vels in  the  Equinoxial  regions  of  Ame- 
rica, consisting  of  5600  species,  3000  of 
which  were  new  to  the  Museum.  Be- 
sides the  additions  of  1801,  three  new 
galleries  were  planned  in  1807,  by  pro- 
longing those  of  the  first  and  second 
floors.  These  important  works  being 
terminated  in  1810,  the  interior  ar- 
rangements were  made  with  such  ce- 
lerity, that  the  new  saloons,  as  they  at 
present  stand,  were  occupied  in  1811. 
The  necessity  of  these  additions  to  the 
buildings  must  be  obvious,  from  the 
enumeration  of  those  made  to  the  ca- 
binet. Besides  the  collections  already 
mentioned,  the  Corsican  rocks  of  M. 
Ram  passe  were  purchased  by  the  Em- 
peror to  complete  the  series  of  M.  de 
Barral.  In  1808,  M.Geoffroy  brought 
from  Lisbon  a  very  beautiful  collection 
in  every  branch  of  natural  history.  In 
1809,  the  minister  procured  the  sam- 
ples of  North  American  wood,  collect- 
ed by  M.  Michaux,  author  of  a  valua- 
ble history  of  the  forest  trees  of  that 
country  ;  and  also  a  herbarium,  con- 
taining the  original  specimens  for  the 
Flora  of  his  father,  who  died  in  Ma- 
dagascar. In  1810,  twenty-four  ani- 
mals arrived  from  the  menagerie  of  the 
King  of  Holland ;  animals  were  sent 
from  Italy  and  Germany,  by  M.  Mar- 
cel de  Serres  ;  and  presents  of  several 
animals,  and  a  beautiful  herbarium 
from  Cayenne,  byM.  Martin,  superin- 
tendant  of  the  nurseries  in  that  colony. 

In  the  disastrous  year  of  1813,  the 
budget  of  the  Museum  was  reduced, 
and  important  enterprises  were  defer- 
red till  better  times.  Even  the  expenses 
of  the  menagerie  were  curtailed,  all 
correspondence  with  foreign  countries 
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was  interrupted,  and  the  numbiT  of 
students  was  diminished  by  the  calls 
of  the  army.  In  1814,  when  the  Al- 
lied troops  entered  Paris,  a  body  of 
Prussians  was  about  to  take  up  its 
quarters  in  the  garden  ;  the  moment 
was  critical,  and  the  Professors  had  no 
means  of  approaching  the  important 
authorities ;  the  commander  consented 
to  wait  two  hours,  and  this  interim 
was  so  employed  as  to  relieve  them 
from  all  farther  apprehension.  An  il- 
lustrious son  of  science,  whose  name 
does  honour  to  the  country  which  gave 
him  birth,  and  to  that  which  he  has 
chosen  for  the  publication  of  his  works, 
obtained  from  the  Prussian  General  a 
safeguard  to  the  Museum,  and  an  ex- 
emption from  all  military  requisitions ; 
and  although  no  person  was  refused 
admittance,  it  sustained  not  the  slight- 
est injury.  The  Emperors  of  Austria 
and  Russia,  and  the  King  of  Prussia, 
visited  it  to  admire  its  riches,  and  to 
request  duplicates  of  objects  in  ex- 
change, and  information  regarding  the 
best  means  of  promoting  similar  insti- 
tutions in  their  own  dominions. 

In  1815,  when  Paris  was  condemn- 
ed a  second  time  to  receive  the  visit 
of  those  .military  strangers,  returning 
with  more  hostile  intentions,  there  was 
reason  to  fear,  that  the  Cabinet  would 
be  emptied  of  a  great  part  of  its  con- 
tents ;  and  that  the  Museum  of  Na- 
tural History,  like  that  of  the  fine 
arts,  would  be  obliged  to  restore  most 
of  the  objects  obtained  by  contribu- 
tion from  conquered  countries.  In 
fact,  the  magnificent  Cabinet  of  the 
Stallholder  was  reclaimed ;  and  M. 
Brugmann  was  sent  to  Paris,  to  receive 
and  transport  it.  This  mission  caused 
the  liveliest  solicitude  to  the  admini- 
strators of  the  Museum.  By  the  re- 
storation of  those  objects  the  series 
would  have  been  interrupted,  and  the 
collection  left  incomplete.  M.  Brug- 
mann was  too  enlightened  a  man  not 
to  perceive  that  they  would  no  longer 
possess  the  same  value  when  detach- 
ed j  and  that  in  the  galleries  of  Pa- 
ris they  would  be  more  useful  even 
to  foreign  naturalists.  But  he  was  ob- 
liged to  execute  the  orders  of  his  So- 
vereign, and  could  only  observe  the 
utmost  delicacy  in  his  proceedings; 
listen  to  any  plan  of  conciliation,  and 
plead  the  cause  of  science  in  defending 
that  of  the  Museum .  In  this  dilemma 
the  professors  addressed  themselves  to 
M.  de  Gagern,  Minister  Plenipoten- 
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tiary  of  Holland,  who  alone  could  sus- 
pend M.  Brugmann's  operations,  and 
obtain  a  revocation  of  his  orders.  The 
application  succeeded  to  their  wish  ; 
it  was  agreed  that  an  equivalent  should 
be  furnished  from  the  duplicates  of 
the  Museum  ;  and  this  new  collection, 
consisting  of  a  series  of  18,000  speci- 
mens, was,  in  the  opinion  of  M.  Brug- 
mann  himself,  more  precious  than  the 
Cabinet  of  the  S  tad th older. 

The  Emperor  of  Austria  behaved 
himself  like  a  gentleman  in  causing 
M.  Boose,  his  gardener  at  Schrenbrun, 
to  transport  to  Paris  such  plants  as 
were  wanting  in  the  King's  Garden  ; 
he  also  presented  to  the  Museum  two 
beautiful  collections ;  one  of  fungi, 
modelled  in  wax,  with  the  greatest  ac- 
curacy of  form  and  colour  ;  and  the 
other  of  intestinal  animals,  formed  by 
M.  Bremser.  Several  wrought  stones 
of  price  were  returned  to  Coleridge's 
friend,  "  that  good  old  man  the  Pope ;" 
and  objects  of  natural  history,  and 
books  belonging  to  individuals,  which 
had  been  sent  to  the  Museum  in  die 
time  of  the  emigration,  and  which  were 
considered  as  a  deposit,  were  restored 
with  the  permission  of  the  govern- 
ment. 

For  two  years  after  the  peace,  a  re- 
duction took  place  in  the  annual  grants, 
from  300,000  francs  to  275,000  ;  but 
soon  after,  matters  were  placed  on 
their  former  footing ;  and  since  the  ad- 
ministration of  M.  Laine,  extraordi- 
nary funds  have  been  granted  for 
building  the  new  menagerie,  and  other 
operations. 

Buffon  had  obtained  permission  from 
the  King  to  send  naturalists  into  fo- 
reign countries ;  and  the  travels  of 
Commerson,  Sonnerat,  Dombey,  and 
Michaux,  had  procured  considerable 
accessions  to  the  Garden  and  Cabinet. 
Since  the  new  organization,  the  two 
expeditions,  commanded  by  Captain 
Baudin,  had  doubled  the  collections. 
At  the  restoration  the  government  con- 
tinued the  same  advantages,  and  or- 
dered travellers  to  be  sent  in  to  regions 
little  known,  to  examine  their  natural 
productions.  Considerable  remittances 
have  already  been  made  from  Calcutta 
and  Sumatra,  by  MM.  Diart  and  Du- 
vaucel ;  from  Pondicherry  and  Chan- 
dernagor,  by  M.  Leschenault ;  from 
Brazil,  by  M.  St  Hilaire ;  and  from 
North  America,  by  M.  Milbert.  M. 
Lalande,  who  visited  the  Cape,  and 
penetrated  to  a  considerable  distance 


into  the  country,  has  lately  brought 
back  the  most  numerous  zoological  col- 
lection since  that  of  Peron.  Many 
other  travellers,  without  any  special 
mission,  have  also  proved  their  zeal 
for  science,  by  transmitting  numerous 
and  valuable  collections,  both  in  zoolo- 
gy and  botany. 

These  fortunate  circumstances  have 
hitherto  happened  at  indeterminate 
periods  ;  but  a  measure  lately  adopted 
by  the  government,  insures,  for  the 
future,  their  regular  annual  recurrence. 
According  to  a  plan  submitted  to  the 
King  by  M.  de  Cazes,  a  yearly  sum 
of  20,000  francs  has  been  appropriated 
to  the  support  of  travelling  pupils  of 
the  Museum,  to  be  appointed  by  the 
professors.  During  the  first  year  they 
are  to  prepare  themselves  under  the 
direction  of  the  professors ;  and  are 
then  to  be  sent  to  such  other  countries 
as  promise  the  most  abundant  harvest 
of  discoveries  in  natural  history.  They 
are  required  to  keep  up  a  constant  cor- 
respondence with  the  Museum ;  and 
to  transport  the  natural  productions  of 
Europe  to  other  quarters  of  the  globe. 
Unfortunately,  thefirst  use  of  this  mu- 
nificence has  been  productive  only  of 
regret.  Of  the  four  travellers  com- 
missioned in  1820,  two  fell  victims  to 
their  zeal,  on  arriving  at  the  place  of 
destination.  M.  Godefroy,  from  whose 
ex  tensive  knowledge  important  services 
were  expected,  perished  in  a  fray  with 
the  natives  on  landing  at  Manilla ;  and 
M.  Havet,  a  young  man  distinguish- 
ed by  sound  erudition  and  nobleness 
of  character,  died  of  fatigue  at  Mada- 
gascar. He  had  studied  the  language 
of  that  island,  and  was  recommended 
to  one  of  the  kings,  whose  two  sons 
were  residing  in  Paris  for  their  educa- 
tion. It  was  expected  that  he  would 
have  made  known  the  productions  of 
a  country,  the  interior  parts  of  which 
have  never  been  explored  by  any  na- 
turalist. 

We  have  now  detailed  the  principal 
improvements  and  acquisitions  of  the 
Museum ;  and  shall  next  notice  the 
progress  of  instruction,  and  the  pro- 
fessors to  whom  the  teaching  of  the 
different  branches  of  natural  history 
was  confided,  after  the  new  organiza- 
tion, which,  as  we  have  already  men- 
tioned, took  place  towards  the  end  of 
last  century.  The  mineralogical  chair 
was  at  first  filled  by  M.  Daubcnton, 
who  had  professed  that  science  during 
twenty  years,  in  the  College  of  France. 
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It  is  unnecessary  to  say  how  much  the 
Museum  in  particular,  and  the  sciences 
in  general,  were  indebted  to  his  co- 
operation with  Buffon.  He  assembled 
and  disposed  all  the  contents  of  the 
former  cabinet ;  and  when  specially 
intrusted  with  the  mineral  collection, 
he  bestowed  the  utmost  pains  upon  its 
arrangement ;  passing  his  mornings  in 
the  gallery,  in  examining  specimens, 
answering  questions,  and  attending  to 
the  observations  of  his  pupils.  Every 
person  listened  with  respect  to  this  pa- 
triarch of  natural  history,  who,  at  the 
age  of  eighty-four  years,  retained  all 
the  force  and  clearness  of  his  intel- 
lect, and  that  freedom  from  prejudice 
which  rendered  him  always  accessible 
to  truth.  He  died  on  the  31st  De- 
cember, 1799,  and  was  buried  in  the 
scene  where  he  had  spent  his  life,  and 
where  every  object  recalls  the  memory 
of  his  services. 

M.  Dolomieu,  who  had  been  long 
celebrated  as  a  mineralogist,  and  as 
the  founder  of  geology  in  France,  was 
chosen  by  the  professors  as  Dauben- 
ton's  successor.  This  learned  man, 
whom  love  of  science  had  determined 
to  join  the  expedition  to  Egypt,  had 
been  thrown  into  prison  at  Messina  on 
his  return,  on  a  most  groundless  and 
absurd  suspicion  of  his  having  been 
accessary  to  the  invasion  of  Malta. 
The  powers  that  interfered  in  his  be- 
half had  been  unable  to  loosen  his 
chains,  or  to  soften  the  rigours  of  his 
captivity,  and  the  professors  were  ig- 
norant of  the  probable  period  of  his  de- 
liverance ;  but  they  preferred  leaving 
the  chair  vacant  for  a  time,  to  forego- 
ing an  opportunity  of  rendering  jus- 
tice to  a  man,  whose  elevated  charac- 
ter, and  devotion  to  science,  had  not 
shielded  him  from  the  most  ridiculous 
calumnies,  and  the  most  odious  perse- 
cution. M.  Dolomieu  was  liberated  on 
the  15th  of  March,  1801,  by  an  article 
in  the  treaty  between  France  and  Na- 

Eles.  .He  hastened  to  Paris,  and,  on 
is  first  appearance  in  the  Amphithea- 
tre, was  received  by  the  audience  with 
an  enthusiasm  which  manifested  their 
opinion  of  his  merit,  and  their  interest 
in  his  sufferings.  He  delivered  a  course 
of  lectures,  and  then  set  off  upon  a 
mineralogical  tour  among  the  Alps ; 
but  his  constitution  was  injured  by 
the  hardships  which  he  had  previous- 
ly undergone,  and  he  died  at  Neu- 
chatel  in  the  Charolois,  on  the  2<Jth  of 
November,  1801. 
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The  ingenious  observations  of  Berg- 
mann  and  Rome  de  Lisle,  had,  for  se- 
veral years,  fixed  the  attention  of  mi- 
neralogists on  the  regular  and  constant 
forms  of  crystals ;  but  they  had  pre- 
sented only  detached  facts,  of  which 
M.  Haiiy  divined  the  cause,  and,  by 
the  aid  of  geometry,  attained  the  ge- 
neral results  which  have  changed  the 
basis  of  the  science.  He  was  called, 
on  the  18th  December,  1801,  to  fill  a 
chair  for  which  there  could  be  no  com- 
petition ;  and  from  that  time,  the  in- 
struction has  been  conformed  to  the 
new  method.  The  influence  of  this 
method  has  been  felt  in  foreign  coun- 
tries. The  Germans  associate  the  new 
characters  with  their  own  classifica- 
tion ;  and  several  works  have  been  pub- 
lished, uniting  the  principles  of  Wer- 
ner and  Haiiy,  or  those  of  the  Ger- 
man and  French  schools. 

In  regard  to  Botany,  M.  Desfon- 
taines  has  had  no  occasion  to  change 
the  method  introduced  by  him  in  1786. 
M.  de  Jussieu  has  continued  his  her- 
borisations  during  summer,  since  the 
year  1770.  The  course  of  agriculture 
is  delivered  by  M.  Thouin,  with  such 
illustrations  as  are  possible  from  the 
practice  in  the  Garden,  and  the  col- 
lection of  models.  He  is  charged  with 
the  correspondence  with  all  the  public 
gardens  of  France  and  other  countries  ; 
and  with  the  yearly  distribution  of 
more  than  80,000  parcels  of  seeds,  the 
produce  of  the  Garden,  or  collected  by 
travellers. 

Our  limits  forbid  our  entering  into 
any  detail  regarding  the  well-known 
advancements  of  chemical  science,  un- 
der the  successive  auspices  of  Four- 
croy,  Laugier,  Brongniart,  and  Vaque- 
lin  ;  all  of  whom  were  Professors  in 
the  Garden  of  Plants. 

The  progress  of  Zoology  was  less 
rapid  during  the  greater  part  of  last 
century,  than  that  of  Botany,  not  so 
much  from  any  neglect  of  that  science, 
as  from  the  want  of  resources.  Sepa- 
rate descriptions  of  animals  were  pub- 
lished, many  curious  observations  were 
made  upon  insects,  and  Linnaeus  had 
presented  in  systematic  order,  and  de- 
scribed in  precise  and  picturesque  lan- 
guage, the  varieties  of  animated  nature. 
Nevertheless,  the  greater  part  of  the 
animals  of  the  old  and  new  world 
were  imperfectly  known  from  want  of 
opportunities  of  comparing  them,  and 
of  observing  the  differences  produced 
by  age  and  other  circumstances  on  the 
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same  gpedes.  To  the  collections  of 
the  King's  Garden,  and  to  the  works 
of  which  they  facilitated  the  execu- 
tion, are  owing,  in  a  great  measure, 
the  wider  range  and  greater  exactness 
of  Zoology  at  the  present  day.  The 
History  of  Quadrupeds  by  Buffon 
and  Dauhenton,  that  of  birds  by  Buf- 
fon and  Montbeliard,  and  that  of 
cetaceous  animals  and  fishes,  by  the 
Count  de  Lacepede,  made  known,  with 
accuracy,  the  species  which  Linnaeus 
had  only  indicated,  and  many  others 
the  existence  of  which  he  had  not  sus- 
pected. The  galleries  of  the  Museum 
furnished  M.  de  la  Marck  with  mate- 
rials for  his  History  of  Invertebrated 
Animals,  and  enabled  M.  Latreille  to 
perfect  his  great  work  on  Insects.  M. 
Cuvier  soon  after  accomplished  in  fa- 
vour of  Zoology,  what  M.  de  Jussieu 
had  done  for  botany,  by  founding, 
upon  natural  relations  and  invariable 
characters,  a  classification  now  very 
generally  adopted. 

The  three  chairs  for  Zoology  are 
still  occupied  by  the  professors  first 
appointed  to  fill  them.  M.  Geoffroy 
de  St  Hilaire  resumed  his  lectures  on 
his  return  from  Egypt,  where  he  was 
employed  for  four  years.  He  had  pre- 
viously taught  the  history  of  all  the  ver- 
tebrated  animals  for  eighteen  months, 
when  the  law  of  the  7th  December, 
1794.,  at  the  request  of  the  professors, 
erected  a  separate  chair  for  oviparous 
quadrupeds,  reptiles,  and  fishes ;  to 
which  M.  de  Lacepede,  who  had  left 
the  garden  two  years  before,  was  call- 
ed in  January,  1795.  Not  contented 
with  completing  his  course  of  lectures, 
M.  de  Lacepede  resumed  his  former 
labours  in  the  Cabinet,  and  soon  after, 
on  M.  Geoffroy 's  departure  for  Egypt, 
took  charge  of  the  birds  and  quadru- 
peds, in  addition  to  the  objects  espe- 
cially committed  to  his  care.  By  him 
the  collection  of  birds,  the  most  mag- 
nificent that  had  ever  been  assembled, 
was  arranged  in  beautiful  order  for 
exhibition,  and  rendered  classical  for 
the  study  of  ornithology.  The  cele- 
brity which  he  had  acquired  by  his 
works,  and  by  his  connection  with 
Buffon,  attracted  crowds  of  young 
men  to  his  lectures,  whom  he  induced 
to  attach  themselves  to  a  branch  of  Na- 
tural History  which  had  been  little 
cultivated  in  France.  During  ten 
years  his  whole  time  was  employed  in 
facilitating  the  study  of  a  science  which 
owe  much  of  its  progress  to  himself; 


and  when  called  to  a  post  under  go- 
vernment, which  left  him  no  leisure 
for  these  pursuits,  he  insured  the  so- 
lid instruction  of  his  pupils  by  choo- 
sing for  his  assistant  M.  Dumeril,  au- 
thor of  the  Analytic  Zoology,  and  the 
co-operator  of  M.  Cuvier  in  the  first 
volumes  of  his  Comparative  Anatomy. 

The  Chevalier  de  la  Marck,  so  high- 
ly distinguished  by  his  works  on  in- 
vertebrated  animals,  has  for  twenty- 
five  years  taught  the  History  of  Mol- 
lusca,  Crustacea,  Insecta,  and  Zoophy- 
tes. He  has  also  classed  the  shells 
and  polypi  after  a  more  scientific  and 
exact  method,  and  has  characterized 
all  the  genera,  and  determined  a  great 
number  of  living  and  fossil  species. 
His  loss  of  sight  not  permitting  him  to 
continue  his  demonstrations,  his  place 
is  filled  by  M.  Latreille,  whose  nu- 
merous writings,  and  especially  his 
great  work  on  the  classification  and 
generic  characters  of  crustaceous  ani- 
mals and  insects,  rank  him  among  the 
first  entomologists  of  Europe. 

The  course  of  geology  in  the  Mu- 
seum is  now  distinct  from  that  of  mi- 
neralogy. The  chair  was  first  filled 
by  M.  Faujas  St  Fond.  Without 
the  precise  characters  afforded  by  mi- 
neralogy, the  geologist  cannot  ascer- 
tain the  genera  and  species  in  their 
pure  state,  nor  discern  the  elements 
of  an  aggregate  body,  and  the  altera- 
tion of  the  primitive  forms  by  the  mix- 
ture of  different  substances ;  but  the 
history  of  the  great  masses  which 
cover  the  globe,  the  relative  situation 
and  different  formation  of  rocks,  of 
subterranean  fires,  and  volcanic  pro- 
ductions, of  thermal  waters,  of  fossil 
bones  and  shells  found  at  different 
depths,  forms  a  peculiar  science,  found- 
ed on  innumerable  observations,  and 
exempt  from  the  systematic  absurdi- 
ties that  have  disgraced  the  theory  of 
the  earth.  If  the  science,  notwith- 
standing the  facts  with  which  M.  Fau- 
jas had  enriched  it,  was  not  sufficiently 
advanced  for  the  establishment  of  po- 
sitive laws,  he  at  least  had  the  merit 
of  rendering  it  popular,  and  of  contri- 
buting to  its  progress  since  the  com- 
mencement of  the  century.  He  dii-d 
at  his  estate  of  St  Fond,  near  Monte- 
limar,  on  the  18th  of  July  1819,  at 
the  age  of  seventy-eight. 

M.  Cordier,  an  Inspector  of  the 
mines,  and  the  pupil  and  travelling 
companion  of  Dolomieu,  was  named 
by  the  professors  of  the  Museum,  and 
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by  the  academy  of  sciences,  to  succeed 
M.  Faujas,  in  September  1819.  In 
his  lectures  he  contents  himself  by  ex- 
posing the  actual  state  of  the  globe,  by 
a  connected  view  of  facts  ascertained 
by  observation  ;  and  he  insists  parti- 
cularly on  the  mineral  riches  of  France, 
and  the  means  of  rendering  them  sub- 
servient to  the  progress  of  the  arts  and 
to  the  wants  of  society. 

As  it  is  necessary  in  general  to  adapt 
instruction  to  the  greater  number  of 
pupils,  the  professors  cannot  in  their 
courses  enter  into  minute  details,  nor 
expose  discoveries  and  principles  which 
would  be  understood  only  by  men 
versed  in  science ;  for  these  objects 
the  annals  of  the  Museum  already  no- 
ticed form  an  appropriate  medium  of 
communication.  In  this  work,  M. 
Haiiy  has  fixed  the  characters  of  dif- 
ferent minerals  recently  added  to  his 
Cabinet,  and  shewn  the  simplicity  of 
the  laws  of  chrystallography,  and  the 
advantage  of  analytic  formulas  ;  MM. 
Fourcroy,  Vaquelin,  and  Laugier, 
have  communicated  the  most  import- 
ant results  of  their  experiments  in  the 
chemical  laboratory  ;  M.  Desfontaines 
has  described  new  genera  of  Plants, 
that  have  bloomed  in  the  garden  or 
been  found  in  the  herbarium  ;  M.  de 
Jussieu  has  defined  the  characters  of 
the  principal  natural  families,  with 
such  additions  and  corrections  as  the 
progress  of  the  science  has  render- 
ed neecssary;  M.  Thouin  has  ex- 
plained in  detail  the  management  of 
the  seed  beds  and  plantations,  and  the 
processes  of  grafting  ;  MM.  Geoffrey 
and  Lacepede  have  published  new  ge- 
nera of  quadrupeds,reptiles,  and  fishes ; 
M.  de  la  Marck  has  described  the  fos- 
sils of  the  environs  of  Paris  ;  M.  Cu- 
vier  has  made  known  the  anatomy  of 
Mollusca,  and  the  skeletons  of  extinct 
animals,  whose  bones  he  had  collected; 
and  the  professors  in  general  have 
contributed  extracts  from  their  corre- 
spondence with  other  establishments, 
or  with  travellers  and  foreign  natural- 
ists. 

Two  thousand  pupils  yearly  attend 
the  lectures  of  the  Museum,  of  whom 
a  few  only  become  distinguished  na- 
turalists ;  but  all  acquire  a  share  of 
useful  knowledge  and  a  talent  for  ob- 
servation. It  has  been  said  by  Bacon, 
that  ignorance  in  philosophy  is  prefer- 
able to  superficial  knowledge  ;  and  it 
cannot  be  denied  that  shallow  no- 
tions of  history  and  philosophy  are 


often  employed  to  sap  the  foundations 
of  morality  and  politics.  But  it  is 
otherwise  with  the  knowledge  of  na- 
ture ;  in  this  unbounded  science  every 
acquisition  is  useful,  from  the  simplest 
perception  to  the  deepest  researches, 
and  from  the  minutest  details  to  the 
most  general  views  ;  the  study  of  it  ac- 
cords with  every  age,  with  every  dis- 
position of  mind,  and  every  profession 
in  life ;  it  yields  assistance  to  agricul- 
ture, medicine,  and  the  arts,  and  pow- 
erfully contributes  to  the  wealth  of  na- 
tions. As  its  object  is  to  ascertain 
and  connect  facts,  and  not  to  investi- 
gate causes,  it  is  free  from  the  uncer- 
tainty of  hypothesis  ;  and  if  observa- 
tion is  sometimes  incomplete,  nature 
is  always  at  hand  to  dissipate  doubt, 
and  to  rectify  error. 

But  to  obtain  the  results  that  may 
be  hoped  from  it,  and  spare  the  stu- 
dent the  laborious  researches  of  his 
predecessors,  there  must  exist  a  repo- 
sitory of  knowledge,  from  which  he 
may  borrow  to  enrich  it  in  his  turn. 
This  repository  is  the  Museum  found- 
ed by  monarchs,  adorned  by  men  of 
genius,  and  governed  by  enlightened 
administrators,  it  has  hitherto  resisted 
every  shock,  escaped  amid  every  scene 
of  devastation,  and  excited  the  admi- 
ration of  rival  nations.  The  warrant 
of  its  duration  is  its  utility,  and  the 
protection  of  a  sovereign,  whose  glory 
can  only  increase  as  the  progress  of 
knowledge  shall  render  more  evident 
the  wisdom  of  his'  institutions. 

The  expenses  of  the  garden  in  1780, 
were  104,269  francs,  and  those  of 
the  menagerie  at  Versailles,  100,000 
francs  ;  making  a  sum  of  204,269 
francs ;  at  present  the  current  expen- 
ses of  the  establishment  are  300,000 
francs.  But  in  1 789,  the  Garden  con- 
tained only  43  acres ;  it  now  consists 
of  79.  The  galleries  of  Natural  His- 
tory have  been  raised  one  story,  andE 
nearly  doubled  in  length,  and  a  library 
of  more  than  12,000  volumes  has  been 
added  to  the  collection.  The  build- 
ings at  present  are  to  those  of  the  for- 
mer period  in  proportion  of  seven  to 
one,  and  the  extent  of  the  agricultural, 
horticultural,  and  botanical  culture, 
is  as  nine  to  one.  The  collection  of 
living  plants  has  been  doubled ;  that 
in  the  herbarium  is  six  times  as  great. 
The  collection  of  birds  and  quadru- 
peds is  twenty  times  more  numerous ; 
that  of  fishes,  formerly  insignificant,  is 
now  the  most  extensive  in  the  world ; 
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that  of  insects,  which  consists  of  40,000 
individuals  of  22,000  different  species, 
contained  only  1500  specimens ;  the 
menagerie  of  Versailles  offered  but  a 
small  number  of  animals,  and  was  of 
little  use  to  zoology  ;  that  of  the  Mu- 
seum has  presented  successively  more 
than  500  species,  and  has  given  rise  to 
many  important  observations.  The  pre- 
sent establishment  employs  one  hun- 
dred and  sixty-one  persons,  of  whom 
ninety-nine  are  paid  by  the  month, 
and  sixty-two  by  the  year.  So  that, 
from  their  comparative  extent,  value, 
and  importance,  the  expenses  of  the 
present  Royal  Museum  should  be  four 
times  as  great  as  those  of  the  King's 
Garden  and  menagerie,  instead  of  ex- 
ceeding them  by  only  one  third.  This 
surprising  economy  is  due  to  its  or- 
ganization ;  and  to  a  careful,  provident, 
and  accountable  administration,  at- 
tentive to  every  detail,  and  immedi- 
ately inspecting  the  execution  of  every 
undertaking. 

We  have  already  occupied  so  much 
space  by  the  preceding  historical  ab- 
stract, and  general  observations  and  re- 
flections connected  with  it,  that  we 
find  ourselves  unable  to  enter  into  any- 
thing like  a  detailed  description  of  the 
contents  of  this  celebrated  collection, 
in  its  present  completed  state.  Pass- 
ing over  the  botanical  department,  as 
well  as  the  geological  and  mineral  trea- 
sures, we  shall  therefore  merely  inti- 
mate a  few  of  the  more  important  fea- 
tures of  the  Cabinet  of  Zoology. 

The  number  of  quadrupeds  and 
other  mammalia  now  amounts  to  about 
one  thousand,  five  hundred  indivi- 
duals, belonging  to  more  than  five  hun- 
dred species.  Amongst  these  may  be 
observed,  more  than  eighty  species  of 
bats.  The  most  formidable  species  is 
the  Vampyre  (Votperf&o  spectrum, 
Lin.)  which  is  very  noxious  in  several 
parts  of  South  America,  by  killing  cat- 
tle. The  polar  bear  lived  for  some 
time  in  the  menagerie.  He  seemed  to 
dread  heat  more  than  any  other  ani- 
mal, and  used  to  have  eighty  pails  of 
water  decanted  over  him  daily.  By 
the  side  of  the  northern  bear  is  a  spe- 
cies brought  by  M.  Leschenault  from 
India,  which  feeds  on  wild  honey. 
The  specimen  of  the  sable,  so  celebra- 
ted for  the  richness  of  its  fur,  was  pre- 
sented by  the  Empress  of  Russia  to 
Buffon.  In  the  fifth  case,  there  are 
thirteen  species  of  foxes.  Of  the  genus 
Fdist  including  the  lion,  the  tiger, 


CNov. 


the  cat,  &c.,  there  are  twenty- three 
species.  Among  these  we  may  observe 
the  caracal,  the  true  lynx  of  the  an- 
cients. There  are  thirty- three  species  of 
didelphis,  including  the  opossums, 
kangaroos,  £c.  ;  one  of  these,  the 
opossum  of  the  Americans,  with  par- 
ty-coloured ears,  has  fifty  teeth,  the 
greatest  number  observed  in  any  qua- 
druped. Among  the  Rodentia  is  the 
chinchilla,  highly  prized  by  ladies,  for 
the  value  of  its  fur  ;  and  twenty- three 
species  of  squirrels.  The  larger  ani- 
mals, besides  the  elephant  and  Indian 
rhinoceros,  are  the  double-horned  rhi- 
noceros of  Africa,  the  double-horned 
rhinoceros  of  Sumatra,  the  hippopo- 
tamus, the  Arabian  horse,  the  baskir 
horse  covered  with  long  hair,  the  ze- 
bra, quagga,  &c.  In  the  room  devoted 
to  the  order  ruminantia,  there  are  the 
male  giraffe,  (cameleopardctlis,)  eight- 
een feet  high,  shot  in  Africa  by  M. 
Levaillant,  and  the  female  of  the  same 
species,  more  lately  sent  by  M.  Dela- 
lande;  the  buffalo,  (bos  bubalus,)  ori- 
ginally from  India,  whence  it  was  taken 
to  Egypt,  and  thence  into  Greece  and 
Italy,  during  the  middle  ages ;  and  the 
aurochs,  (bos  urus,}  from  the  marshy 
forests  of  Lithuania  and  Caucasus, 
which  have  been  erroneously  consider- 
ed as  the  primitive  stock  of  our  large 
cattle  ;  the  great  elk  ;  and  the  camel 
and  dromedary,  both  of  which  species 
have  of  late  years  produced  young  in 
the  Rotundo  of  the  garden.  There  are 
twenty-two  species  of  antelope,  and  a 
large  collection  of  deer.  Among  these 
is  the  hippeluphos^-3in  animal  hitherto 
known  only  from  the  description  of 
Aristotle.  The  pasanof  Buffon,  (anti- 
lope  oryx,)  is  in  the  ninth  case.  It  is 
supposed  by  Cuvier  to  be  the  unicorn 
of  the  ancients.  Near  it  is  the  gnevi, 
or  pigmy  antelope,  a  beautiful  little 
animal,  only  nine  inches  high  ;  and  in 
the  next  case,  affording  a  striking  con- 
trast in  point  of  size,  are  the  great  an- 
telope of  India,  and  the  striped  ante- 
lope from  the  Cape,  each  nearly  as 
large  as  a  horse.  There  is  also  a  large 
collection  of  goats  ;  among  which  we 
shall  only  specify  the  Caucasan  ibex, 
(capra  cegagrus,)  which  lives  in  herds 
on  the  mountains  of  Persia,  where  it 
is  known  by  the  name  of  paseng ;  it  is 
supposed  to  be  the  parent  of  all  our 
varieties  of  the  domestic  goat.  There 
are  also  examples  of  many  and  various 
races  of  sheep,  from  different  countries 
and  climates. 
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On  leaving  the  gallery  of  ruminating 
animals,  we  enter  that  of  birds.  The 
collection  comprehends  upwards  of 
6000  individuals,  belonging  to  more 
than  2300  different  species.  There  is 
not  so  numerous  a  collection  exist- 
ing anywhere  else ;  and  yet  it  has  been 
formed  within  these  few  years ;  for  at 
the  death  of  Buffon,  there  were  only 
800  species. 

It  is  well  known  that  a  great  num- 
ber of  birds,  especially  those  remark- 
able for  the  beauty  of  their  colours, 
have  a  totally  different  plumage,  ac- 
cording to  their  age,  and  even  some- 
times according  to  the  season  of  the 
year.  It  is  owing  to  this  that  the  satae 
bird  has  often  been  described  and 
drawn  several  times  under  different 
names.  We  frequently  see  ten  or 
twelve  individuals  of  one  species  pre- 
senting the  same  essential  characters, 
but  differing  totally  in  the  colours  of 
their  plumage.  Thus  it  is  only  after 
many  researches,  and  the  examination 
of  numerous  suites  of  specimens,  that 
the  different  varieties,  and  the  passage 
from  one  to  the  other,  can  be  de- 
termined. Most  of  these  varieties  of 
age,  sex,  and  season,  may  be  observed 
in  the  Parisian  collection,  which,  for 
the  future,  will  fix  the  type  for  many 
new,  or  hitherto  obscurely  described 
species. 

In  this  collection  there  are  120  dif- 
ferent diurnal  birds  of  prey.  Among 
these  we  may  remark  the  lammer- 
geyer,  or  vulture  of  the  Alps,  which  is 
the  largest  European  bird  of  prey ;  it 
measures  ten  feet  between  the  extend- 
ed tips  of  the  wings.  Absurd  stories 
have  been  told  of  its  carrying  away 
children,  and  even  cattle.  This  is 
quite  a  mistake ;  for  its  talons  are  in 
fact  very  weak,  and,  as  Temminck  ob- 
serves, faiblement  crochus.  We  read 
some  time  ago  a  repetition  of  such  tales, 
in  a  Tour  through  Switzerland,,  by  that 
ingenious  Frenchman,  M.  Simond.  He 
probably  never  saw  the  bird  in  ques- 
tion. We  beg  to  assure  him,  for  the 
satisfaction  of  his  family, "  qu'  ils  man- 
gent  sur  la  place,  sans  rein  emporter 
dans  leur  serres,  quinesont  point  pro- 
pres  a  saisir;"  it  is  a  wild,  solitary  ani- 
mal, and  inhabits  the  steepest  rocks  of 
the  Swiss  Alps.  In  the  fifth  case,  we  see 
the  falco  destructor,  or  great  American 
harpy,  of  a  size  larger  than  the  com- 
mon eagle  ;  it  is  considered  as  having 
the  claws  and  beak  stronger  than  any 
other  bird  ;  but  the  power  and  velo- 
VOT,  XIV. 
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city  of  its  flight  being  greatly  dimi- 
nished by  the  shortness  of  its  wings, 
its  ravages,  as  a  bird  of  prey,  suffer  a 
corresponding  decrease.  It  generally 
feeds  upon  the  sloth,  and  can  carry  off 
a  fawn.  There  is  a  fine  specimen  of 
this  rare  bird  in  the  Edinburgh  Mu- 
seum. The  hawk  called  pygargus,  de- 
serves attention  as  an  object  of  wor- 
ship among  the  ancient  Egyptians, who 
embalmed  it  after  death.  It  was 
brought  in  the  mummy  state  from 
Egypt,  by  M.  Geoffroy  St  Hilaire.  In 
the  ninth  case  may  be  observed  the 
falco  eerulescens,  from  Sumatra,  which 
is  the  smallest  of  all  birds  of  prey. 

The  eleventh  and  twelfth  cases  con- 
tain thirty-four  species  of  owls,   or 
nocturnal  birds  of  prey.     The  collec- 
tion of  parrots  and  toucans  is  unrival- 
led. There  are  one  hundred  and  sixty 
species  of  the  thrush  genus.     Of  the 
motacillx,  which  include  the  wrens, 
wagtails,  and  smaller  warblers,  there 
are  172  species.   Among  these  are  the 
nightingale  and  redbreast.  The  latter, 
which  in  Britain  is  a  pugnacious,  so- 
litary bird,  in  some  of  the  French 
provinces  assembles  in  such  numerous 
flocks,  that  the  sky  seems  covered  by 
them.  The  golden-crested  wren  is  the 
smallest  of  European  birds  ;  its  heart 
is  no  bigger  than  a  pea,  and  weighs  be- 
tween four  and  five  grains.  Of  the  fly- 
catchers, now  divided  into  several  ge- 
nera, there  are  150  species  in  the  Mu- 
seum.    The  twenty-second  case  con- 
tains twenty-seven  species  of  swallow. 
"  The  first,    says  M.  Deleuze,  "  is  the 
Mr  undo  apus,  or  swift,  of  all  birds,  best 
formed  for  flight ;  its  feet  are  so  short, 
and  its  wings  so  long,  that  when  it  is 
on  the  ground,  it  cannot  rise  again  ;  it 
therefore  passes  the  greater  part  of  its 
life  in  the  air ;  and  when  it  has  rested 
for  a  short  while  on  a  wall,  or  on  the 
trees,  it  falls  to  recommence  its  flight." 
We  have  reason  to  discredit  this.  Let 
M.  Deleuze  catch  a  swift,  place  it  on 
the  ground,  and  see  whether  he  or  it 
will  rise  highest  within  a  given  time. 
We  back  the  hirundo  apus,  or  swift. 
' '  There  is  a  white  variety  in  this  case ; 
near  it  is  the  h.  riparia,  (sand  mar- 
tin,) which  builds  its  nest  in  the  banks 
by  the  water  side ;  it  does  not  quit  us 
in  the  winter,  but  plunges  deep  into 
the  mud,  where  it  remains  torpid  un- 
til the  return  of  warm  weather."     Is 
this  a  fact,  or  an  imagination  ? — There 
are  seven  hundred  individuals  of  the 
linnet  and  bunting  tribes,  belonging 
4E 
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to  150  species.  Then.follow  the  gross- 
beaks  and  cross-bills ;  of  which  last 
the  European  species  is  remarkable 
for  building  its  nest  and  hatching  in 
January,  and  for  holding  its  food  be- 
tween its  claws  like  a  parrot.  There 
are  nine  species  of  Paradise  birds, 
forming  a  magnificent  series.  In  the 
25th  case  may  be  seen,  sixty-four  spe- 
cies of  humming  birds,  and  fifty-three 
creepers.  In  the  same  case  is  the 
epimachus  of  New  Guinea,  one  of  the 
rarest  and  most  beautiful  birds  in  the 
collection.  Passing  to  the  twenty-sixth 
case,  we  may  observe  thirty-four  dif- 
ferent species  of  kingfishers ;  and  in 
the  twenty- seven tli,  no  less  than  eighty- 
four  various  kinds  of  pigeon.  In  the 
next  division,  there  is  an  example  of 
the  wild  peacock  from  Bengal,  which 
is  the  origin  of  our  domestic  kind  ; 
and  to  the  right  of  it  is  another  and 
distinct  species  from  Java,  the  same  as 
that  fine  specimen  lately  added  to  the 
Edinburgh  Museum.  The  thirtieth 
case  contains  the  turkeys.  By  compa- 
ring the  domestic  species  with  the  wild 
one  sent  by  M.  Milbert,  from  the  fo- 
rests of  Virginia,  it  will  be  seen  that 
domestication  has  deprived  them  of 
that  metallic  lustre  which  adorns  their 
plumage  in  the  native  state.  At  the 
bottom  of  the  case  is  the  meleagris 
ocellata,  a  new  species,  described  by 
M.  Cuvier.  It  is  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful birds  known  ;  it  comes  from  the 
Bay  of  Honduras,  and  is  the  only 
specimen  in  Europe. 

The  thirty-second  case  exhibits  a 
series  of  the  different  varieties  of  do- 
mestic poultry,  and  several  wild  spe- 
cies from  India  and  the  Moluccas.  It 
cannot  yet  be  decided  from  which  of 
the  latter  our  common  barn  fowls  have 
sprung.  Probably  from  more  species 
than  one.  Temminck  is  decidedly 
against  the  claims  of  the  Jungle  Cock 
to  that  honour.  The  Museum  pos- 
sesses ten  species  of  pheasant,  besides 
that  rare  bird  the  napaul,  or  horned 
pheasant  from  Bengal ;  of  which  there 
are  several  specimens  in  the  Edinburgh 
collection.  The  numerous  family  of 
the  grouse,  of  which  they  possess  fifty- 
nine  species,  entirely  fills  the  thirty- 
fourth  case.  Among  these  is  a  white 
quail,  shot  by  Lewis  the  XVth,  and 
presented  by  him  to  Buffon.  The 
birds  of  the  two  next  genera  differ  from 
all  other  land  birds,  in  being  deprived 
of  the  power  of  flight.  The  first  is  the 
ostrich,  (struthio  camelus,}  celebrated 


in  the  remotest  ages.  It  is  sometimes 
eight  feet  high,  lives  in  herds,  in  the 
sandy  deserts  of  Africa,  and  is  the 
swiftest  of  all  running  animals.  They 
leave  their  eggs,  which  weigh  three  or 
four  pounds,  to  be  hatched  by  the  heat 
of  the  sun  in  the  tropical  climates ; 
but  in  colder  regions  they  sit  upon  them 
like  other  birds.  In  the  thirty-se- 
venth case,  there  are  nine  species  of 
bustard,  three  of  which  have  not  yet 
been  described  ;  that  of  Europe  lives 
in  plains,  and  uses  its  wings  chiefly  to 
accelerate  its  course  along  the  ground. 
The  male,  which  is  double  the  size  of 
the  female,  is  very  rare,  and  is  the  lar- 
gestof  European  birds.  After  these  come 
30  species  of  plover,  and  different  kinds 
of  ibis  ;  the  most  brilliant  of  which,  is 
the  tantalus  ruber,  from  Cayenne  and 
Surinam.  There  is  a  fine  series  of  this 
bird  in  the  Edinburgh  Museum,  shew- 
ing the  singular  changes  which  the 
colours  of  its  feathers  undergo,  from 
the  plumage  of  the  young  to  that  of 
the  adult  bird.  The  39th  case  con- 
tains 50  species  of  the  genera  analo- 
gous to  the  woodcock  (scolopax.)  The 
common  woodcock,  which,  in  Britain, 
is  a  winter  bird  of  passage,  in  several 
of  the  continental  countries  of  Europe 
dwells  on  the  mountains  during  sum- 
mer, and  descends  into  the  plains  in 
autumn.  In  the  41st  case,  there  are 
39th  species  of  heron.  Among  the 
cranes  is  the  agami,  or  trumpeter,  a 
South  American  bird,  which  is  fre- 
quently trained  to  protect  and  drive 
the  barn-yard  fowls,  as  dogs  do  sheep. 
There  are  thirty  species  of  rails  in  the 
45th  case.  By  the  side  of  the  coots  is 
a  very  rare  bird,  which  forms  a  genus 
by  itself,  called  the  sheath-bill,  (va- 
ginalis,  Lath,)  on  account  of  the  sin- 
gular form  of  its  beak.  There  is  no- 
thing known  of  the  habits  of  this  bird, 
which  is  found  in  the  Malouin  Islands,, 
whence  it  was  brought  by  the  natu- 
ralists attached  to  M.  Freycinet's  ex- 
pedition. Passing  over  several  genera, 
we  come  to" the  SOth  and  51st  cases, 
which  contain  the  fongipelines.  Some 
of  these  have  been  met  with  600  leagues 
from  land.  The  frigate  birds  are  in 
the  53d  case.  Their  wings,  which 
measure  from  10  to  12  feet,  are  so 
powerful,  that  they  fly  to  air-immense 
distance  from  land,  especially  between 
the  tropics ;  they  dart  upon  flying 
fish,  and  strike  the  birds  called  boobies, 
to  make  them  quit  their  prey.  The 
tropic  birds  occupy  the  bottom  of  the 
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case  ;  they  keep  constantly  in  the  tro- 
pical latitudes,  the  approach  to  which 
they  announce  to  sailors.  The  swans 
and  ducks  occupy  the  remaining  four 
cases  of  the  gallery.  The  beak  of  the 
wild  swan  is  yellow  at  the  base,  and 
black  at  the  extremity  ;  it  is  a  distinct 
species  from  the  domestic  swan,  which 
has  a  red  beak.  The  black  swan  from 
New  Holland,  and  that  with  a  black 
neck  sent  from  Brazil,  by  M.  St  Hil- 
aire,  are  remarkable  species.  Among 
the  geese  is  an  Egyptian  bird,  very 
common  in  Africa.  We  see  it  often 
represented  on  ancient  monuments  j 
it  was  worshipped  for  its  attachment 
to  its  young,  and  the  Egyptians  call- 
ed it  chenalopax,  or  fox-goose.  The 
ornithological  department  is  termina- 
ted by  78  species  of  the  duck  genus, 
and  the  mergansers. 

The  collection  of  reptiles  is  unques- 
tionably the  richest  in  the  world.  It 
consists  of  1800  individuals  belonging 
to  more  than  500  species.  But  what 
renders  it  of  incalculable  advantage  to 
the  student  is,  that  it  contains  almost 
all  the  individuals  from  which  the 
plates  of  Seba  were  copied  ;  and  that 
it  was  from  them  that  Linnaeus  com- 
posed his  descriptions.  Here  also  are 
to  be  found  the  originals  which  served 
for  the  work  of  M.  de  Lacepede.  Our 
limits  forbid  our  entering  into  any 
farther  detail. 

The  collection  of  fishes  is  also  the 
most  complete  that  anywhere  exists 
of  that  class  of  animals.  It  compre- 
hends about  5000  specimens  belonging 
to  more  than  2200  species.  It  offers  the 
elements  of  the  classification  which 
M.  Cuvier  has  established  in  his  Reg- 
ne  Animal,  the  type  of  the  ichthyolo- 
gical  memoirs  which  he  has  inserted 
in  the  Annals — the  far  greater  part  of 
the  fishes  which  M.  de  Lacepede  has 
described  or  figured  in  his  great  work 
— and  almost  all  the  known  genera. 
Of  each  species,  it  possesses  generally 
one  preserved  in  spirits  of  wine,  which 
affords  the  facility  of  examining  its 
interior  organization  in  case  of  neces- 
sity. The  greater  number  of  those 
which  are  dried,  have  been  covered 
with  a  varnish  which  has  revived  the 
colours ;  and  they  appear  almost  as 
brilliant,  as  they  were  some  hours  af- 
ter being  taken  out  of  the  water. 
This  collection  has  been  newly  arran- 
ged according  to  the  method  of  Cu- 
vier, and  all  the  species  have  been 
ticketed  with  the  greatest  exactness. 
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Of  crustaceous  animals,  including 
the  crabs,  lobsters,  &c.  the  Museum 
possesses  about  600  species  belonging 
to  54  genera. 

In  regard  to  the  collection  of  in- 
sects, we  have  already  mentioned,  that 
prior  to  the  new  organization  of  the 
Museum,  it  contained  very  few  ani- 
mals of  that  class.  These  came  chief- 
ly from  the  private  cabinet  of  Keau- 
meur.  The  great  additions  made  of 
later  years  by  Olivier,  and  many  other 
scientific  travellers,  have  now  render- 
ed it  equal  to  any  in  Europe.  Inclu- 
ding the  arachnid  es,  (the  spiders,  scor- 
pions, &c.)  it  is  composed  of  about 
50,000  specimens  belonging  to  more 
than  20,000  species,  remarkable  for 
their  variety  of  form,  and  the  wonder- 
ful instincts  by  which  they  are  distin- 
guished. Insects  are  equal  to  birds  in 
the  richness  and  splendour  of  their  co- 
lours: They  even  surpass  them  in  some 
respects,  particularly  in  regard  to  the 
phosphoric  light  which  emanates  from 
many  species,  and  while  they  divide 
with  them  the  empire  of  the  air,  they 
far  exceed  them  in  number,  for  their 
tribes  are  even  more  numerous  than 
those  of  plants. 

The  researches  ofM.de  la  Marck  on 
conchology  have  proved,  that  the  cha- 
racters of  a  shell  indicate  those  of  the 
animal  to  which  it  belongs,  as  the  ge- 
nus of  a  quadruped  is  indicated  by  its 
teeth.  Prior  to  this  observation,  shells 
were  of  little  interest  in  zoology,  as 
the  animals  to  which  they  belonged 
were  not  thought  of,  and  they  were 
collected  chiefly  as  objects  of  an  orna- 
mental nature.  The  distinction  be- 
tween terrestrial,  river,  and  sea  shells, 
and  the  comparison  of  those  belonging 
to  living  subjects  with  those  in  a  fos- 
sil state  in  different  strata  of  the  earth, 
have  also  led  philosophers  to  decide 
upon  the  origin  of  different  forma- 
tions. In  consequence  chiefly  of  the 
numerous  researches  and  the  classifi- 
cation of  M.  de  la  Marck,  conchology 
has  become  not  only  an  important 
branch  of  zoology,  but  also  one  of  the 
principal  bases  of  geological  science. 
The  first  shells  in  the  cabinet  were 
brought  by  Tournefort  from  the  Le- 
vant, and  presented  by  him  to  Louis 
XV.  When  Buffon  had  the  superin- 
tendance  of  the  Garden,  he  obtained 
permission  to  have  them  deposited 
there.  Adanson  presented  those  which 
he  had  collected  in  Senegal — the  spe- 
cimens which  came  from  the  cabinet 
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of  lleaumeur  were  like  wise  added,  and,  ving  in  peace,  usefully  occupied,  con- 
since  the  new  organization,  the  travel-  tented  with  their  lot,  attached  to  the 
ling  naturalists  have  enriched  it  by  place  of  their  abode,  and  priding  them- 
numerous  collections  from  all  quarters  selves  in  its  prosperity  ;  strangers  to 
of  the  globe.  In  addition  to  the  shells,  professional  rivalry  and  political  dis- 
there  is  a  large  assemblage  of  radiated  sensions,  and  grateful  at  once  to  the 
animals,  corals,  sponges,  &c.  government  which  supports,  and  the 
We  shall  terminate  this  summary  administration  whicli  directs  them, 
by  a  reflection  of  our  amiable  author's,  May  their  joint  efforts  continue  to  be 
which  will  not  fail  to  gratify  those  to  guided  by  the  same  spirit  of  unanimi- 
whom  the  spectacle  of  social  harmony  ty,  and  those  enlightened  views,  which 
and  domestic  felicity  is  not  less  inte-  have  hitherto  pervaded  them  ;  and 
resting,  than  that  of  Nature.  How  every  liberal  mind  will  rejoice  in  ap- 
delightful,  amid  the  agitation  of  a  plying  to  them  the  dying  words  of 
great  city,  to  behold  an  establishment,  Father  Paul  to  the  sacred  institutions 
in  which  are  united  fifty  families,  li-  of  his  country, — "  Estote  perpetuae !"  * 


*  In  order  to  complete  the  history  of  this  establishment,  we  shall  here  mention 
some  additions  which  have  been  made  to  the  Museum  since  the  main  body  of  the 
work,  of  part  of  which  we  have  presented  the  preceding  abridgment,  was  sent  to 
press.  M.  Leschenault  de  la  Tour,  and  M.  Auguste  de  Saint  Hilaie,  returned  a 
few  months  ago  :  Among  the  maramifera  brought  by  the  former,  is  the  bear  of  the 
Mountains  of  the  Gates,  two  apes  of  Ceylon,  the  paradoxurus  typus,  which  was  want- 
ing in  the  cabinet,  and  also  some  fishes  and  reptiles  of  the  -Isle  of  Bourbon.  The 
latter,  who  for  six  years  had  been  travelling  throughout  Brazil  and  the  settlements 
of  Paraguay,  from  the  12th  to  the  34th  degree,  has  taken  notes  upon  all  the  animals, 
and  has  brought  home  one  of  the  most  considerable  and  curious  collections,  both  of 
botany  and  zoology,  that  ever  arrived  at  the  Museum.  The  following  is  an  extract 
from  a  report,  by  the  professors  to  the  Academy  of  Sciences : — "  The  collection 
contains,  1st,  129  individuals  of  the  mammifera,  forming  48  species,  of  which  13 
were  not  in  the  Museum. — 2d,  2500  birds,  forming  451  species,  of  which  156  were 
not  in  the  Museum.  The  greater  number  of  these  make  us  better  acquainted  with 
the  birds  described  by  Azzara. — 3d,  21  reptiles. — 4th,  About  16,000  well  preser- 
ved insects,  of  which  M.  Latreille  judges  there  are  800  unknown. — 5th,  An  herbal, 
composed  of  about  30,000  specimens,  forming  nearly  7000  species  of  plants  in  good 
preservation,  two-thirds  of  which  M.  Desfontaines  judges  to  be  new,  and  which  will 
furnish  new  genera,  and  perhaps  new  families."  M.  Duvaucel,  who  continues  his 
researches  in  India,  has  just  sent  home  the  skeleton  of  a  very  large  elephant,  a  gan- 
getic  dolphin,  more  than  six  feet  long,  and  a  great  number  of  birds,  amongst  which 
43  species  are  unknown  to  the  cabinet.  From  the  same  quarter  a  collection  of 
fishes  is  ere  long  expected,  amounting  to  500  species,  and  2000  individuals.  From 
M.  Leseur,  have  been  received  the  greater  number  of  the  fishes  and  mollusca  de- 
scribed by  him  in  the  Journal  of  Sciences  of  Philadelphia ;  and  M.  Milbert  has 
transmitted  several  unknown  fishes  from  the  lakes  of  the  United  States.  Lastly,  M. 
Dussumier,  on  his  return  from  India,  presented  a  gazelle  of  Bassora,  a  species  of 
dolphin,  and  28  species  of  birds  not  in  the  cabinet. 


THE   CONFESSIONS  OF  A  FOOTMAN. 

"  I've  done  the  state  some  service." 

MR  EDITOR,  his  Majesty's  dominions.     I  will  not 

SEEING  that  the  world,  through  the  occupy  your  time,  sir,  (for  time  I  know 

medium  of  the  Press,  is  rapidly  be-  is  precious,)  with  complaining  of  the 

coming  acquainted  with  the  miseries  nick-names  bestowed  upon  us  by  both 

of  all  classes  ;  that  drunkards,  hypo-  high  and  low ;  of  our  being  "  Bone 

chondriacs,  water-drinkers,  and  opi-  polishers"  with  one  party,  "  Piebald 

um-chcwers,  are  alike  received  with  rascals"  with  another,  and  "  Bipeds," 

sympathy  and  commiseration  ;  I  take  (as  I  once  heard  a  gentleman  of  pecu- 

leave  shortly  to  address  you  upon  the  liar  fancy  express  himself) — "  Bipeds 

grievances  of  footmen  ;  a  set  of  men,  I  bedizened  with  lace,"  with  a  third ;  al- 

do  believe,  more  universally  persecuted  though,  if  we  do  polish  bones,  what  is 

than  any  other  body  of  artists  within  that  but  an  argument  against  the  cruel- 
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ty  of  our  masters,  who  allow  us  no 
meat  ?  And  for  lace,  Heaven  knows 
we  reap  little  advantage  from  that! 
for,  now-a-days,  they  make  it  almost 
entirely  of  worsted !  And,  as  for  the 
livery — is  it  our  fault  that  every  de- 
mi  fortune  driving  fiddler  will  clothe 
his'kidnapped  charity  boy  in  a  coat  of 
many  colours  ?  or  what  is  such  a  coat 
but  a  symbol,  and  usually,  God  help 
us !  too  true  a  one,  of  the  snubbings 
and  bodily  inflictions,  which  said  cha- 
rity boy  is  to  suffer  ? 

And  here,  Mr  Editor  y  I  cannot  help 
thinking,  that  the  players  and  play- 
writers  of  modern  times  help  very  much 
to  delude  the  public,  as  to  the  condition 
of  us  servants.  People  of  all  ranks  go 
to  the  theatre ;  and  scarcely  a  new 
play,  or  an  after-piece,  ever  comes  out 
now,  but  we  find  some  footman  in  it, 
set  up  quite  upon  equal  terms  with  his 
master — represented  to  be  as  well 
maintained,  and  often  better  dressed  ; 
advised  with,  and  rewarded,  and  treated 
quite  with  familiarity.  And  the  spec- 
tators, I  do  believe,  many  of  them,  sit 
looking  sometimes  at  this  romance,  un- 
til they  fancy  that  what  they  have  seen 
is  a  true  picture  of  life,  and  that  every 
man  who  stands  behind  a  carriage  has 
the  better  of  him  that  rides  in  it; 
while,  in  truth,  Mr  Editor,  a  footman 
gets  no  more  by  the  frippery  that  he 
wears  than  a  soldier,  (as  my  tall  bro- 
ther in  the  10th  hussars  used  to  say,) 
than  a  house  soldier  does  by  the  fea- 
ther and  sheep-skin,  with  which  he  is 
loaded ;  the  dragoon  having,  indeed,  at 
one  point,  the  worst  of  the  compari- 
son ;  viz.  that  a  good  deal  of  his  fop- 
pery is  paid  for  out  of  his  own  pocket. 

But  my  wish  is  to  reason  with  the 
world  about  its  treatment  of  serving- 
men — (pray,  don't  ever  call  them 
"  Flunkies"  any  more,  Mr  Editor  !) 
and  so,  instead  of  wasting  time  upon 
grievances  in  the  beginning,  which 
will  be  more  than  sufficiently  illustra- 
ted in  the  close  of  my  narrative,  I 
should  rather  tell  you,  at  once,  how  it 
happened  that  I  joined  the  "  party- 
coloured"  society.  In  sooth,  Mr  Edi- 
tor, my  being  a  footman  is  a  matter  of 
accident.  I  began  the  world  in  quite 
a  different  line — as  a  barber's  appren- 
tice in  Birmingham.  When  I  was  a 
lad  I  had  always  an  ear  for  music; 
and  was  within  an  inch  of  becoming  a 
soldier  like  my  brother,  for  I  should 
have  gone  to  India,  to  a  certainty,  if 
the  serjeant  of  horse  had  thought  me 
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tall  enough  for  a  trumpeter.  Indeed, 
there  was  a  corporal  of  militia,  as  it 
was,  that  wanted  to  enlist  me  for  a 
drum-boy,  and  declared  that  the  fife 
was  every  way  a  prettier  instrument 
than  the  trumpet.  But  I  disliked  the 
uniform  of  infantry  soldiers ;  and,  per- 
haps, it  was  my  fate  to  be  first  a  coun- 
try barber,  and  afterwards  a  London 
servant ;  at  all  events,  I  resisted  the 
temptation  of  Corporal  Stock's  "  se- 
ven guineas,"  and  took  my  first  degree 
in  life  with  Mr  Latherbrush,  hair- 
dresser of  Birmingham. 

"  From  Indus  to  the  Pole  !" 
**•**# 

Mr  Latherbrush  was  a  tradesman, 
who  lived  in  the  great  square  of  Bir- 
mingham, called  "  The  Bull  Ring," 
and  stood,  as  the  folks  said,  in  his 
business,  "  something  betwixt  and  be- 
tween;" that  was,  between  the  avow- 
ed tonsor  of  the  canaille,  Mr  Snickchin, 
and  Frizzlewig,  in  New  Street,  who 
used  to  dress  the  gentry.  He  wrote 
up  a  motto  over  his  door,  which  a 
schoolmaster  gave  him, — 

"  Qui  facere  assuerat— 
Candida  de  nigris," 

with  ' '  Perfumery  from  Paris,"  on  one 
side  the  window,  and  "  Walk  in  and 
be  Shaved,"  on  the  other.  He  kept  a 
chair  in  the  open  shop  for  the  once-a- 
week  customers  ;  had  a  little  back  par- 
lour, with  a  fire  in  it,  for  the  three-day 
people ;  and  took  his  penny  for  sha- 
ving, with  "  Thankye,"  when  two- 
pence was  not  forthcoming. 

My  father  apprenticed  me  to  Mr 
Latherbrush,  in  all  the  usual  forms  ; 
and  sixpence  was  paid  down,  as  the 
nominal  premium,  for  which  I  was  to 
learn  the  art  of  removing  people's 
beards,  without  at  the  same  time  dis- 
placing their  noses  ;  the  real  "  consi- 
deration" of  my  indenture  being,  how- 
ever, that  I  should  wash  the  shaving 
cloths,  and  boil  the  potatoes ;  sweep 
the  shop,  and  light  the  fires  ;  scour  the 
saucepans,  and  make  our  beds;  for  Mr 
Latherbrush,  who  was  a  widower, 
kept  no  female  domestic. 

I  entered  upon  these  avocations  with 
a  gay  heart  and  ready  hand  ;  for  I  had 
read  in  an  old  volume  of  Gil  Bias, 
which  I  borrowed  from  Corporal  Stock, 
of  so  many  strange  adventures,  and 
strokes  of  luck  befalling  barbers,  that 
I  looked  upon  even  the  initiated  of 
the  calling  as  a  protected  class  of  be- 
ings ;  the  "  magnetic  strap,"  duly 
wielded,  seeming  more  potent  to  me 
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than  a  conjuring  wand ;  and  the  "  Six- 
inch  hone/'  the  only  veritable  stone  of 
the  philosopher. 

My  place,  however,  was  no  sinecure 
at  the  commencement  of  this  new 
career.  Besides  the  washings,  sweep- 
ings, boilings,  scourings,  and  other 
domestic  duties  which  I  have  already 
enumerated,  I  had  the  minor  arrange- 
ments of  "  the  business,"  in  great 
numbers,  to  attend  to.  First,  I  had 
to  dress  the  false  curls  of  half  the  shop 
girls  in  our  neighbourhood ;  pick  the 
new  hair  that  we  bought,  and  mend 
the  old  wigs.  Then  I  had  to  wait  upon 
the  motions  of  my  Magnus  Apollo,  our 
eldest  'prentice — heat  his  irons  when 
he  dressed  hair,  and  bear  the  blame 
when  he  did  mischief.  And,  beyond 
this,  I  had  to  assist  my  master  in  a  sort 
of  laboratory,  up  in  our  back  garret ; 
where  we  imitated  the  patent  oils  of 
"  Russia"  and  "  Macassar ;"  manufac- 
tured "  Ruspini's  tooth  powder,"  and 
"  Day  and  Martin's  blacking  ;"  and 
transmuted,  by  the  aid  of  so  many  va- 
rieties in  colouring,  simple  hog's-lard 
into  "  bear's  grease,"  "  French  lip- 
salve," or  "  Marrow  pomatum." 

I  overcame  the  first  difficulty  in  my 
trade — that  of  setting  razors — tolera- 
bly well.  I  practised,  indeed,  upon 
those  which  strangers  left  at  our  shop 
to  be  sharpened,  not  on  our  own, 
which  were  used  in  the  trade.  The 
owners,  too,  used  sometimes  to  come 
back  and  complain,  that  their  steel, 
after  my  labour,  cut  worse  than  it  had 
done  before.  But  my  master,  who 
had  little  feeling  for  persons  who 
shaved  themselves,  uniformly  threw 
the  blame,  in  such  cases,  upon  the 
awkwardness  of  the  complainant.  Ei- 
ther he  had  not  "  strapped"  the  razor 
enough — or  he  had  strapped  it  too 
much — or  he  had  not  dipped  it  in  hot 
water — or  he  had  dipped  it  in  water 
which  was  too  hot — or  (and  that  was 
an  objection  which  no  grumbler  ever 
could  get  over)  there  was  something 
wrong  in  his  manner  of  holding  the 
weapon.  The  dispute  commonly  clo- 
sing, on  the  part  of  Mr  Latherbrush, 
with  a  proposal  (for  twopence  more 
paid)  to  adjust  the  restive  machine 
himself,  or  to  sell  the  beard-pestered 
complainant  a  "  tried  pair  of  razors," 
which  "  had  shaved  thousands,"  and 
"  would  shave  thousands  more  ;" 
which  proffer,  if  accepted,  probably 
produced  to  the  ingenious  propounder 
half  a  crown  for  a  pair  of  blades, 
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which  had  been  bought  at  an  iron- 
Btall  for  fourpence. 

But  I  had  conquered  the  difficulty 
of  sharpening  a  razor  ;  and  had  made 
so  much  progress  in  the  faculty  of 
using  one,  that  generally,  in  the  joy- 
ous haste  of  a  holiday  eve,  or  Satur- 
day night,  when  all  was  hurry  and 
bustle  in  our  shop — when  our  five 
chairs  were  all  full,  and  our  Observer 
was  quite  thumbed  to  pieces — when 
the  fire  shone  bright,  and  the  shaving- 
pot  hissed  and  bubbled — when  the 
candles  were  fresh  snuffed,  and  mas- 
ter was  in  good  humour,  and  even  our 
old  Dutch  clock  seemed  to  tick  with  un- 
wonted alacrity — mostly,  upon  press- 
ing occasions  like  these,  when  a  steel, 
as  may  be  supposed,  twirled  in  every 
available  finger,  I  had  been  entrusted 
with  the  chins  of  our  smock-faced 
customers — (the  blaekbeards,  besides 
that  they  were  more  choleric  and  dan- 
gerous of  temper,  being  the  more  dif- 
ficult clients  to  dismantle  of  the  two) 
— when  an  accident  fell  out,  which 
blighted  for  ever  my  prospects  in  the 
"  mystery"  and  occupation  of  a  bar- 
ber. 

"  Like  reeds,  not  hair  !" 
*  #  *  *  * 

You  may  recollect  perhaps,  Mr  Edi- 
tor, that,  about  thirteen  years  ago, 
certain  Orders  of  Council  (issued  du- 
ring the  war)  shut  out  the  Birming- 
ham manufacturers,  for  a  time,  from 
the  American  market.  The  joy  which 
pervaded  my  native  town,  when  these 
Orders  were  taken  off,  was  boundless. 
Some  people  illuminated  their  houses  ; 
others  blew  themselves  up  with  gun- 
powder ;  balls,  routs,  and  concerts_, 
night  after  night,  were  given  by  every 
family  of  any  gentility  ;  and  the  six 
hackney  coaches  of  Birmingham  were 
bespoke  for  full-dress  parties  sixteen 
deep.  But,  if  it's  an  ill  wind  that 
blows  nobody  good,  I  am  sure  I  may 
say,  that's  a  good  wind  which  blows 
nobody  evil ;  it  happened,  on  one  of 
these  evenings  of  general  rejoicing, 
that  a  traveller,  who  was  staying  at 
the  "  Hen  and  Chickens"  hotel,  took 
a  fancy  to  require  the  assistance  of  a 
hair-dresser. 

For  my  sins,  not  a  single  fashion- 
able barber  was  to  be  met  with  !  Mr 
Frizzlewig's  people  were  all  engaged 
for  the  next  week.  Mr  Tail  comb  was 
sent  to  ;  but  he  "  could  not  come  in 
less  than  two  hours."  At  last,  the 
waiter  (who  was  to  bring  a  barber, 
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whether  he  could  get  one  or  no)  be- 
thought him  of  us,  and  ran  down  with 
the  gentleman's  commands. 

Mr  Napkin's  intimation  produced 
an  immense  sensation  in  our  back  par- 
lour. My  master  had  met  with  an 
accident  the  day  before — he  was  the 
real  barber  of  whom  the  story  is  told, 
that  cut  his  own  thumb  through  the 
cheek  of  his  customer.  Our  big  'pren- 
tice was  gone  out  for  all  the  afternoon, 
to  decorate  the  young  ladies,  by  con- 
tract, at  "  Hollabaloo  House"  board- 
ing-school. I— the  enfant  perdu  of  the 
scissars — was  the  only  disposable  force! 
But  great  exigencies  must  be  met  with 
appropriate  exertions  of  daring.  An 
introduction  at  the  "  Hen  and  Chic- 
kens" was  an  opportunity  not  to  be 
neglected.  John  Blowbellows,  the 
blacksmith,  who  had  been  grumbling 
because  /was  going  to  shave  him,  was 
now  informed  that  he  could  not  be 
shaved  at  all ;  and,  with  instructions 
to  "  cut  gently,"  and  "  to  charge  at 
least  half  a  crown,"  I  was  hurried  off 
to  "  the  gentleman  at  the  inn." 

The  -first  sight  of  my  new  patient 
set  my  nerves  dancing  in  all  directions. 

He  was  a  huge,  tall,  brawny,  red-hot 
Irishman,  with  a  head  of  hair  bright 
orange,  and  as  curly  as  that  of  a 
negro. 

"  Cut  my  hair,  boy,"  he  said,  in  a 

voice  like  the  grating  of  waggon- 
wheels;  "and,  you  spalpeen,  be  handy, 
for  it's  these  twenty-four  hours  that 

I'm  waiting  for  you." 

I  had  cut  two  descriptions  of  hair 

in  my  time ;  but  Mr  M'Boot's  was 

neither   of  these.      In   the   smooth, 

straight  lock,  I  succeeded  pretty  well ; 

for  I  could  cut  an  inch  or  so  off  all 

round,  and  tell  by  my  eye  when  all 

was  even.     And  in  the  close  crop  of 

the  charity-school,  I  was  at  home  to 

facility  ;  for  it  was  only  running  the 

comb  along,  close  to  the  scalp,  and 

against    the   grain,    aiid   cutting  off 

everything    that   appeared   above   it. 

But  the  stranger's  hair  was  neither  in 

the  lanky,  nor  the  close  hogged  mood. 

It  was  of  a  bright  red  colour,  as  I 

have   said   before — stiff  as  wire — of 

an  inveterate  tight  round  curl— and 

bushy  to  frightfulness,  from  excess  of 

luxuriant  growth.      He   had   started 

from  London  with  it  rather  too  long ; 

worn  it,  uncombed,  on  a  three  months' 

journey  through  Wales;  and  waited 

till  he  reached  Birmingham,  that  he 

might  have  it  cut  in  the  fashion. 
"  Cut  my  hair,  I  say,  you  devil's 
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baby,"  repeated  this  knight  of  the  ap- 
palling chevelure,  imbibing  a  huge 
draught  from  a  tumbler  of  brandy  and 
water,  which  he  was  consuming  while 
he  dressed,  and  recommencing,  in  a 
horrible  voice,  to  sing  "  The  Lads  of 
Shillelagh,"  a  measure  which  my  en- 
trance had  for  the  moment  interrupt- 
ed. I  obeyed,  but  with  a  trembling 
hand  ;  the  very  first  sight  of  his  head 
had  discomposed  all  my  faculties.  I 
plunged  into  the  operation  of  adjust- 
ing it  as  into  a  voyage  over  sea,  with- 
out rudder  or  compass.  I  cut  a  bit 
here,  and  a  bit  there,  taking  very  lit- 
tle off  at  a  time,  for  fear  of  losing  my 
way;  but  the  detestable  round  curl, 
rolling  itself  up  the  moment  I  let  go 
the  end,  defeated  every  hope,  every 
chance,  of  regularity. 

"  Thin  the  rest,"  blasphemed  the 
sufferer,  "  and  so  leave  it,  for  I'll  not 
wait."  This  command  put  the  finish- 
ing stroke  to  my  perplexity.  Thinning 
was  a  process  entirely  past  my  skill ; 
but  a  fresh  execration,  interrupting 
"  The  Lads  of  Shillelagh,"  left  me  no 
longer  any  power  of  thought.  I  had 
seen  the  business  of  "  thinning"  per- 
formed, although  I  did  not  at  all  com- 
prehend it ;  I  knew  that  the  scissars 
were  to  be  run  through  the  hair  from 
one  side  to  another  with  a  sort  of  snip 
— snip — all  the  way,  so  I  dashed  on — 
snip — snip — through  the  close  round 
curls,  quite  surprised  at  my  own  dex- 
terity, for  about  a  minute  and  a  half; 
and  then,  taking  up  my  comb  to  col- 
lect the  proceeds  of  the  operation, 
three-fourths  of  the  man's  hair  came 
off  at  once  in  rny  hand  ! 

What  followed  I  have  never  exactly 
been  clear  to.  Mr  M'Boot,  I  think, 
felt  the  sudden  chill  occasioned  by  the 
departure  of  his  head-gear:  at  all 
events,  he  put  his  hand  to  his  head, 
and  motioned  to  rise.  I  made  a  rush 
to  the  door,  muttering  something  about 
"  heating  irons;"  but,  as  I  turned 
round,  I  saw  discovery  in  his  eye.  I 
see  him  even  now,  with  a  countenance 
more  in  amazement  than  in  anger, 
standing,  paralyzed,  beside  the  chair 
upon  which  he  had  been  sitting,  and 
rubbing  his  head  with  the  left  hand, 
as  doubting  if  the  right  had  not  mis- 
informed him  ;  but,  at  the  moment 
when  the  thing  occurred,  I  thought 
only  of  my  escape.  I  made  but  one 
step  to  each  flight  of  stairs  ;  clung  to 
the  basket  of  a  London  coach  which 
happened  to  be  starting  at  the  mo- 
ment, and,  in  five  minutes,  with  the 
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"  thinning  scissars"  still  hanging  to 
my  fingers,  lost  sight  of  Birmingham 
— perhaps  for  ever. 

"  My  native  land,  good  night !" 

My  uncle  Sneezum  shook  his  head 
over  the  counter  of  his  little  snuff-shop 
in  the  Seven  Dials,  when  I  humbly 
announced  myself  as  the  eldest  hope 
of  his  eldest  sister,  Grizzel. 

"  Thomas  Ticklepitcher,"  said  he, 
"  if  such  indeed  thou  art,  why  hast 
thou  left  thy  home  and  native  city  ?" 

He  snuffed  up  huge  pinches  of  black 
rappee, — at  least  the  profits  of  a  whole 
day's  sale, — as  he  listened  to  my  un- 
lucky adventure  with  Mr  M'Boot. 
"  Thou  hast  done  ill,  boy,"  he  said, 
"  to  quit  thy  master.  'Twas  but  a 
beating  at  the  worst,  and  such,  I  doubt, 
(on  general  considerations,)  had  done 
thee  service  rather  than  mischief.  Out 
of  my  doors,  boy,"  he  continued,  "  and 
Heaven  be  with  thee.  Begone,  lest  I 
be  prosecuted  for  harbouring  a  rebel- 
lious apprentice." 

The  immediate  enforcement  of  my 
uncle's  command,  (for  by  nothing 
short  of  enforcement  could  I  have  been 
induced  to  obey  it,)  the  post-haste  en- 
forcement of  that  most  merciless  di- 
reqtion,  was  delayed,  for  a  moment, 
by  the  approach  of  a  customer. 
**  A  monster,  a  very  monster,  in  apparel, 
And  not  like  a  Christian  foot-boy." 

It  was  a  wretched-looking  child, 
about  thirteen  years  old — buttoned  into 
a  speckled  jacket,  both  too  long  and  too 
wide  for  it,  and  almost  extinguished 
byaa  hat  of  (once)  shining  leather, 
tied  round  with  a  band  of  tarnished 
yellow  tinsel,  whose  appearance  afford- 
ed me  this  span  of  respite. 

"  An  ounce  of  Scotch,  Mr  Sneez- 
um," wheezed  the  spectre,  in  a  crack- 
ed octave  tone,  raising  its  head  so  as 
to  peep  under  the  brim  of  its  ponder- 
ous hat,  and  so  giving  me  to  see  that 
a  cravat,  white,  perhaps,  in  the  pre- 
vious century,  was  twisted  and  tied  in 
a  quaint  fashion  round  its  neck. 

(C  An  ounce  of  the  best  Scotch,  Mr 
Sneezum,"  it  continued ;  ' '  and,  if  you 
hear  of  a  foot-boy  that  wants  a  place, 
you  are  to  send  him  to  my  master,  for 
I'm  going  away  to-day." 

<f  Going  away,  you  young  dog," 
grumbled  my  uncle,  weighing  the 
snuff,  "  ay,  you  are  all  for  going  away 
— never  know  what  a  good  place  is, 
till  you  lose  it." 
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"  Well,  well,"  returned  the  vision, 
coughing — as  from  an  empty  stomach, 
— and  pulling  up,or  rather  trying  to  pull 
up  at  heel,  the  shoe  which  completed 
the  outline  of  its  four-inch-long  knee- 
breeches,  and  well  splashed  cotton 
stockings,  <c  well,  only  send  any  you 
hear  of ;  for  our  shopman  will  grumble 
wickedly  if  he  has  to  carry  out  the 
physic  stuff  himself :" — and  away  the 
creature  paddled  out  of  the  shop,  look- 
ing like  a  snail  in  the  shell  of  an  un- 
boiled lobster. 

This  was  no  encouraging  specimen 
of  the  condition  of  London  servants  ; 
but  the  fact  cut  two  ways.  If  serving- 
men  were  such,  how  pitiable  their  con- 
dition !  but,  if  such  were  serving-men, 
how  easy  the  situation  of  a  serving- 
man  to  attain  !  I  saw  the  "  out  of  my 
shop,"  which  the  elfin  lacquey's  ap- 
pearance had  interrupted,  rising  again, 
and  peremptorily,  in  the  eye  of  my 
uncle,  and  I  entreated  him  to  allow  me 
to  go  after  the  service  now  becoming 
vacant.  Though  not  tall  enough  for 
the  10th  Hussars,  I  was  a  colossus 
compared  with  the  atomy  who  had 
just  left  the  counter;  and,  besides 
that  I  dreaded  returning  to  Birming- 
ham, I  was  (unless  in  my  hopes  from 
my  uncle's  bounty)  entirely  without 
the  means  of  getting  there. 

Mr  Sneezum,  to  do  him  justice,  had 
no  ill  feeling  towards  me.  So  that 
he  got  me  out  of  his  house — he  cared 
very  little  how — he  had  not  the  least 
wish  that  I  should  be  starved,  if  I 
could  live  other  than  at  his  cost ;  and 
so,  after  a  hard  word  or  two,  as  to  lea- 
ving my  "  bounden  profession,"  and 
some  remarks  about  "  rolling  stones," 
which  I  did  not  distinctly  understand, 
I  got  leave  to  wait  upon  Mr  Camomile 
Bolus,  at  the  sign  of  the  Pestle  and 
Mortar,  near  the  bottom  of  St  Martin's 
Lane. 

"  Surgeon,  apothecary, 
Accoucheur — for  midwife 
Has  grown  vulgar." 
#         #         #      *    *          *         *         # 

I  pondered  as  I  passed  between  Mon- 
mouth  Street  and  Charing  Cross,  upon 
what  my  uncle  had  delivered  as  to  the 
abandonment  of  my  lawful  calling. 
But  my  failure  with  Mr  M'Boot  made 
me  doubt  whether  I  had  a  genius  for 
dressing  hair.  The  distance  I  had  to 
measure  was  trifling  ;  two  wavers  and 
a  resolution  brought  me  to  the  house 
of  Mr  Bolus. 

I  knocked  at  the  private  door, — for 
12 
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there  was  a  shop,  garnished  with  gal- 
lipots, and  faded  green  curtains,  but 
nobody  was  in  it,  —  I  knocked  at  the 
private  door  with  a  trembling  hand, 
and  with  a  hope,  I  hardly  knew  why, 
that  my  pigmy  acquaintance  might 
open  it.  At  the  first  knock  no  one 
came.  A  second  appeal  brought  up  a 
little  girl,  whom  I  conjectured  to  be 
of  the  Doctor's  family,  and  to  whom  I 
stated,  with  much  humility,  that  I 
heard  they  were  in  want  of  "  a  man- 
servant." I  suspected  that  the  term 
"  man"  was  a  little  doubtful  in  such 
a  case,  (though  I  afterwards  found  out 
that  I  had  been  totally  mistaken  in 
such  suspicion.)  But  I  did  not  quite 
like  the  idea  of  (t  boy,"  and  there  was 
no  word,  within  my  knowledge,  of 
convenient  medium. 

Mr  Bolus  was  at  dinner,  so  I  wait- 
ed some  time  in  the  passage,  and  saw 
a  huge  servant-maid  —  a  mere  moun- 
tain of  dirt  and  animal  matter—  run 
once  or  twice  heavily  up  and  down 
Btairs.  Presently,  I  heard  a  voice, 
which,  from  its  penetrating  tone,  I 
judged  to  be  that  of  my  mistress  that 
should  be.  A  kind  of  cold  shivering 
came  over  me  at  the  sound.  I  did  not 
like  the  key.  It  struck  me  as  unfa- 
vourable to  "  men"  (or  other)  ser- 
vants. By  this  time  a  raw-boned, 
sharp-speaking  young  man,  whom  I 
took,  from  his  accent,  to  be  a  Welsh- 
man, came  out  of  a  back  parlour,  and 
passed  by  a  cross  door  into  '  '  the  shop  ;" 
and  the  next  moment,  with  my  heart 
in  my  mouth,  I  was  summoned  into 
the  presence  of  Mr  Bolus. 
t  The  Doctor  was  a  queer  little  ill-fa- 
voured old  man,  not  unlike  my  ho- 
noured relative,  Mr  Sneezum,  in  fi- 
gure. He  asked  me  a  multiplicity  of 
questions,  the  whole  of  which  I  an- 
swered with  that  deference  and  deep 
respect,  which  a  man  generally  feels 
when  his  next  meal  depends  upon  the 
grace  of  the  person  whom  he  is  ad- 
dressing. 

He  asked  —  "  In  what  services  I  had 
lived?" 

"  I  had  come  from  the  country  to 
seek  for  service." 

"  What  had  I  been  used  to  do  ?" 

"  I  had  been  a  barber  ;  but  —  my  — 
my  hand  was  not  steady  enough  to 
shave,  and  so  I  had  left  the  business." 

Mr  Bolus,  for  my  comfort,  wore  a 
powdered  wig  himself.  Doubtless  it 
was  this  circumstance  which  induced 
him  to  regard  an  ex  perruquier  with  a 
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favourable  eye.  He  took  my  reference 
for  character  to  my  uncle,  Mr  Sneez- 
um, who  (as  I  observed)  "  had  the 
honour  to  supply  him  with  snuff;" 
and,  on  the  very  same  afternoon,  I 
had  the  satisfaction  to  be  formally  hi- 
red into  his  service. 

*          *          #          *          * 

"  Your  worship  promised  that  I 
should  have  victuals  at  discretion  ?" 

"  And  so  you  shall,  you  rogue, — at 
my  discretion." 

My  little  predecessor  was  packed  off 
in  the  evening,  before  I  arrived  at  the 
Doctor's  house,  possibly  lest  he  should 
inspire  me  with  notions  prejudicial  to 
my  new  situation.  I  saw  the  great  ser- 
vant-maid, who  had  struck  my  fancy 
the  day  before,  and  was  desired  to  put 
on  the  "  livery,"  which  had  been  worn 
by  the  last  incumbent.  This  direction 
was  easily  given,  but  not  quite  so  easily 
obeyed.  As  I  was  nearly  three  times 
bigger  in  dimension  than  the  appari- 
tion of  the  snuff-shop,  the  suit  was  as 
much  too  little  for  me  as  it  had  been 
superfluously  large  for  him.  The  jack- 
et I  dragged  on  with  a  desperate  effort, 
the  cuffs  reaching  down  not  more  than 
two  inches  below  my  elbow — for  the 
cloth,  which  was  originally  coarse  and 
spongy,  had  become  shrunken  by  long 
use  and  repeated  wetting.*  *  *  Indeed 
the  whole  garment  was  so  heavy,  and 
damp,  and  clammy,  that  I  could  have 
fancied  I  was  wrapping  myself  in  a 
leaden-coffin,  except  that  a  coffin  (un- 
less  in  especial  cases)  serves  one  tenant 
in  its  life  only  ;  whereas,  of  the  inclo- 
sure  into  which  I  was  compressing  my- 
self, I  was,  at  least,  the  two-and-for- 
tieth  occupant. 

But  I  got  on  the  jacket,  which  was 
too  small,  and  the  hat,  which  was  too 
large — the  lower  parts  of  the  dress 
were  absolutely  impracticable.  I  was 
then  sent  my  rounds  with  a  huge  arm- 
pannier  of  phials  and  pill-boxes,  which 
I  found  was  perfectly  well  known  as 
"  the  Doctor's  basket,"  to  all  the  rag- 
ged urchins  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Afterward,  I  was  desired  to  make  my 
own  bed  and  the  assistant's,  one  under 
one  counter,  and  one  under  the  other. 
And,  in  conclusion,  with  a  light,  whole- 
some supper  of  bread  and  cheese,  and 
a  draught  of  small-beer,  ( which  had 
not  its  name  for  nothing,)  I  went  to 
rest  for  the  first  time  in  the  habitation 
of  my  new  master. 

I  would  that  all  those  who  envy  the 
servant  that  wears  a  good  livery,  could 
4F 
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witness  the  condition  of  the  servant 
that  wears  a  bad  one.  T  would  that 
whoever  grudges  the  "  bottom-glass" 
to  the  butler,  had  to  pass  through  all 
the  grades  by  which  the  butler's  dig- 
nity is  arrived  at.  Immortal  be  the 
memory  of  that  author — I  could  al- 
most swear  that  he  was  a  footman 
himself — who  wrote  a  moral  lesson  to 
the  world  in  the  character  (mistaken 
for  humorous)  of  Scrub.  In  the  ser- 
vice of  Mr  Bolus,  what  a  martyrdom 
did  I  suffer  !  John  Rugby,  in  the  play, 
had  an  easy  place  of  it  compared  to 
mine  ;  and  the  old  Frenchman,  Mon- 
sieur Thing-me,  was  a  merciful  master. 

I  got  up,  in  the  frost  and  snow,  at 
six  o'clock  in  the  morning,  swept  shop 
and  watered,  rubbed  windows  and 
knives,  cleaned  master's  and  mistress's 
and  Mr  Ap-Bleedaway's,  and  first  floor 
lodgers'  shoes ;  brushed  clothes,  car- 
ried coals,  wiped  tables,  and  dressed 
master's  wig.  This  was  before  break- 
fast. After  that  meal,  (which  was  very 
soon  over,)  I  fetched  errands  for  the 
house,  and  took  the  children  to  school  ; 
went  round  with  my  master  to  his  pa- 
tients, and  knocked  with  the  bottles, 
after  he  had  paid  the  visit.  Then  I 
came  back,  took  the  old  gig  home  to 
the  stables ;  afterwards  I  laid  the  din- 
ner," for  mistress  could  not  eat  unless 
the  "  man-servant"  waited.  In  the 
evening  I  pounded  medicines,  washed 
phials,  and  rinsed  mortars — trimmed 
lamps,  shut  up  shutters,  and  carried 
out  the  composing  draughts. — Then 
came  the  bit  of  bread  and  cheese,  with 
the  great  servant-maid  in  the  kitchen, 
the  small  beer,  the  making  up  the 
beds,  and  the  counter  again — and  all 
this  performed  for  a  mattress,  that  I 
think  was  stuffed  with  chesnuts.  A 
scanty  allowance  of  food,  (for  even  Mr 
Ap-Bleedaway  could  hardly  make  it 
out ;)  a  small-beer — I  taste  it  now  ! 
Master,  for  economy,  used  to  brew  it 
himself;  and  a  wages  (I  had  almost 
forgot  the  livery,)  of  seven  sterling 
pounds  a-year ! 

I  wore  out  a  sad  twelvemonths  at 
the  sign  of  The  Pestle  and  Mortar.  I 
believe  that  I  must  have  died  if  I  had 
remained  in  the  Doctor's  hands  a  fort- 
night longer.  But,  about  a  week  after 
I  had  turned  my  back  upon  St  Mar- 
tin's-Lane, — with  three  pounds  in  my 
pocket,  and  a  year's  character  to  back 
it, — I  heard  that  Mr  Steptoe  wanted  a 
servan  t ;  and  made  all  expedition  to 
apply  for  the  place. 


"  A  snipt  taffeta  fellow." 
Mr  Steptoe  was  a  dancing-mas- 
ter, and  clean  another  kind  of  man 
than  my  old  master,  the  apothecary. 
I  had  seen  his  bills  stuck  all  over  the 
town  in  flaming  characters — red,  black, 
and  yellow,  about  "  weekly  assem- 
blies," and  "  attending  schools,"  and 
"  private  lessons,"  and  "  cotillons  and 
quadrilles ;"  and  he  lived,  moreover, 
quite  in  the  fashionable  part  of  Lon- 
don— in  John-street,  Tottenham  Court 
Road,  or  (as  he  called  it,)  "  John- 
street,  Fitzroy  Square." 

On  mentioning  my  errand  at  his 
house,  I  was  told  to  wait  awhile,  until 
Mr  Steptoe  had  finished  "  the  lessen 
which  he  was  giving."  As  I  stood  in 
the  hall,  I  heard  music,  and  people 
dancing  up  stairs ;  and  some  young 
men  passed  in  and  out,  like  those  that 
used  to  call  on  Mr  Ap-Bleedaway  on 
a  Sunday.  Presently  the  back-parlour 
door,  which  was  ajar,  blew  open,  and 
there  was  a  fattish  gentleman,  rather 
middle-aged,  standing  with  his  feet  in 
the  stocks.  Then  I  peeped  through 
the  key-hole  of  the  front  parlour  door, 
and  I  saw  a  young  lady  figuring  round 
in  all  manner  of  postures,  and  count- 
ing time — one,  two,  three,  four — all 
the  while  to  herself. 

By  this  time  Mr  Steptoe  came  down 
stairs,  and  he  took  the  elderly  gentle- 
man out  of  the  stocks,  and  told  him  to 
use  the  dumb-bells  at  home  night  and 
morning.  Then  lie  turned  and  spoke 
to  me.  He  was  dressed  very  gay  and 
fine — quite  in  buckles  and  silk-stock- 
ings, though  it  was  only  the  morning  ; 
but  I  was  afraid  to  think  too  well  of 
the  place  for  all  that,  for  the  house 
had  a  cold  and  desolate  look,  like,  and 
I  saw  as  I  came  in,  that  there  was  no 
fire  in  the  kitchen. 

The  first  question  Mr  Steptoe  asked 
me  was — whether  I  could  play  upon 
the  fiddle  ?  And  when  I  answered  that 
I  could,  (for  I  had  learned  a  little 
upon  an  old  violin  of  Mr  Ap-Bleeda- 
way's,) he  said  that  I  should  be  his 
apprentice,  and  that  he  would  teach 
me  to  dance.  'But  I  knew  that  ap- 
prentices got  no  wages,  so  I  declined 
his  offer  with  thanks.  lie  shook  his 
head  at  this,  arid  said  he  feared  "  I 
should  not  do ;"  but,  if  I  could  make 
myself  very  smart,  (for  everything 
about  him  must  be  very  smart,  and 
he  should  not  give  me  a  livery  until 
he  saw  whether  I  suited  him,)  I  might 
come  and  try  his  service  for  a  while. 
It  was  an  evil  hour  fgr  me  when  I 
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accepted  this  permission.  I  laid  out 
two  pounds  of  hard-earned  money  in 
u  neat  green  frock  and  leather  inex- 
pressibles, not  one  farthing  of  which 
t  was  ever  to  see  again.  Then,  for  la- 
bour, I  was  worse  off  than  I  had  been 
with  Mr  Bolus.  First,  I  had  the  house- 
work (every  day)  to  do  in  the  morn- 
ing ;  and  then  I  went  about  with  mas- 
ter to  the  schools,  or  played  the  fiddle 
at  home,  all  the  while  he  gave  lessons. 
On  Friday  nights  were  our  "  assem- 
blies," when  I  had  to  open  the  door, 
and  hand  the  negus.  My  master,  by 
law,  could  not  take  money  for  admis- 
sion ;  so  we  gave  away  the  ball-ticket, 
and  sold  a  ticket  for  refreshments,  and 
cheated  the  justices  that  way.  Then, 
after  the  dance  was  over,  I  fetched 
coaches  to  take  away  the  "  ladies  and 
gentlemen."  Some  of  the  ladies  were 
very  gay  and  showy  indeed ;  and  they 
used  to  be  admitted  (negus  and  all) 
for  nothing.  Others  were  milliners,  fea- 
ther-dressers, and  straw-bonnet  ma- 
kers. Agoodmany  vferefigurantesat  the 
minor  theatres,  or  smart  servant  girls, 
the  ladies'  maids  of  the  neighbour- 
hood. The  "  gentlemen"  (from  whom 
our  chief  profit  arose)  were  shopmen 
and  clerks,  waiters  at  coffee-houses, 
and  apprentices.  Now  and  then  a  real 
gentleman  would  come  for  a  frolic. 
These  never  danced  or  took  any  les- 
sons in  dancing ;  but  my  master  treat- 
ed them  with  great  respect  notwith- 
standing ;  and  it  was  generally  a  shil- 
ling in  my  pocket  whenever  they  call- 
ed at  our  house  afterwards.  But,  alas  ! 
these  shillings  were  all  that  I  ever  re- 
ceived in  the  employ  of  Mr  Steptoe  ! 
We  went  on  pretty  smoothly  for  about 
three  months  after  I  came  to  him; 
but  direful  misfortune  overtook  us  at 
last.  One  morning,  when  I  went  as 
usual  to  fetch  our  gig  from  the  sta- 
bles, the  stable-keeper  said  that  he 
should  not  let  it  go  out,  for  we  owed 
him  more  than  he  should  be  able  to 
sell  it  for ;  a  few  days  afterwards  our 
goods  were  seized  for  rent,  and  mas- 
ter (while  he  pretended  to  send  me 
into  the  city  on  a  message)  went  off 
himself  upon  the  sly,  and  carried  off 
all  he  could  sack  along  with  him.  I 
saw  him  once,  a  long  time  afterwards, 
acting  Pantaloon  in  a  show  at  Bartho- 
lomew Fair,  and  the  young  lady  that 
used  to  count  time  in  the  front  par- 
lour was  playing  Colombine;  but,  when 
I  asked  him  for  money,  he  protested 
he  had  not  a  shilling,  adding,  that  "  if 
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he  had  his  rights,"  he  should  soon  be 
"  at  the  opera,"  and  then  he  would 
pay  me  and  everybody  else. 

"  Where  shall  I  dine  ?" 

This  affair,  as  may  be  supposed,  was 
a  sad  blow  to  a  lad  like  me.  I  lost 
my  wages,  and  my  place,  and  three- 
and-sixpence,  money  lent.  At  first  I 
thought  of  hiring  a  dancing-room  my- 
self, and  putting  up, <f  Ticklepitcher, 
late  pupil  and  successor  to  Mr  Step- 
toe."  But  I  knew  that  there  was  no- 
thing^to  be  done  without  the  "assem- 
blies," and  the  negus,  and  the  red  let- 
ters in  the  bills ;  and  1  had  neither 
credit  nor  capital  for  such  an  under- 
taking. 

Then  I  went  to  live  (just  to  make  a 
shift  for  a  while)  with  a  top- tailor  near 
Bond-Street,  who  had  a  fine  furnished 
house,  which  he  let  out  to  gentlemen 
in  the  fashionable  season — giving  par- 
ties in  it  to  his  brother-tradesmen 
when  the  lodgers  were  out  of  town. 
But  here  there  were  so  many  masters 
and  so  much  work,  that,  though  I  had 
the  gayest  livery  that  ever  was  seen, 
— light-blue,  faced  with  scarlet,  and 
plush  breeches  to  match, — master  made 
me  wear  it  for  a  pattern,  that  other 
folks  might  order  the  same — yet  I 
found  the  place  too  much  for  my  pa- 
tience, and  quitted  it,  at  all  hazards, 
in  less  than  a  fortnight. 

My  next  master  was  a  Mr  Gabble- 
gown,  a  lawyer  in  the  Temple ;  and  I 
got  his  service,  when  I  was  in  great 
need  of  it,  through  having  carried  phy- 
sic to  him  when  I  lived  at  Mr  Bolus's. 
He  hired  me  both  as  clerk  and  per- 
sonal servant ;  and  I  staid  with  him, 
partly  out  of  inclination,  partly  out  of 
necessity,  almost  twelve  months.  In- 
deed I  found  out  in  this  place  that 
other  folks  might  be  unhappy  besides 
footmen.  My  master  was  an  excellent 
lawyer,  I  am  sure,  (for  he  told  me  so 
himself  a  hundred  times  ;)  but,  some- 
how or  other,  he  got  no  practice.  He 
used  to  go  down  and  sit  in  the  courts 
all  day,  and  bow  to  the  judges,  and 
nod  to  the  attorneys ;  but  still  it  would 
not  do. 

At  last,  we  did  get  a  brief  at  the 
Clerkenwell  Sessions  to  defend  an  old 
woman  for  stealing  public-house  pots ; 
and,  if  ever  an  old  woman  was  in  luck, 
that  old  woman  was  in  luck  to  have 
come  to  us  !  My  master  went  into 
court  with  his  wig  fresh  powdered,  and 
took  nineteen  objections  to  the  form 
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of  the  indictment.  Then  he  made  a 
speech  for  the  defence,  which  would 
have  done,  I  am  sure,  for  a  defence  of 
high  treason.  It  lasted  above  two  hours 
and  a  half  as  it  was ;  and  I  know  it 
would  have  lasted  longer,  (for  I  had 
copied  it  out  myself  the  day  before,) 
only  that  the  judge,  or  chairman,  I 
think  they  called  him,  interfered.  We 
went  to  bed  in  .high  glee,  though  our 
client  was  convicted,  and  borrowed  all 
the  newspapers  next  morning  to  read 
what  was  said  about  the  case ;  but, 
would  any  one  believe  the  neglect  of 
those  news-writers  !  there  was  no  no- 
tics  of  our  trial  at  all  in  any  paper  but 
one  i  and,  in  that,  our  speech  was  en- 
tirely left  out !  I  never  knew  a  gen- 
tleman more  provoked  than  my  master 
was  on  that  occasion.  I  remember  he 
was  in  such  a  passion  the  whole  of  the 
day,  that,  though  a  dozen  people  call- 
ed that  he  owed  money  to,  he  would 
not  see  one  of  them. 

We  got  into  print,  however,  in  some 
quarters,  if  the  newspapers  did  us  in- 
justice, for  my  master  wrote  occasion- 
ally for  one  of  the  minor  magazines, 
It  was  the  theatrical  criticisms  princi- 
pally that  he  used  to  do.  He  used  to 
dictate,  and  I  used  to  write.  He  took 
the  opinions  out  of  the  morning  pa- 
pers, and  the  jokes  out  of  some  old 
play-books  that  he  had ;  and  this  turn* 
ed  to  account,  for  we  always  had  tic- 
kets for  the  theatre ;  and  sometimes 
used  to  send  beside  for  orders  to  the 
performers,  who  generally  gave  them 
with  great  good-nature  and  politeness. 
But  although  I  had  not  much  hard 
work  to  complain  of  with  Mr  Gabble- 
gown,  yet  I  nad  the  deuce  and  all  of 
difficulty  ever  to  get  any  wages.  Then 
I  was  run  off  my  feet  with  carrying 
books,  which  he  wrote,  to  all  the  pub- 
lishers in  town  ;  and  always  having  to 
fetch  them  back  again.  Then  another 
thing  which  was  unbearable  was,  that 
he  used  constantly  to  dine  abroad; 
and  almost  always  on  such  occasions 
forgot  that  I  had  to  dine  at  home ;  and, 
above  all,  I  had  now  grown  up  to  a 
respectable  figure; — I  could  have  look- 
ed down  upon  Corporal  Stock,  and  even 
the  serjeant  of  the  10th  hussars  would 
not  have  blushed  to  notice  me ; — in 
short,  I  had  lived  in  various  services, 
and  knew  (or  thought  I  knew)  some- 
thing of  the  world ;  and,  seeing  no  rea- 
son why  I  should  not  die  an  exciseman 
as  well  as  my  neighbours,  I  resolved  to 
give  up  plebeian  allegiance  altogether, 


and,  in  future,  black  no  boots  but  those 
of  persons  of  distinction. 

*        #        *        #        * 

"  We,  who  have  the  honour  to  serve  no- 
bility." 

Did  you  ever,  in  your  visits  to  Lon- 
don, Mr  Editor,  walk  round  Grosve- 
nor-Square  about  nine  o'clock  on  a 
nnesummer'sevening?  You  must  have 
taken  notice,  I  am  sure,  of  the  glorious 
mansions  in  that  neighbourhood,— 
with  their  spacious  entries,  splendid 
halls,  ample  offices,  and  noble  gar- 
dens ?  Did  the  peculiar  repose  of  the 
streets  in  this  quarter  ever  strike  you, 
Mr  Editor  ?  The  vicinity  seeming  in 
a  manner  to  be  a  world  of  itself,— a 
region  into  which  business  or  vulgari- 
ty never  entered,  and  where  every  ob- 
ject you  met  was  an  appurtenance  to 
grandeur  ?  I  declare  to  you,  Mr  Edi- 
tor, that,  whenever  I  carried  a  letter 
from  my  master,  the  counsellor,  to  any 
of  the  great  houses  about  this  neigh- 
bourhood, I  used  to  feel  a  sort  of  awe 
as  I  entered  the  boundary  of  the  pa- 
rish ;  and  I  am  sure  I  walked  along 
the  streets  as  if  I  had  stolen  some- 
thing. Oh  !  when  I  saw  a  fat  porter, 
laced  from  head  to  foot,  sitting  like  an 
emperor  in  his  great  hall  chair,  or 
snuffing  the  air  at  his  street  door,  I 
could  not  help  fancying  that  I  stood 
in  the  presence  of  a  superior  being. 
As  I  live  by  cast  clothes,  Mr  Editor, 
I  can  distinguish  at  this  moment  blind- 
fold— by  the  mere  atmosphere — be- 
tween the  parishes  of  Bloomsbury  and 
St  James's.  I  heard  a  gentleman  say 
once,  who  was  come  from  abroad,  that 
he  had  brought  over  a  cameleon  with 
him ;  but  that  it  died  coming  through 
the  city. 

You  will  imagine  my  delight  then, 
Mr  Editor,  on  hearing,  from  a  butler 
who  patronized  me,  that  the  Hon. 
Mrs  Whirligig  wanted  a  footman  five 
feet  eight  inches  high.  Fixed  with  this 
lady,  only  two  doors  out  of  Portman- 
Square,  with  four  male  companions 
in  servitude,  and  in  the  society  of  al- 
most twice  as  many  damsels, — with 
splendid  accoutrements,  good  cuisine, 
liberal  stipend,  and  small  beer  un- 
known,— I  made  up  my  mind  that  I 
was  settled  for  life.  But  there  are  cir- 
cumstances, sir — I  am  afraid  you  will 
begin  to  think  that  I  can  never  be  con- 
tented,— but  there  are  circumstances 
which  may  neutralize  even  advantages 
like  these ! 

The   Honourable   Mrs   Whirligig 
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had,  I  believe,  no  other  fault  than  that 
of  being  the  most  unreasonable  wo-- 
man  in  the  world.  She  was  good-na- 
tured at  times  ;  but  fact  never  made 
any  impression  upon  her.  Setting  all 
hours  and  regulations  at  defiance  her- 
self, she  was  furious  from  morning 
till  night  at  the  irregularity  of  her  de- 
pendants. If  she  wanted  a  particular 
tradesman  at  one  o'clock,  it  was  use- 
less to  say,  that  he  had  been  ordered 
to  come  at  two.  From  the  moment 
a  new  Waverley  Novel  was  advertised, 
what  ratings  did  I  not  receive,  if  it 
happened  to  be  detained  on  the  road  ! 
I  don't  think  she  once  gave  me  a  right 
direction  all  the  while  I  lived  with 
her ;  but,  if  I  had  failed  to  find  any 
place,  ( even  although  there  were  no 
such  place  in  the  world,)  dismission, 
without  a  character,  would  have  been 
my  lightest  punishment. 

Then  the  walks,  and  the  messages, 
in  every  weather,  were  inconceivable. 
After  sending  me  through  a  hail-storm 
from  Berkeley-Square  to  the  Bank, 
she  would  be  surprised  that  I  was  not 
ready  to  wait  in  the  drawing-room  the 
moment  I  came  back.  She  had  a 
quantity  of  gold-fish  too,  who  seemed 
to  have  been  spawned  for  my  especial 
torment.  There  was  a  pump  in  the 
garden  of  Lady  Anne  Somebody,  full 
a  mile  and  a  half  off,  the  water  of 
which  was  sovereign,  she  fancied,  for 
the  health  of  gold  fishes ;  and  to  this 
pump,  with  two  great  pitchers,  I  was 
compelled  to  walk  every  day.  Again, 
as  ladies'  footman,  it  was  my  duty  to 
attend  the  ladies  of  our  family  on  all 
occasions ;  and  the  power  even  of  a 
London  footman  has  its  limits.  All 
the  ladies  of  our  family  kept  different 
hours  of  business  and  amusement,  and 
all  expected  me  to  be  always  ready. 
My  mistress  kept  me  up  at  parties  the 
whole  night ;  and  the  young  ladies, 
her  daughters,  kept  me  out  shopping 
the  whole  day.  I  used  to  come  home 
with  my  mistress  at  four  o'clock  in  a 
summer  s  morning  from  a  rout ;  and 
the  young  ladies,  and  their  governess, 
wanted  me  to  take  their  morning's 
walk  with  them  at  six  ! 
"  Francis  ! 

Anon,  anon,  sir." 

I  might  go  on  to  give  the  details 
of  my  subsequent  services  with  the 
Dowager-Countess  of  Skin-Flint,  and 
the  West  India  Governor  Whip  and 
Strip— with  the  first  of  whom  I  lived 
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in  a  superb  family  mansion,  where 
board-wages,  of  the  closest  character, 
were  the  order  of  the  day ;  while  the 
governor,  who  chose  to  make  his  ser- 
vants "  part  of  his  family,"  having 
found  negroes  thrive  well  on  salt  fish 
and  damaged  rice,  saw  no  reason  why 
the  same  diet  should  not  prove  salu« 
tary  to  English  domestics. 

I  might  speak  of  the  Miss  Just- 
enoughs,  who  jobbed  a  carriage,  and 
dined  upon  eggs  and  bacon  ;  but  who, 
nevertheless,  discharged  me  for  taking 
my  hand  once  from  my  hat,  in  listen- 
ing to  a  message  much  longer  than  a 
bill  in  Chancery. 

Or  I  might  talk  of  the  Earl  of  Cut- 
and-run,  with  whom  luxury  was  even 
matter  of  command ;  but  who  turned 
me  off,  nevertheless,  for  refusing  to 
hang  a  Newfoundland  dog,  when  the 
animal  would  not  jump  a  fifth  time 
off  Richmond-bridge  for  a  wager. 

I  might  go  on,  too,  to  relate  the 
thousand-and-one  rebuffs  which  I  re- 
ceived in  the  course  of  my  various 
applications  for  service.  My  being 
rejected  at  one  house,  because  I  was 
too  tall — at  the  next,  because  I  was 
too  short — at  a  third,  because  I  was 
not  "  serious" — at  a  dozen,  because  I 
did  not  fit  the  last  man's  livery.  I 
might  comment  generally  upon  the 
unfairness  of  masters  and  mistresses, 
who  blame  servants  for  bad  weather, 
non-arrival  of  the  post,  intrusion  of 
unwelcome  guests,  and  all  other  cur- 
rent inconveniences— who  measure,  in 
their  estimate  of  fitting  employment, 
the  greatest  quantity  of  work  which 
can  be  done  in  the  hour,  and  expect 
just  four-and-twenty  times  as  much  to 
be  performed  in  the  day — who  devise 
impossibilities  with  infinite  thought, 
and  expect  to  have  them  performed 
without  any  thought  at  all— -who  make 
up  their  minds,  whenever  any  article 
is  missing,  that  "  the  servant"  must 
have  taken  it,  because  he  is  obviously 
the  person  most  in  need  of  it — who 
allow  their  domestics  not  even  those 
infirmities  which  are  inseparable  from 
our  common  nature— who  believe  them 
impervious  to  wet,  insensible  to  cold, 
and  unsusceptible  of  fatigue — who  talk 
ever  of  their  mercenary  feeling,  their 
ingratitude,  or  their  infidelity — and 
look  for  devotion,  disinterestedness, 
and  affection,  in  a  being  who  only 
exists  upon  the  tenure  of  their  caprice  ; 
and  who  is  but  too  well  aware,  that, 
after  years  of  faithful  service,  it  needs 
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but  the  whim  of  a  moment,  and  he 
has  to  begin  the  world  again. 

But  I  will  not,  unless  in  passing, 
complain  of  these  afflictions.  On  the 
contrary,  I  will  confess,  in  earnest  of 
repentance — I  will  acknowledge  my 
own  crimes,  for  iniquities  I  have  com- 
mitted. 

I  do  repent  me  that,  while  starving 
in  the  service  of  the  Miss  Justenoughs, 
I  ate  the  mince  meat  out  of  certain 
pies,  and  stuck  the  tops  on  again  as 
before — to  the  manifest  discredit  and 
severe  jobation  of  the  pastry  cook.  I 
do  regret  that  out  of  aversion  to  Mr 
Twangle,  the  music  teacher,  I  spilled 
ti  plate  of  soup  into  his  lap  one  day, 
when  he  dined  with  the  Earl  of  Cut- 
and-run.  I  regret  that  1  strangled  two 
of  Mrs  Whirligig's  gold  fishes,  to  make 
her  think  that  the  water,  a  mile  and  a 
half  off,  was  unwholesome  for  them — I 
regret  that  I  rubbed  a  hole  in  Gover- 
ner  Whip  and  Strip's  livery,  because 
he  contracted  with  his  tailor,  and  re- 
turned the  old  clothes.  I  say,  in  sin- 
cerity, that  I  do  repent  these  things  ; 
and  that,  spite  of  temptation  or  provo- 
cation, I  will  so  offend  no  more. 

*'  Liberty  and  Fleet  Street  for  ever  T* 
Thanks  be,  however,  to  the  rod 
which,  in  the  Blue-coat  school  of  Bir- 
mingham, awakened  in  me  the  spirit 
of  reading  and  writing  !  I  speak,  for- 
tune be  praised,  not  from  the  pressure 
of  immediate  feeling,  for  I  have  a  bet- 
ter service,  at  present,  than  falls  to 
the  lot  of  most.  My  master  is  a  be- 
nevolent, and,  what  is  more,  a  consi- 
derate man ;  and,  but  that  he  has  an 
unlucky  turn  for  mechanical  inven- 
tion, and  will  keep  devising  machines 
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to  assist  me  in  my  work,  which  are 
more  trouble  to  look  after,  than  it 
would  be  to  do  the  work  three  times 
over  ;  but  for  this,  my  situation  would 
be  a  footman's  bed  of  roses. 

But,  if  I  need  not  now  speak  for 
myself,  Mr  Editor,  I  have  a  feeling 
for  my  fellows.  This  appeal  is  not 
the  first  exertion  that  I  have  made  on 
behalf  of  my  class  generally.  I  was 
the  man  who  laid  the  corner-sixpence 
of  the  Servant's  New  Benefit  Society 
— It  is  I  who  have  lately,  intent  upon 
justice,  so  often  paid  the  expense  of 
summoning  the  Register  office-keeper 
— I  was  the  man  who  led  the  battle, 
last  season,  at  the  Opera-house,  when 
the  footmen  were  to  have  been  ousted 
from  the  waiting  room,  which  belong- 
ed to  them  ;  and  I  have  a  petition  now 
lying  in  my  pantry  for  signature,  pray- 
ing that  an  additional  duty  may  be  im- 
posed upon  that  vile  small  beer ;  which 
many  a  stout  stomach  has  disturbed  so 
terribly  ! 

If  these  slight  remarks,  Mr  Editor, 
finding  their  way  into  your  publica- 
tion, should  save  one  footman  from  a 
damp  garret,  my  labour  will  not  be 
quite  lost.  May  they  weigh  with  those 
candid  and  clement  minds,  who  ex- 
pect all  personal  accomplishments,  all 
cardinal  virtues,  intuitive  perception, 
and  universal  knowledge,  for  twenty 
guineas  a-year,  and  "  the  run  of  the 
kitchen!"  At  all  events,  Mr  Editor, 
for  myself  I  may  say — "  if  you  accept 
them,  then  their  worth  is  great ;"  and 
there  will  be  no  compliment  in  my 
adding,  that  you  will  always  be  able 
to  command  the  services,  as  well  as 
the  gratitude,  of  your  constant  reader, 
THOMAS  TICKLEPITCHER. 
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SIX  SONNETS  ON  THE   SCENERY  OF  THE   ESK. 
SONNET  DEDICATORY. 

Although  a  hundred  leagues  of  weary  soil, 

Rivers,  and  plains,  and  mountains,  stretch  between, 
And  years  of  gloom  have  pass'd,  since  we  were  seen 

On  Esk  s  green  banks,  abroad  at  early  toil  ; 

(What  time  ascending  to  the  lucid  skies 

The  summer  lark  far  up  his  singing  shrouds,) 
Bidding  upon  the  snowy  sheet  to  rise 

The  hills — the  hamlets — and  the  morning  clouds — 

Yet,  Edward,  deem  not,  'mid  a  world  of  strife, 
That  thoughts  of  early  days  can  ever  fade, 
Or  late-found  friendships  overcast  with  shade 

The  dear,  the  heartfelt  joys  of  early  life. 
^    Let  then  these  trifles  a  memorial  be 
To  thy  benignant  heart,  of  Esk  and  me  ! 


No.  I. 

A  mountain  child,  'mid  Pentland's  solitudes, 
Thou  risest,  murmuring  Esk,  and  lapsing  on, 
Between  rude  banks,  o'er  rock  and  mossy  stone, 

Glitterest  remote,  where  seldom  step  intrudes ; 

Nor  unremoved,  as,  with  a  broader  tide, 

Thou  windest  through  the  glens  of  Woodhousclccy" 
Where  'mid  the  song  of  bird,  the  hum  of  bee, 

A  bard  with  scenes  Arcadian  cloth'd  thy  side, 

The  pastoral  Ramsay. — Lofty  woods  embower 
Thy  rocky  bed  'mid  Roslin's  forest  deep, 
Above  whose  top  time-hallowed  ruins  peep 

Of  castle  and  chapelle  ;t  yea,  to  this  hour 

Grey  Hawthornden  looks  downward  from  its  steep, 

To  tell  of  Druminond,^  poesy's  bright  flower. 


•  It  is  here  that  the  scenery  of  that  inimitable  pastoral,  "  The  Gentle  Shepherd,"  is 
placed.  It  has  become,  like  the  poetry  of  Tasso  to  the  Italians,  thoroughly  national  in 
Scotland,  and  in  the  best  sense  of  the  word,  national.  It  is  pleasing  to  find,  that  Camp- 
bell, in  his  Specimens  of  the  Poets,  stands  forward  in  defence  of  this  domestic  drama, 
with  a  truly  chivalrous  ardour. — Embellished  editions  of  this  poem  are  frequent,  and 
many  paintings  in  reference  to  it  have  been  made  from  the  actual  scenery — "  Habbie's 
How"  has  long  been  one  of  the  favourite  resorts  for  rural  festivities,  during  the  sum- 
mer  months,  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  metropolis. 

f  Castle  and  Chapelle. 

The  Castle  of  Roslin  is  now  almost  in  a  state  of  entire  ruin,  only  an  apartment  or 
two,  at  the  upper  part  of  the  south-eastern  extremity,  being  habitable. 

The  Chapel,  so  famous  in  the  earlier  poems  of  Scott,  is  still  remarkably  entire ;  and 

one  of  the  principal  curiosities  in  the  county  to  which  travellers  resort See  Lay  of  the 

Last  Minstrel,  Forsyth's  Beauties  of  Scotland,  and  Peter's  Letters,  Vol.  III. 

£  Grey  Hawthornden. 

A  poetical  licence  is  here  taken,  the  present  house  being  an  almost  completely  mo- 
dernized one.  In  it  are  portraits  of  Drummond  and  Ben  Jonson.  For  a  conversation 
between  these  sages  concerning  the  merits  of  many  old  English  authors,  vide  the  folio 
edition  of  Drummond's  Works,  page  224.  It  was  for  this  conversation  that  the  cha- 
racter of  the  poet  of  Hawthornden  is  so  severely  handled  by  Mr  Gifford,  in  his  edition  of 
the  works  or  the  «'  Rare  Ben."  For  a  fine  dramatic  sketch  of  the  same,  see  Tim's 
Magic  Lantern,  No.  VIII.  in  Vol.  IV.  of  this  Magazine.  Wordsworth  also  vi- 
sited Mr  Gillies  amid  the  same  scenery  ;  and  has  left  a  fine  sonnet  commemorative  of 
"  Roslin's  faded  grove." 
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NOT  lovelier  to  the  bard's  enamour'cl  gaze, 
Winded  Italian  Mincio  o'er  its  bed, 
By  whispering  reeds  o'erhung  !*  when  calmly  led 

To  meditate  what  rural  life  displays : 

Trees  statelier  do  not  canopy  with  gloom 
The  brooks  of  Vallambrosa,  t  nor  do  flowers, 
Beneath  Ausonia's  sky,  which  seldom  lowers, 

Empurple  dark-eyed  Brenta'sJ  banks  with  bloom, 

Fairer  than  thine,  romantic  Esk,  so  bright 
Thou  shin'st,  a  mirror  for  the  cooing  dove, 
That  sidelong  eyes  its  form  with  selfish  love, 

Well  pleased ;  'mid  blosmy  furze,  with  bosom  light, 
All  day  the  linnet  carrols,  and,  from  grove, 

The  blackbird  sings  to  thee  at  fall  of  night. 

*  By  whispering  reeds  o'erhung — 

Hio  viridis  tenera  praetexit  arundine  ripas 
Mincius.  MEL.  Bucolic,  vii. 

f  The  brooks  of  Vallambrosa— 

i          Thick  as  autumnal  leaves,  that  strew 

The  brooks  of  Vallambrosa.  Paradise  Lost. 

%  Empurple  dark-eyed  Brenta — 
— — .  Gently  flows 
The  deep-dy'd  Brenta.  Childe  Harold,  C.  iv. 


No.  III. 

DOWN  from  the  gloomy  forests  of  Dalkeith, 

Where  majesty  surrounds  a  ducal  home, 

Between  fresh  corn-fields,  gleaming,  thou  dost  come ; 
Bush,  scaur,  and  rock,  and  hazelly  shaw  beneath  : 
High  tow'ring,  'mid  its  slopes  of  orchard  ground, 

Stands  Inveresk,  with  its  proud  villas  fair,* 

Scotland's  Montpclier,  for  salubrious  air, 
And  beauteous  prospect,wide  and  far  renown'd. — 
What  else  could  be,  since  thou,  \v^h  lapsing  tide, 

Below  dost  murmur  pleasantly,  thy  green 

And  daisied  banks  outspread,  where  frequent  seen, 
The  browsing  heifer  shews  her  dappled  side, 
And,  'mid  the  bloom-bright  furze,  are  oft  descried 

Anglers,  that  patient  o'er  thy  mirror  lean. 

*  "  Inveresk,  with  its  proud  villas  fair,"  is  beautifully  situated  on  a  little  hill,  on  the 
northern  border  of  the  Esk  ;  orchards  and  gardens  stretching  from  behind  the  village, 
which  is  shaped  like  a  half  moon,  to  the  slip  of  meadow  ground,  which  borders  the 
river.  From  the  beauty  of  its  situation,  and  the  healthiness  of  the  climate,  it  obtained 
of  old  the  title  of  the  Montpelier  of  Scotland. 

This  hill  has  been  identified  as  the  situation  of  a  Roman  colony,  from  numerous  coins 
and  relics  of  antiquity,  which  have  at  various  times  been  dug  up.  About  thirty  years 
ago,  a  Roman  bath  was  discovered  almost  entire.  Vid.  Sir  John  Sinclair. 

During  the  civil  wars,  Oliver  Cromwell  used  the  Church  of  St  Michael,  on  this  hill, 
as  barracks  for  his  cavalry  ;  and  threw  up  a  mound  in  the  churchyard,  for  commanding 
the  mouth  of  the  Esk  by  cannon.  The  mound  is  still  entire.  Not  many  years  ago,  a 
subterraneous  magazine  of  gunpowder  was  discovered  not  far  from  the  spot. 

The  bridge  over  the  Esk  is  supposed  to  be  of  Roman  construction  ;  but  no  traces  of 
its  date  are  extant. 

Three  fields  of  battle  are  within  three  miles  of  Inveresk  :— .Carberry  to  the  south ; 
Pinkie  immediately  beneath  it ;  and  Prestonpans  to  the  east. 
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Delightful  'tis,  and  soothing  sweet,  at  eve, 
When  sunlight,  like  a  dream,  hath  pass'd  away, 
O'er  Pentland's  far-off  peaks,  and  shades  of  grey 

Around  the  landscape  enviously  weave ; 

To  stand  upon  this  high  walk,  canopied 

With  stately  lime-trees,  forming  gorgeous  bowers, 
'Mid  perfumes  bland  of  honey-scented  flowers ; 

To  gaze  upon  the  fields  out-stretching  wide, 

To  mark  the  distant  hills  of  sombre  hue, 
That  range  along  the  South,  out-stretching  far, 
And  thee,  translucent  Esk,  with  face  of  blue, 

While,  as  enamour'd,  the  bright  Evening  star 

Looks  on  thy  deeps,  its  loveliness  to  view. 


No.  V. 

A  beech  tree  spreads  aloft  its  emerald  boughs ; 
And,  on  a  couch  of  velvet  moss  beneath, 
I  rest  alone ;  the  west  wind's  perfumed  breath 

Sighs  past,  'tis  Summer's  gentle  evening  close. 

Smooth  Esk  !  above  thy  tide  the  insects  weave, 
Mixing  and  meeting  oft,  their  twilight  dance, 
While  o'er  the  crown  of  Arthur's  Seat  a  glance 

Of  crimson  plays — the  sun-shine's  glorious  leave. 

The  blackbird's  voice  hath  died  amid  the  wood, 
And  all  is  still — Ah  !  what  is  human  life  ? 

A  lightning  flash,  the  memory  of  a  dream  ! 

Where  are  the  joyful  hearts  that,  by  this  stream, 

Sought  fruits  and  wild-flowers,  loud  in  boyhood's  strife  ? 

There  is  no  sound, — I  muse  in  solitude  ! 


No.  VI. 

How  often,  resting  on  this  verdant  sod, 

Have  I,  blue  Esk,  thy  dimpling  current  viewed, 

Gliding  serene,  amid  a  solitude, 
As  fair  as  e'er  by  human  foot  was  trod ! 
Here,  o'er  thy  mirror,  hangs  the  osier  bough, 

Tall,  lithe,  and  yellow,  with  its  pointed  leaves  ; 

There,  in  the  shade,  where  prickly  bramble  weaves 
With  the  sloe-thorn,  crow-flowers  and  harebells  blow : 
Nor  is  thy  wave  unbroken  by  the  leap 

Of  speckled  trout,  what  time  the  summer  flies 

^  Hover  in  sportive  dance,  and  cloudless  skies 
O'erarch  thy  banks,  with  glory  calm  and  deep ; 

Whilst  thou  unmark  d  art  moving  to  the  sea, 

Silent,  like  Time  towards  Eternity  ! 
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LONDON. 


A  New  Monthly  Asiatic' Journal*  will 
.  commence  on  the  list  of  January,  entitled, 
•*  The  Oriental  Herald  and  Colonial  Ad- 
vocate."  It  will  be  conducted  by  Mr  J.  S. 
Buckingham,  late  Editor  of  the  Calcutta 
Journal,  with  the  view  of  affording  an  op- 
portunity of  promoting,  by  inquiry  and 
discussion,  the  Important  Interests,  Lite- 
rary, Political,  and  Commercial,  of  the 
British  Empire  in  both  the  Indies. 

Robert  Southey,'  Esq,  has  in  the  press, 
a  work  entitled,  A  Tale  of  Paraguay. 

Former  Scenes  Renewed ;  or,  Notes, 
Classical  and  Historical,  taken  in  a  journey 
into  France,  Spain,  Italy,  Switzerland, 
Germany,  Flanders,  and  Holland,  and  re- 
sidence in  those  countries  in  the  years  1818, 
18 119,  1820,  and  1821  ;  interspersed  with 
Historical  Anecdotes?  and  Memoirs  of  the 
Seven  Grand  Dukes  of  the  House  of  Me- 
dici, and  of  the  different  Dynasties  of  Na- 
ples and  Milan.  Dedicated,  by  permission, 
to  her  Majesty,  the  Queen  Dowager  of 
Wirtemberg,  late  Princess  Royal  of  Eng- 
land, and  sister  to  George  the  IV.  King  of 
Great  Britain.  By  Thomas  Pennington, 
A.M — is  now  in  the  press. 

Shortly  will  be  published,  Dublin  Pro- 
blems ;  being  a  Collection  of  Questions  pro- 
posed to  the  Candidates  for  the  Gold  Me- 
dal at  the  General  Examinations,  from  1801 
to  1816  inclusive;  which  is  succeeded  by 
an  account  of  the  Fellowship  Examination 
in  1823. 

A  Midsummer  Dayrs  Dream,  by  Edwin 
Atherstone,  author  of  "  The  Last  Days  of 
Herculaneum,"  &c. 

A  Dictionary  of  English  Quotations,  in 
Three  Parts Part  1st,  to  consist  of  Quo- 
tations from  Shakespeare;  Part  2d,  of  Quo- 
tations from  the  other  Poets  in  blank  verse  ; 
and  Part  3d,  of  Quotations  in  Verse. 

In  the  press,  Thoughts,  chiefly  designed 
as  Preparative  to  Private  Devotion.  By  John 
Sheppard,  Esq.  of  Frome,  Somerset. 

In  the  press,  Clavis  Horatiana  ;  or,  a 
Key  to  the  Odes  of  Horace.  To  which  is 
prefixed  a  Life  of  the  Poet,  and  an  Account 
of  the  Horatian  Metres.  For  the  use  of 
Schools.  In  one  vol. 

Shortly  will  be  published,  Herwald  ;  or, 
The  Greeks  of  the  Eleventh  Century.  In 
three  vols. 

The  Prometheus  Chained,  of  /Eschylus, 
from  Bloomfield's  Text,  with  the  Original 
Greek,  the  Metres,  the  Gr.  Order,  English 
Accentuation  and  Notes,  by  T.  W.  C.  Ed- 
wards, M.A.  will  be  published  directly. 
Also,  a  New  Edition  of  the  Medea  of  Euri- 
pides, revised  and  improved.  The  Orestes 
will  be  ready  in  a  few  weeks.  The  Hecuba 
aud  Phccnissze,  with  Person's  Text,  are  al- 
icady  published. 


In  the  press,  the  First  Part  of  a  Work 
on  the  Distortions  and  Deformities  to  which, 
from  various  cairses,  the  Human  Body  is 
subject.  By  John  Shaw,  Surgeon  and  Lee- 
turer  on  Anatomy  and  Surgery  in  London. 
This  number  treats  of  one  class  of  the  dis- 
eases of  the  spine — the  distortions  to  which 
young  people  are  liable  from  habitual  bad 
postures  and  the  neglect  of  proper  exercise. 
Joseph  and  his  Brethren ;  a  Scriptural 
Drama.  In  Two  Acts.  By  H.  L.  Howard, 
is  announced  for  publication. 

Mrs  Opie's  New  Work  is  entitled  "  The 
Painter  and'his  Wife." 

The  History  of  the  Children  of  Elam,  a 
Tale  of  the  Tower  of  Babel. 

Mr  Thomas  Moore  has  announced  The 
Life  of  the  Right  Hon.  R.  B.  Sheriden  in 
4to. 

The  Historical  Life  of  Johanna  of  Sicily, 
Queen  of  Naples,  and  Countess  of  Pro- 
vence ;  and  correlative  details  of  the  Liter- 
ature and  Manners  of  Italy  and  Provence, 
in  the  13th  and  14th  Centuries,  with  Por- 
traits, &e.  will  soon  appear. 

Sir  Andrew  HaUiday  has  nearly  ready 
for  the  press,  The  Lives  of  the  Dukes  of 
Bavaria,  Saxony,  and  Brunswick,  ances- 
tors of  the  Kings  of  Great  Britain,  of  the 
Guelphic  dynasty  ;.  with  Portraits  of  the 
most  illustrious  of  these  Princes,  from 
drawings  made  from  ancient  statues,  and 
paintings  by  the  old  Masters. 

Mr  Purseglove  has  nearly  ready  for  pub- 
lication, A  Guide  to  Practical  Farriery, 
containing  Hints  on  the  Diseases  of  Horses 
and  Neat  Cattle,  with  many  valuable  and 
original  Recipes,  from  the  Practice  of  an 
eminent  Veterinary  Surgeon. 

Essays  and  Sketches  of  Character  by  the 
late  Richard  Ayton,  Esq.  are  announced. 

The  History  of  Ancient  and  Modern 
Wines ;  with  Embellishments  from  the 
Antique.  In  one  vol.  4to.  is  announced  for 
publication. 

A  Treatise  on  Nautical  Astronomy  and 
Navigation,  by  Mr  Riddle,  is  in  the  press. 
The  Graces  ;  or,  Literary  Souvenir,  for 
1854 ;  being  a  Collection  of  Original  Tales 
and  Poetry,  by  Distinguished  Authors,  is 
now  in  the  press. 

The  History  and  Antiquities  of  the  Town 
and  Port  of  Hastings,  illustrated  with  En- 
gravings, from  original  Drawings,  by  W. 
G.  Moss,  are  announced. 

A  Series  of  Sketches  and  Essays  under 
the  title  of  the  Cameleon,  by  the  author  of 
"  A  Picturesque  Promenade  round  Work- 
ing." 

A  Translation  of  all  the  Greek,  Latin, 
Italian,  and  French  Sentences,  Phrases, 
&c.  which  occur  in  Blackstone's  Commen- 
taries. 
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Workt  Preparing  far  Publication. 


The  Pupil's  Pharmacopoeia,  being  a 
Translation  of  the  London  Latin  Pharma- 
copoeia ;  designed  for  the  use  of  Students. 
By  W.  Maugham,  Surgeon.  In  a  small 
pocket  vol.,  will  soon  appear. 

The  Rev.  J.  D.  Jones  is  about  to  pub- 
lish the  First  Part  of  Historical  and  Mo- 
numental Antiquities  of  Devonshire,  con- 
taining the  Hundred  of  Teignbridge. 

The  third  volume  of  Mr  Surtees's  His- 
tory of  Durham,  is  now  in  the  press. 

A  Lithographic  Map  of  the  River  Thames 
from  London  to  Margate,  by  Mr  Willoch, 
will  soon  appear. 

The  Eighth  Volume  of  the  Annual  Bio- 
graphy and  Obituary,  comprehending  Me- 
moirs of  most  of  the  celebrated  Persons 
whose  decease  has  taken  place,  or  may 
take  place,  within  the  present  year, -is -in 
preparation  ;  and  will  be  published  on  the 
1st  of  January,  1824. 

Morning  Communings  with  God,  or  De- 
votional Meditations  for  every  Day  of  the 
year.  Translated  frem  the  original  Ger- 
man of  Christian  Christopher  Sturm,  au- 
thor of  "  Reflections,"  &c.  In  two  vols. 
royal  12mo. 

James  L.  Drummond,  M.D.  has  in  the 
press  a  duodecimo  volume,  entitled  "  First 
Steps  to  Botany,"  intended  as  Popular  Il- 
lustrations of  the  Science  leading  to  its 
study  as  a  branch  of  general  education  ; 
illustrated  with  numerous  Wood  Cuts. 

Hurstwood,  a  Tale  of  the  year  1815,  is 
in  the  press. 

Miss  Louisa  Princeps  has  issued  pro- 
posals for  publishing  by  subscription,  in 
two  vols  8vo,  a  Prose  Translation  of  Tasso's 
Jerusalem  Delivered,  under  the  patronage 
of  the  Lady  Julia  Petre. 

A  Novel  is  in  the  press,  entitled  Coun- 
try Belles,  or  Gossips  Outwitted. 

Naval  Battles,  from  1744  to  the  Peace 
in  1814,  critically  revised  and  illustrated 
by  Charles  Ekins,  Rear  Admiral,  C.B. 
R.W.N. 

The  Night  before  the  Bridal,  and  other 
Poems,  by  Miss  Garnett,  are  about  to  ap- 
pear. 

Fatal  Errors  and  Fundamental  Truths, 
illustrated  in  a  Series  of  Narratives  and 
Essays. 

A  New  Edition  is  about  to  appear  of 
Captain  Golownin's  Memoirs  of  his  Capti- 
vity. 

The  Old  Doctrine  of  Faith  asserted  in 
opposition  to  certain  modern  innovations, 
including  Strictures  on  Reviews  of  the  au- 
thor's Sermons  on  Repentance  and  Faith, 
by  the  Rev.  J.  Carlisle. 

Patience,  a  Tale.  By  Mrs  Hoffland, 
author  of  Tales  of  the  Manor ;  Integrity, 
a  Tale  ;  Son  of  a  Genius,  &c.  In  12mo. 

The  Reading  Guide,  and  Berkshire  Di- 
rectory for  1823 ;  including  an  enumera- 
tion of  the  principal  Seats  of  the  Nobility 
and  Gentry,  and  their  present  occupiers. 
Typographia,  or  an  Historical  Sketch  of 
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the  Origin  and  Progress  of  die  Art  of 
Printing;  with  details  of  the  latest  Im- 
provements ;  and  practical  directions  for 
the  mode  of  conducting  the  various  Bran- 
ches of  the  Art ;  including  the  Processes 
of  Stereotyping  and  Lithographic  Printing. 
Illustrated  by  numerous  Wood-engravings 
and  Portraits.  In  two  Parts,  royal  8vo. 

The  English  Flora,  by  Sir  J.  E.  Smith, 
President  of  the  Linnaean  Society,  will  soon 
appear. 

Elements  of  Algebra,  compiled  from 
Garnier's  French  Translation  of  Leonard 
Euler,  and  arranged  so  as  to  form  a  com- 
plete System  of  Elementary  Instruction  in 
the  first  part  of  Algebra.  To  which  are  add- 
ed, Solutions  of  several  Miscellaneous  Pro- 
blems, with  Questions  and  Examples  for 
the  Practice  of  the  Student.  By  a  Gradu- 
ate of  the  University  of  Cambridge. 

Old  Church  of  England  Principles,  in  a 
Series  of  Plain,  Doctrinal,  and  Practical 
Sermons.  By  the  Rev.  R.  Warner.  Third 
edition  is  now  in  the  press. 

The  Second  and  concluding  Part  of  the 
Rev.  Dr  Yates's  Monastic  History  of  Saint 
Edmundsbury  is  now  in  a  state  of  consi- 
derable forwardness,  and  will  probably  ap- 
pear in  the  ensuing  spring. 

A  Series  of  Sketches  or  Tales,  entitled, 
Sayings  and  Doings,  are  announced  for 
publication. 

Mr  Bernard  Cohen  is  preparing  for  pub- 
lication Memoirs  of  tfae  late  Pope  Pius 
VII.  including  the  whole  of  his  Private 
Correspondence  with  the  Emperor  Napo- 
leon ;  taken  from  the  Archives  of  the  Va- 
tican, with  many  other  particulars  of  his 
eventful  reign. 

A  new  novel,  from  the  pen  of  Miss  Por- 
ter, will  shortly  appear,  entitled,  Duke 
Christian  of  Luneberg,  or  Traditions  from 
the  Hartz.  The  work  will  be  dedicated  (by 
permission)  to  his  Majesty. 

Travels  in  the  Interior  of  Southern  Afri- 
ca. By  William  J.  Burchell,  Esq.  With 
numerous  coloured  engravings,  vignettes, 
&c.  from  the  Author's  original  drawings. 
The  second  volume.  In  4to. 

Memoirs  of  the  Life  of  Ferdinand  VII. 
King  of  the  Spains.  By  Don ,  Ad- 
vocate of  the  Spanish  Tribunals.  Transla- 
ted from  the  Original  Spanish  Manuscript. 
By  Michael  J.  Quin,  Author  of  "  A  Vi- 
sit to  Spain  in  1822  and  1823." 

Elements  of  the  History  of  Civil  Go- 
vernment, being  a  View  of  the  Rise  and 
Progress  of  the  Various  Political  Institu- 
tions that  have  subsisted  throughout  the 
world.  By  the  late  James  Tyson,  Esq. 

Aids  to  Reflection,  in  a  Series  of  Pru- 
dential, Moral,  and  Spiritual  Aphorisms 
extracted  chiefly  from  the  works  of  Arch- 
bishop Leighton.  With  Notes  and  inter 
posed  Remarks.  By  S.  T.  Coleridge. 

The  Private  Correspondence  of  the  late 
William  Cowper,  Esq. »  about  to  be  pub- 
lished. 
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Works  Preparing  for  Publication. 


CNov. 


Letters  between  Amelia  and  her  Mo- 
ther.  By  the  late  William  Combe,  Esq. 

The  Romaic  Vade-Mecum,  or  Travel, 
ler's  Pocket  Companion  ;  being  a  Transla- 
tion of  Madame  Genlis'  Familiar  Conver- 
sations into  the  Modern  Greek,  English, 
and  Italian.  By  Marianna  Caterina  and 
Teresa  Macri,  of  Athens,  for  the  support 
of  themselves  and  Mother,  the  widow  of  the 
English  Consul  at  Athens,  during  twenty- 
six  years. 

Memoirs  of  Samuel  Pepys,  Esq.  Secre- 
tary to  the  Admiralty,  during  the  reigns 
of  Charles  the  Second,  and  James  the  Se- 
cond, and  the  intimate  friend  of  the  cele- 
brated John  Evelyn;  now  first decyphered 
from  the  Original  MSS.  written  in  short 
hand,  and  preserved  in  the  Pepysian  Li- 
brary. 

The  Approach  of  the  Latter  Days,  in 
Four  Dissertations  on  the  following  sub- 
jects :  The  Sword,  or  War,  Pestilence,  Fa- 
mine, and  Antichrist. 

The  Memoirs  of  George  III.  Continued 
to  the  Termination  of  the  Regency.  Vols. 
nine  and  ten.  8vo.  (Forming  vols.  13  and 
14  of  the  History  of  Great  Britain.)  By 
William  Belsham. 

Friendship's  Offering,  or  the  Annual 
Remembrancer.  A  Christmas  Present  for 
1824. 

Preparing  for  publication,  a  Treatise  on 
Organic  Chemistry,  containing  the  Analy- 
ses of  Animal  and  Vegetable  Substances, 
founded  on  the  work  of  Professor  Gmelin 
on  the  same  subject.  By  Mr  Dunglison, 
Member  of  several  Learned  Societies,  fo- 
reign and  domestic,  and  one  of  the  Editors 
of  the  Medical  Repository. 

The  Albigenses ;  a  Romance,  by  the 
Rev.  C.  R.  Maturin,  Author  of  "  Ber- 


tram, a  Tragedy,1'  &c.  will  be  published 
in  November. 

In  the  course  of  the  month  will  be  pub- 
lished, in  one  volume  12mo.  plates,  A 
Manuel  of  Pyrotechny,  or  A  Complete 
System  of  Recreative  Fire-works,  which 
will  contain  familiar  Instructions  for  ma- 
king Artificial  Fireworks  of  all  kinds,  from 
the  common  Squib  to  the  more  complex 
arrangement  of  Pyrotechnic  Exhibition, 
preceded  by  a  Concise  History  and  Descrip- 
tion of  Gunpowder,  and  other  Ingredients 
connected  with  Pyrotechnic  display. 

Mr  Blaquier  has  in  the  press  a  volume 
on  the  Origin  and  Progress  of  the  Greek 
Revolution,  together  with  some  Account  of 
the  Manners  and  Customs  of  Greece,  An- 
ecdotes of  the  Military  Chiefs,  &c  ;  being 
the  result  of  materials  collected  during  his 
recent  Visit  to  the  Morea  and  Ionian  Is- 
lands. 

Nearly  ready  for  publication,  The  Prin- 
ciples of  Forensic  Medicine,  &c.  By  J. 
G.  Smith,  M.D.  In  one  vol.  8vo.  This 
edition  will  contain  much  new  matter,  and 
various  improvements. 

Mr  Samuel  Plumbe  has  in  the  press  a 
Systematic  Treatise  on  the  Diseases  of  the 
Skin  ;  with  coloured  plates. 

Mr  Haden  has  in  the  press  a  Transla- 
tion of  Magendies'  Formulary,  for  the  pre- 
paration and  mode  of  employing  several 
«ew  remedies.  In  12mo. 

The  First  Number  of  a  Zoological  Jour- 
nal, to  be  continued  Quarterly,  and  edited 
hy  Thomas  Bell,  Esq.  F.L.S.,  John -G. 
Children,  Esq.  F.R.  and  F.L.S.,  James  de 
Carle  Sowerby,  Esq.  F.L.S.,  and  G.  B. 
Sowerby,  will  appear  on  the  first  of  Janu- 
ary next. 


EDINBURGH. 


In  a  few  days  will  be  published,  Percy 
Mallory.  By  the  Author  of  "  Pen  Owen." 

In  a  few  days  will  be  published,  St  Ro- 
nan's  Well.  By  the  Author  of  "  Waver- 
ley,"  &c.  3  vols.  post  8vo. 

Clara  Chester,  a  Poem,  by  the  Author 
of  "  Rome,"  and  the  "  Vale  of  Chamou- 
ni,"  will  be  published  in  a  few  weeks. 

The  Gallovidian  Encyclopaedia,  or  the 
Natural,  Original,  and  Antiquated  Curi- 
osities of  the  South  of  Scotland,  arranged 
Alphabetically,  by  John  M'Taggart,  is 
about  to  be  published  in  one  large  8vo. 
volume,  by  subscription,  price  12s. 

A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Diseases  of 
Children.  By  John  Caird,  Fellow  of  the 
College  of  Surgeons,  &c.  &c. 

An  Introduction  to  to  the  Study  of  Geo- 
graphy, History,  Chronology,  and  Astro- 
nomy. By  James  Welsh,  Teacher  of  Ma- 
thematics in  the  Aberdeen  Academy. 
Comprehending  an  Interrogatory  System 


of  each  of  these  Branches — Tables  of  La- 
titudes and  Longitudes,  arranged  for  the 
construction  of  Maps  of  the  different  King- 
doms of  the  World — a  large  Chronological 
Table,  from  the  Creation  of  the  World  to 
the  present  time — a  Catalogue  of  the  Con- 
stellations, containing  all  the  Stars,  of  the 
first,  second,  third,  and  fourth  Magnitudes, 
&c.  &c. 

A  Third  Edition  of  the  Life  and  Admi- 
nistration of  Cardinal  Wolsey.  By  John 
Gait,  Esq.  In  post  8vo. 

A  Grammar  of  Infinite  Forms  ;  or  the 
Mathematical  Elements  of  Ancient  Philo- 
sophy and  Mythology.  By  William  Howi. 
son,  Esq. 

The  Miscellaneous  Works  of  Gilbert 
Burnet,  Bishop  of  Salisbury.  With  Me- 
moirs of  his  Life  and  Writings,  including 
some  original  Documents  not  hitherto  pub- 
.lished.  24  vols.  8vo. 

We  understand  that  an  elegant  and  cheap 
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Works  Preparing' for  Publication. 


little  work,  to  be  continued  weekly,  will 
speedily  appear,  entitled  "  The  Cabinet; 
or  the  Collected  Beauties  of  British  Lite- 
rature." As  the  title  implies,  it  is  wholly 
a  compilation  of  extracts  from  works  of 
merit. 

Speedily  will  be  published,  Observations 
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on  the  Effects  of  Spirituous  Liquors  on 
the  Physical,  Moral,  and  Intellectual  Fa- 
culties of  Man.  Written  in  a  popular  style, 
and  designed  as  a  present  for  those  Ladies 
and  Gentlemen  who  are  availing  themselves 
of  the  late  reduction  in  the  price  of  Whis- 


MONTHLY  LIST  OF  NEW  PUBLICATIONS. 


LONDON. 


ARCHITECTURE. 

Delineations  of  Fon thill  Abbey.  Em- 
bellished with  numerous  engravings  and 
wood  cuts.  By  John  Rutter.  Price  to 
Non-subscribers  in  Medium  4to.,  French 
Paper,  25s. ;  Elephant  4to.,  Drawing  Pa- 
per, with  early  Impressions  of  the  Plates, 
L.2,  10s. ;  and  Proofs  on  India  paper, 
Three  Guineas  and  a  Half. 

BIOGRAPHY. 

Memoirs  of  a  Young  Greek  Lady,  or 
Madame  Pauline  Adelaide.  By  Alexan- 
der Panum.  8vo.  10s.  6d. 

CLASSICS. 

Sexaginta  Condones  (Anglice  scriptas) 
nunquam  antehac  promulgate,  Lithogra- 
phice  impressae,  fideliter  MSS.  imitantes, 
in  usum  publicum  Verbi  Divini  Pra3conum 
accommodate  a  Presbytero  Ecclesiae  Angli- 
canae.  On  fine  quarto  writing  paper. 
Price  L-7,  10s. 

Numa  Pompilius,  by  Florian ;  being 
the  2d  and  3d  Parts  of  a  Series  of  the 
French  Classical  Writers  now  in  the  course 
of  publication.  Printed  in  18mo.  Illus- 
trated with  Engravings  in  the  first  style  of 
the  art,  under  the  title  of  Choix  des  Clas- 
siques  Francais,  dirge"  par  L.  T.  Ven- 
touillac. 

EDUCATION. 

An  Elementary  Treatise  on  Algebra, 
Theoretical  and  Practical ;  with  Attempts 
to  simplify  some  of  the  more  difficult  Parts 
of  the  Science,  particularly  the  Demonstra- 
tions of  the  Binomial  Theorem  in  its  most 
general  Form  ;  the  Solution  of  Equations 
of  the  higher  orders ;  the  Summation  of 
Infinite  Series,  &c.  intended  for  the  use  of 
Students.  By  J.  R.  Young.  12s. 

A  Course  of  Lectures  on  Chemical  Sci- 
ence, as  delivered  at  the  Surrey  Institution. 
By  Goldsworthy  Gurney. 

Observations  relative  to  Infant  Schools; 
designed  to  point  out  their  Usefulness  to 
the  Poor,  and  to  Society  at  large,  and  to 
assist  those  who  may  be  benevolently  in- 
clined to  establish  such  Schools.  By  Tho-. 
mas  Pole,  M.D.  Author  of  the  History  of 
the  Origin  and  Progress  of  Adult  Schools. 
2s.  6d. 

The  French    Master,   or   Elementary 


Grammar,  designed  to  facilitate  the  Study 
of  the  French  Language ;  with  Practical 
Exercises  upon  a  new  and  improved  plan. 
By  P.  Maggi.  4s. 

'Mentoria ;  or,  the  Young  Ladies'  In- 
structor ;  in  familiar  conversations,  on  mo- 
ral and  entertaining  subjects,  calculated  to 
improve  young  minds  in  the  essential  as 
well  as  ornamental  parts  of  Female  Edu- 
cation. By  Ann  Murry.  The  12th  edi- 
tion, with  considerable  improvements.  . 

FINE  ARTS. 

One  to  Five  Parts  of  Picturesque  Views 
on  the  Severn,  from  the  original  designs  of 
of  the  late  Samuel  Ireland,  Author  of  Pic- 
turesque Views  on  the  Thames,  Avon, 
Wye,  &c.  This  work  will  consist  of  8 
Parts,  each  comprising  6  or  7  Views  of  the 
most  remarkable  objects,  &c.  executed  in 
Lithography  in  the  best  manner,  and  76 
pages  of  Letter-press,  descriptive  of  the 
Gentlemen's  Seats,  Scenery,  &c.  from  the 
source  to  the  mouth  of  the  Severn. 

The  interesting  Engravings  by  Pinelli, 
with  the  History  of  the  Banditti  who  in- 
vested the  road  between  Rome  and  Naples. 
15s. 

A  Series  of  Groups,  illustrating  the  Phi- 
siognomy,  Manners,  and  Character  of  the 
People  of  France  and  Germany.  By 
George  Lewis.  In  Imperial  8vo.  L.3,  3s. ; 
Medium  4to.  L.3,  15s. ;  and  Proofs  on 
Royal  4to.  L.4,  14s.  6d.  half  bound. 

No.  IV.  of  Views  in  Spain,  from 
Sketches  made  in  a  Tour  through  that 
Kingdom  in  the  Autumn  of  1813.  By  E. 
H.  Locker,  Esq.  F.R.S. ;  containing — 
Royal  Palace,  Madrid ;  Vittoria,  Field  of 
Battle  ;  Villa  Franca  ;  Manrisa  ;  Alman- 
za,  Field  of  Battle,  Imperial  8vo.  8s. 

Views  in  Switzerland,  just  published, 
Nos.  I.  to  VIII.,  to  be  completed  in  Ten 
Numbers,  printed  on  India  Paper.  Price 
8s.  each  Number. 

HISTORY. 

Letters  on  Ancient  History,  "exhibiting 
a  summary  View  of  the  History,  Geogra- 
phy, Manners,  and  Customs  of  the  Assy- 
rian, Babylonian,  Median,  Persian,  Egyp- 
tian, Israelitish,  and  Grecian  Nations.  By 
Anne  Wilson.  Third  Edition. 


Montfity  Litt  of  New  Pullioations.  [[Nov. 
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Volume  First  of  Naval  Records  ;  or, 
The  Chronicles  of  the  Line  of  Battle  Ships 
of  the  Royal  Navy,  from  its  first  esta- 
blishment in -the  Reign  of  Henry  VIII., 
with  the  Names  of  their  distinguished  Com- 
manders ;  including  copious  Explanations 
of  the  Names  and  Origin  of  every  Ship  of 
the  Line,  and  a  brief  Chronological  List 
of  all  the  principal  Naval  Battles,  from  the 
time  of  Edward  III.  down  to  the  Victory 
gained  at  Algiers  by  Admiral  Lord  Ex- 
mouth.  8s. 

LAW. 

The  Law's  Disposal  of  a  Person's  Estate 
who  Dies  without  Will  or  Testament.  To 
which  is  added,  the  Disposal  of  a  Person's 
Estate  by  Will  and  Testament ;  with  an 
Explanation  of  the  Mortmain  Act.  By 
Peter  Lovelass,  Gent.  The  Eleventh  Edi- 
tion, with  numerous  Additions.  By  Niel 
Gow. 

The  Law  of  Auctions  ^  or,  the  Auc- 
tioneer's Practical  Guide.  To  which  is 
added,  a  Comprehensive  Summary  of  the 
Laws  of  Distress ;  with  an  Appendix  of 
Precedents,  and  a  copious  Index.  By  T. 
Williams,  Esq.  Author  of  ••  Every  Man 
his  own  Lawyer."  Third  Edition.  Cs.  Cd. 

MEDICINE  AND  SURGERY. 

Observations  on  the  Nature  and  Treat- 
ment of  the  Fevers  and  Bowel  Complaints 
which  Travellers  in  Greece  are  exposed  to ; 
including  Remarks  on  Climate,  Mai  Aria, 
the  safest  period  of  the  year  for  Travelling, 
and  Hints  for  the  Preservation  of  Health. 
Intended  as  a  Medical  Guide  to  Travellers. 
By  John  Sommers  Down,  M.D.,  Physi- 
cian in  Ordinary  to  his  Royal  Highness  the 
Duke  of  Clarence.  4s. 

A  Treatise  on  Indigestion,  and  its  Con- 
sequences, called  Nervous  and  Bilious  Com- 
plaints ;  with  Observations  on  the  Organic 
Diseases  in  which  they  sometimes  termi- 
nate. By  A.  P.  W.  Philip,  M.D.  F.R.S. 
Ed.,  &c.  Third  Edition,  with  some  ad. 
ditional  Observations.  8vo.  9s. 

A  Short  Account  of  the  System  of  Fric- 
tion, as  adopted  and  pursued  with  the 
greatest  success  in  cases  of  Contracted 
Joints  and  Lameness,  from  various  causes. 
By  the  late  eminent  Surgeon,  John  Gros- 
venor,  Esq.  of  Oxford.  With  Observa- 
tions on  those  cases  to  which  it  is  most  ap- 
plicable. By  William  Cleoburey,  Mem- 
ber of  the  Royal  College  of  Surgeons,  Lon- 
don. 2s.  6d. 

The  only  Complete  List  of  the  Medical 
Lectures  delivered  in  London,  with  their 
Terms,  Hours  of  Attendance,  &c. ;  the 
Terms  for  Attending  the  Practice  of  the 
various  Hospitals,  Dispensaries,  &c.,  with 
the  Names  of  the  Physicians  and  Surgeons 
attached  to  each  Institution  ;  also  the  Qua- 
lifications necessary  for  Candidates  pass- 
ing their  Examintion  at  the  College  of  Sur- 
geons and  Apothecaries'  Hall,  &c. 

Formulary    for    th«    Preparation    and 


Mode  of  Employing  several  New  Reme- 
dies, viz.  The  Netx  Vomica,  Morphine, 
Prussic  Acid,  Strychnin,  Veratine,  the 
Active  Principles  of  Cinchonas,  Emetine, 
Iodine,  &c.  with  an  Introduction,  and  co- 
pious Notes.  By  Charles  Thomas  Ha- 
den.  4s. 

The  Questions  and  Answers  for  the  Use 
of  G  en tlemen  preparing  for  Apothecaries' 
Hall.  By  Charles  Mingay  Syder.  Price 
5s.  a  New  Corrected  and  Enlarged  Edi- 
tion. 

MISCELLANIES. 

AR  Appeal  to  a  British  Public,  on  the 
hitherto  unprivileged  exclusion  of  the  Sci- 
ence and  Practice  of  Electricity  from  the 
Materia  Medica;  in  addition  to  which  are 
given,  et  probatum  sunt,  the  three  great 
and  popular,  though  not  till  now  unde- 
fined, Problems,  viz.  the  Cause  which 
produces  the  Union  of  the  Mind  with  the 
Body  ;  the  Principle  on  which  Man  is  en- 
dowed with  the  capability  of  maintaining 
an  upright  position  ;  the  Specific  Fluid  that 
pervades  the  Nerves,  &c.  By  Dudley 
Adams.  2s.  6d. 

A  Critical  Inquiry  into  Antient  Armour, 
as  it  existed  in  Europe,  but  particularly  in 
England,  from  the  Norman  Conquest  to 
the  Reign  of  King  Charles  II.;  with  a 
Glossary  of  Military  Terms  of  the  Middle 
Ages ;  embellished  with  Seventy  coloured 
and  Ten  outlined  Plates.  Twenty-six  Il- 
luminated Capital  Letters,  &c.  By  Sa- 
muel Rush  Meyrick,  LL.D.  &F.S.A.  In 
3  vols.  Imperial  4to.  price  2 1/,  boards. 
Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  His  Ma- 
jesty. 

An  Essay  on  the  Baneful  Influence  of  so 
frequently  Washing  Decks  in  his  Majesty's 
Ships  on  the  Health  of  British  Seamen  ; 
with  Observations  on  the  Prevention  of 
Dry  Rot  in  the  Royal  Navy.  By  Robert 
Finlayson,  M.D.,  Member  of  the  Royal 
College  of  Surgeons  of  London,  and  Sur- 
geons in  the  Royal  Navy.  4s. 

A  Dissertation  on  the  Age  of  Homer, 
his  Writings  and  Genius ;  and  on  the  State 
of  Religion,  Society,  Learning,  and  the 
Arts,  during  that  Period ;  being  the  Prize 
Question  proposed  by  the  Royal  Society  of 
Literature,  for  his  -Majesty's  Premium  of 
100  Guineas  for  the  best  Dissertation  OR 
the  above  Subject.  2s.  6d. 

Naval  Discipline,  with  Observations  on 
the  System  of  Impressment,  pointing  out 
the  practicability  of  raising  Seamen  for  the 
Royal  Navy  without  resource  to  such  a 
measure.  By  Robert  Otway,  Lieutenant 
in  the  Royal  Navy.  Is. 

Mortimer's  Commercial  Dictionary,  con- 
taining full  and  accurate  information  on 
every  branch  of  the  Commerce  of  the  Uni- 
ted Kingdom,  and  relative  to  the  Manu- 
facture and  Produce  of  all  Articles  of  Im- 
port and  Export,  with  their  Names  in  all 
the  Modern  Languages,  forming  a  com- 
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plete  and  necessary  Companion  to  every 
Countinghouse.  Revised  by  William  Dick- 
enson,  Esq.  Barrister  of  Law,  and  by  a 
Merchant  of  Eminence.  A  new  Edition. 
L.I,  10s. 

Parts  I.  and  II.  of  the  Unique:  a  Series 
of  Portraits  and  Memoirs  of  Public  Cha- 
racters. Part  I.  contains  Sir  R.  Wilson, 
Lord  Byron,  Mr  Canning,  Lord  Cochrane, 
Buonaparte,  and  Mina.  Part  II.  His  Ma- 
jesty, Duke  of  Wellington,  Sir  F.  Bur- 
dett,  Mr  Wilberforce,  Mr  Brougham,  and 
Lord  Erskine. 

Part  I.  of  the  Mechanic's  Magazine, 
Museum,  Register,  Journal,  and  Gazette, 
a  Work  deveted  to  the  Instruction  and 
Amusement  of  the  Operative  Classes.  Also 
in  Numbers,  3d. 

Part  I.  of  the  Cabinet  of  Curiosities ; 
or,  Wonders  of  the  World. 

A  new  and  complete  Set  of  Decimal  Ta- 
bles, on  an  improved  system,  for  Calcula- 
ting Monies  and  Weights,  particularly 
adapted  for  Public  and  Corporate  Bodies, 
Merchants,  Bankers,  Traders,  and  Ex- 
change brokers ;  with  an  Appendix,  con- 
taining various  Examples,  and  six  Time 
Tables  for  Accounts  Current.  By  John 
Wesgate,  Mercantile  Agent. 

A  Compendium  of  the  Practice  of  Sta- 
ting Averages,  for  the  use  of  Counting- 
houses,  Insurance-brokers'  Offices,  Ship- 
owners, Ship-masters,  and  others ;  con- 
sisting of  an  enumeration  of  the  items  in 
general  average  statements,  and  an  appro- 
priation of  them  to  their  respective  columns, 
accompanied  by  copies  of  real  average  state- 
ments,  by  experienced  adjusters  of  averages 
at  Lloyd's.  With  a  Table  to  Cover  the 
Premium,  &c.  Containing  also  some  new 
Analyses  and  occasional  Observations  on 
Mr  Stevens's  Essay  on  Average,  and  other 
matters  connected  with.  Marine  Insurance. 
By  M.  Martin.  £1,  Is. 

The  VII.  and  VIII.  Parts  of  Count  Las 
Cases'  Journal  of  the  Conversations  of  Na- 
poleon. 

Meteorological  Essays  and  Observations ; 
embracing,  among  others,  the  following 
important  subjects  : — On  the  Constitution 
of  the  Atmosphere ;  On  the  Radiation  of 
Heat  in  the  Atmosphere;  On  Meteorolo- 
gical Instruments ;  On  the  Climate  of  Lon- 
don, &c.  8vo.  16s.  with  plates.  By  J.  Fre- 
derick Daniel,  F.R.S. 

The  East  India  Military  Calendar ;  con- 
taining the  Services  of  General  and  Field 
Officers  of  the  Indian  Army.  Under  the 
sanction  of,  and  dedicated  by  express  per- 
mission to,  the  Honourable  the  Court  of 
Directors  of  the  Affairs  of  the  East  India 
Company.  By  the  Editor  of  the  Royal  Mi- 
tary  Calendar.  4to.  L.2,  10s. 

Researches  about  Atmospheric  Phaeno- 
mena.  By  Thomas  Forster,  F.L.S.  M.B. 
&c.  &c.  &c.  Third  edition  :  to  which  is 
now  lirst  added,  the  Calendar  of  Nature. 
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With  great  Additions,  and  Six  Plates  il- 
lustrative of  the  Clouds,  &c.  Price  15s. 
boards. 

Historic,  Military,  and  Naval  Anec- 
dotes of  Personal  Valour,  Bravery,  and 
particular  Incidents ;  which  occurred  to 
Great  Britain  and  her  allies,  in  the  long 
contested  war,  terminating  with  the  battle 
of  Waterloo.  Containing  40  engravings. 
Price  in  quarto,  L.10,  10s.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Orme. 

The  System  of  the  Universe,  in  which 
the  unchangeable  obliquity  of  the  ecliptic, 
the  solar  and  lunar  equations,  deduced 
from  circular  orbits,  and  the  direct,  retro- 
grade, and  stationary  appearances  of  the 
minor  planets,  are  mathematically  demon- 
strated, on  the  basis  of  the  first  chapter  of 
Genesis.  Book  the  Second.  By  Bartholo- 
mew Prescot,  author  of  the  Inverted 
Scheme  of  Copernicus,  &c.  Book  the  First. 
Substance  of  the  Debate  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  on  the  15th  of  May,  1823,  on 
a  Motion  for  the  Mitigation  and  gradual 
Abolition  of  Slavery  throughout  the  Bri- 
tish Dominions  ;  with  a  Preface  and  Ap- 
pendixes, containing  Facts  and  Reason- 
ings illustrative  of  Colonial  Bondage. 
Printed  for  the  Society  for  the  Mitigation 
and  gradual  Abolition  of  Slavery  through- 
out the  British  Dominions.  5s.  sewed. 

The  Trial  of  the  Rev.  Edward  Irving, 
M.A.  "  A  remarkably  pleasant  and  amu- 
sing jeu  d'esprir."  3s. 

A  Dictionary  of  Spanish  Proverbs,  com- 
piled from  the  best  Authorities  in  the  Spa- 
nish Language,  and  translated  into  English, 
with  explanatory  Illustrations.  8s. 

Part  I.  and  II.  The  New  Practical  Buil- 
der, and  Workman's  Companion,  in  the 
various  departments  of  Carpentry,  Joinery, 
Bricklaying,  Masonry,  &c.  Including, 
also,  New  Treatises  on  Lines  in  Geometry, 
Trigonometry,  Conic  Sections,  Projection, 
Perspective,  and  Elevations.  With  the 
Theory  and  Practice  of  the  Five  Orders, 
as  employed  in  Decorative  Architecture. 

This-  entire  New  Work  will  be  beauti- 
fully printed  in  Quarto,  and  published  in 
about  Ten  Parts,  at  5s.  each,  and  also  in 
Numbers  at  Is. 

The  Shooter's  Guide  ;  or,  Complete 
Sportsman's  Companion;  containing  In- 
structions for  Shooting  Flying  ;  and  of  the 
Comparative  Merits  of  the  Percussion  and 
other  Guns  ;  and  of  Sporting  Dogs  for  the 
Gun,  with  the  best  Mode  of  Breeding  and 
Breaking  them,  and  the  Diseases  to  which 
they  are  liable,  with  the  means  of  prevent- 
ing and  Methods  of  Cure;  and  ample 
Directions  for  Grouse,  Partridge,  Phea- 
sant, Woodcock,  Hare,  Rabbit,  and  Wild 
Duck  Shooting,  &c. ;  also  miscellaneous 
Information,  of  use  to  Young  Sportsmen ; 
the  Game  Laws  for  England,  Scotland, 
and  Ireland.  By  B.  Thomas,  Esq.  ?th 
edition. 
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No.  1.  of  Vol.  II.  of  La  Biblioteca  Ame- 
ricana. 

No.  I.  The  Somerset  House  Weekly 
Miscellany  of  Fine  Arts,  Antiquities,  and 
Literary  Chit-Chat.  Collected  by  Ephraim 
Hardcastle,  Citizen  and  Drysalter,  and 
others  of  the  Old  School. 

A  Letter  to  the  Right  Hon.  Robert  Peel, 
one  of  his  Majesty's  Principal  Secretaries 
of  State,  &c.  &c.  &c.  on  Prison  Labour. 
By  John  Headlam,  M.A.  Chairman  of  the 
Quarter  Sessions  for  the  North  Riding  of 
the  County  of  York.  2s. 

Report  of  the  Select  Committee  of  Fo- 
reign Trade,  with  an  Abstract  of  the  Case 
of  the  West  India  Dock  Company.  By  N. 
Hibbert,  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  Barrister  at 
Law.  2s. 

No.  I.  of  the  Bonne  Bouche  ;  or,  Olio 
of  History,  Anecdote,  Wit,  Literature,  and 
the  Arts.  Price  2d  ;  Fine  Edition,  6d. 

The  Report  of  the  Trial  for  Libel,  Rex 
v.  Manchee,  at  the  Prosecution  of  Sir  Alex. 
Wilson,  before  Mr  Justice  Burrough,  and 
a  Special  Jury,  at  the  Lammas  Assizes,  at 
Bristol,  August  13,  1823.  Is.  Cd. 

Swinborne's  Register  Book  for  the  Pub- 
lication of  Banns,  as  required  by  the  last 
Marriage  Act.  Price  7s.  6.  neatly  bound ; 
or  for  large  parishes,  12s. 

A  Voice  from  Jamaica,  in  reply  to  Wil- 
liam Wilberforce,  Esq.  M.P.  By  the  Rev. 
George  Wilson  Bridges,  B.A.  of  Trinity 
College,  Oxford  ;  and  Rector  of  the  parish 
of  Manchester,  Jamaica. 

No.  XXII.  of  The  Technical  Reposi- 
tory, containing  Practical  Information  on 
Subjects  connected  with  Discoveries  and 
Improvements  in  the  Useful  Arts.  By 
Thomas  Gill.  2s.  Gd. 

Lectures  on  the  General  Structure  of  the 
Human  Body,  and  on  the  Anatomy  and 
Functions  of  the  Skin  ;  delivered  before  the 
Royal  College  of  Surgeons  of  London,  du- 
ring the  course  of  1823.  By  Thomas  Che- 
valier, F.R.S.  F.S.A.  and  F.L.S.  Surgeon 
Extraordinary  to  the  King,  and  Professor 
of  Anatomy  Surgery  to  the  College. 

NOVELS  AND  TALES. 

Pictures  or  Stories,  drawn  from  English, 
Scottish,  and  Irish  History,  chiefly  from 
the  Ancient  Chronicles  and  other  extensive 
works  of  detail.  By  John  Gait,  Esq.  Au- 
thor of  the  Life  of  West,  &c.  &c.  Two 
Volumes,  with  Engravings,  price  14s. 
bound,  or  16s.  elegantly  bound. 

Gretna-Green  Marriages;  or,  the  Nie- 
ces. By  Mrs  Green,  Author  of  "  Who  is 
the  Bridegroom  ?"  "  Fugitive,"  &c.  3  vols. 
I2mo.  16s.  Gd. 

Justina  ;  or,  Religion  Pure  and  Unde- 
filed  ;  a  Moral  Tale. 

French  Classics  ;  containing  Elizabeth, 
ou  les  Exiles  en  Sibere  ;  par  Madame  Cot- 
tin.  Also,  Vol.  I.  containing  Paul  et  Vir- 
ginie,  par  St  Pierre,  price  2s.  Od. 

The  Adventures  of  a  Ship-Boy.  Written 
by  Himself.  With  an  Appendix.  5s. 


Mammon  in  London,  or  the  Spy  of  the 
Day  ;  a  Characteristical  and  Satirical  Ro- 
mance, on  the  Model  of  Le  Diable  Boit- 
eux.  2  vols.  12mo. 

POETRY. 

Poetical  Sketches ;  The  Profession ;  The 
Broken  Heart ;  with  Stanzas  for  Music, 
and  other  Poems.  By  Alaric  A.  Watts, 
Foolscap  8vo.  6s. 

Translations  into  Italian,  of  some  of  the 
finest  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets,  with 
the  English  on  one  side,  and  the  Italian 
on  the  corresponding  page,  including  the 
Siege  of  Corinth,  by  Lord  Byron.  By 
Abate  Domenico  Gregorj,  Professor  of  the 
Belles  Lettres  in  Rome.  2  vols.  8vo.  7s. 

Translations  from  Claudian.  By  the 
Hon.  and  Rev.  Henry  Howard.  10s.  6d. 

Poems  on  Scripture  Subjects  ;— "  The 
Famine  of  Samaria  ;"  "  The  Offering  of 
Isaac  ;"  "  Elijah,"  &c.  By  the  Writer  of 
"  The  Epitaph  on  the  Dairyman's  Daugh- 
ter." 6s.  6d. 

The  Poetical  Works  of  the  late  Mr  John 
Macken,  better  known  by  the  name  of  Is- 
mael  Fitzadam,  viz.  ; — The  Harp  of  the 
Desart,  fine  foolscap,  Svo.  Second  Edition, 
price  3s.  boards  ;  Lays  on  Land,  fine  fools- 
cap, 8vo.  Second  Edition,  4s.  boards. 

The  Pleasures  of  Human  Life ;  or,  a 
Detail  of  Circumstances  which  contribute 
to  Happiness  in  every  Stage  of  Human 
Existence.  This  volume  comprises  the 
Pleasures  of— Childhood  and  Youth,  Man- 
hood, Love,  Married  Life,  Single  Life, 
Society,  Friendship,  Sense,  Business,  and 
Employment,  Sleep,  the  Town,  the  Coun- 
try, the  Garden,  Ignorance,  Knowledge, 
&c.  &c. 

Letters  to  Marianne.  By  William 
Combe,  Esq.,  Author  of  Dr  Syntax's 
Tour. 

The  Loves  of  the  Devils,  The  Rape  of 
the  Lips,  and  other  Poems.  By  S.  Baruh. 

Part  I.  of  the  Sea  Songs  of  Charles  Dib- 
din,  with  a  Memoir  of  his  Life  and  Wri- 
tings. By  William  Kitchener,  M.D.  This 
work  will  comprise  100  Sea  Songs,  and 
will  be  published  monthly,  in  4  parts,  each 
containing  25  songs,  and  12  pages  of  let- 
ter-press, price  8s.  each  part. 

THEOLOGY. 

Not  Paul,  but  Jesus.  By  Gamaliel 
Smith,  Esq.  8vo.  12s. 

The  Reflector ;  or,  Christian  Advocate. 
In  which  the  united  efforts  of  modern  In- 
fidels and  Socinians  are  detected  and  ex- 
posed. Illustrated  by  numerous  examples, 
being  the  substance  of  the  Bushby  Lec- 
tures, delivered  on  appointment  of  the  Lord 
Bishop  of  London,  in  the  Parish  Churches 
of  St  James,  Clerkenwell,  and  St  Antho- 
lin,  Watling  Street.  By  the  Rev.  S.  Pig- 
got,  A.M.  1  vol.  10s. 

Christ's  Presence  ;  a  Source  of  Conso- 
lation and  Courage ;  a  Sermon  preached 
on  Trinity  Monday,  May  26, 1823,  before 
the  Corporation  of  the  Trinity  House,  in 
18 
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the  Parish  Church  of  St  Nicholas,  Dept- 
ford,  and  published  at  their  request.  By 
the  very  Rev.  Thomas  Calvert,  B.  D.  2s. 
6d. 

Discourses  on  various  Points  of  Chris- 
tian Faith  and  Practice ;  most  of  which 
were  delivered  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Ora- 
toire,  in  Paris,  in  the  Spring  of  1816.  By 
T.  H.  Gallandet,  Principal  of  the  Connec- 
ticut Asylum,  in  the  United  States  of  Ame- 
rica, for  the  Education  of  the  Deaf  and 
Dumb.  7s. 

A  Selection  of  Short  Evangelical  Dis- 
courses, from  the  JMSS.  of  the  late  Rev. 
W.  Jones,  A.B.  Vicar  of  Broxbourn, 
Herts. 

A  Sermon  preached  in  Highgate  Chapel, 
on  Sunday,  June  15,  1823,  for  the  Female 
Charity  School,  and  published  at  the  re- 
quest of  the  Trustees,  for  the  Benefit  of  that 
Institution.  By  the  Rev.  Johnson  Grant, 
M.A.  Is.  6d. 

God's  Judgments  upon  the  Gentile  Apos- 
tatized Church,  against  the  Modern  Hy- 
pothesis of  some  eminent  Apocalyptical 
Writers.  In  4  parts.  Together  with  Dr 
Grabe's  Opinion  of  the  Scripture  Prophe- 
cies concerning  the  Church  of  Rome,  and 
his  Reasons  why  the  Spiritual  Adultery  of 
the  said  Church  is  not  properly  an  Anti- 
christian  State  of  Worship  ;  extracted  from 
some  Letters  of  his,  and  other  Manuscripts. 
Reprinted  from  a  work  published  in  1713. 

Discourses  on  the  Rule  of  Life,  with  Re- 
ference to  Things  Present  and  Things  Fu- 
ture, consisting  of  a  Charge  delivered  May 
16,  1823,  to  the  Clergy  of  the  Archdeacon- 
ry of  London  ;  with  Supplementary  Addi- 
tions, calculated  to  illustrate  the  same  sub- 
ject. By  Joseph  Holden  Pott,  A.M.  Arch- 
deacon of  London.  7s.  Cd. 

The  Power  of  the  Keys  ;  or,  Considera- 
tions upon  the  Absolving  Power  of  the 
Church,  and  upon  some  of  the  Privileges 
of  the  Christian  Covenant.  By  the  Rev. 
Edward  Burton,  M.A.  Student  of  Christ- 
church.  Oxford.  8vo.  3s. 

A  Narrative  of  the  Establishment  and 
Progress  of  the  Mission  to  Ceylon  and  In- 
dia, founded  by  the  late  Rev.  Thomas  Coke, 
LL.D.  with  an  introductory  Sketch  of  the 
Natural,  Civil,  and  Religious  History  of 
Ceylon.  By  W.  M.  Harvard,  one  of  the 
Missionaries  who  accompanied  Dr  Coke. 
9s. 

Prayers  and  Religious  Meditations.  By 
David  Hartley,  M.D.  2s.  6d. 

The  Christian  armed  against  Infidelity, 
for  the  Defence  of  all  Denominations  of 
Believers.  By  the  Authors  of  "  Body  and 
Soul.3'  5s.  6d. 

Translations  of  the  Reports  received  at 
the  Second  Anniversary  Meeting,  with  the 
Prospectus,  and  the  Rules  of  this  Practi- 
cal Christian  Society  in  Paris.  Dedicated 
to  the  Right  Hon.  and  Right  Rev.  the 
Lord  Bishop  of  London.  By  a  Portion  of 
his  Lordship's  Flock.  lg. 
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Sermons,  chiefly  designed  for  the  use  of 
Families.  By  John  Fawcett,  A.M.  Rector 
of  Scaleby,  and  Perpetual  Curate  of  St 
Cuthbert's,  Carlisle.  2  vols.  12mo.  12s. 

A  Charge,  delivered  to  the  Clergy  of  the 
Archdeaconry  of  Merioneth.  By  the  Rev. 
John  Jones,  M.A*  8vo.  2s.  sewed. 

Plain  Historical  Sermons  on  the  Lead- 
ing Characters,  and  most  important  events, 
recorded  in  the  Book  of  Genesis.  By  James 
Rudge,  D.D.F.R.S.  3  vols.  8vo.  £1.  Is. 

Seven  Sermons  on  the  Course  of  Chris- 
tian Life  ;— I.  Human  Nature.  II.  Youth. 
III.  Conversion.  IV.  The  Lord's  Supper. 
V.  Sickness.  VI.  Old  Age.  VII.  Death. 
2s.  6d. 

No.  I.  of  the  Anti-Infidel,  and  Chris- 
tian Manual  of  Education  and  Science ; 
containing  the  Plan  and  Objects — Union 
of  Education  and  Science  with  Religion — 
Review  of  "  Another  Cain." — Anselm  on 
Scholastic  Discipline. . —  Propagation  of 
Christianity  in  Britain. — Magnificence  and 

Harmony  of  the  Works  of  God Notices 

connected  with  Literature,  Philosophy, 
Domestic  Economy,  &c. 

A  New  Version  of  the  Gospel  according 
to  St  Matthew,  with  a  literal  Commentary 
on  all  the  difficult  Passages  ;  to  which  is 
prefixed,  an  Introduction  to  the  Reading  of 
the  Holy  Scriptures,  intended  chiefly  for 
Young  Students  in  Divinity.  Written  ori- 
ginally in  French.  By  Messieurs  de  Beau- 
sobre  and  Lenfant ;  by  the  order  of  the 
King  of  Prussia.  8s. 

A  Brief  Outline  of  an  Examination  of 
the  Song  of  Solomon,  &c.  in  which  the 
most  important  passages  are  diligently 
traced  to  their  Hebrew  origin,  and  illus- 
trated by  remarks,  critical  and  expository. 
By  William  Davidson,  Esq.  12s. 

A  Sermon,  preached  in  the  Cathedral 
Church  of  St  Saviour's,  at  the  Visitation 
of  the  Hon.  and  Ven.  Archdeacon  De  Grey, 
on  Thursday,  September  II,  1823.  By 
Arthur  H.  Kenney,  D.D.  Rector  of  St 
Olave,  Southwark. 

An  Analysis  of  Christianity  ;  exhibit- 
ing a  connected  View  of  the  Scriptures, 
and  shewing  the  unity  of  subject  which 
pervades  the  whole  of  the  Sacred  Volume. 
By  a  Layman.  8vo.  9s. 

Reason  and  Revelation  ;  or  a  Brief  Ex- 
position of  the  Truth  and  Advantages  of 
Christianity.  Printed  for  James  Bain, 
J2mo,  4s. 

VOYAGES  AND  TRAVELS. 

A  Picturesque  Tour  through  Oberland, 
in  the  Canton  of  Berne,  Switzerland.  Imp. 
8vo.  £1.8s. 

Japan,  being  the  Ninth  division   of  the 
World,  in  miniature.  18mo.  8s. 
ZOOLOGY. 

The  British  Fauna  ;  containing  a  com- 
pendium of  the  Zoology  of  the  British  Is- 
lands, arranged  according  to  the  Linnean 
System. 

"  This  work  contains  both  the  Generic 
4H 
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and  Specific  Characters  of  all  the  Quadru* 
peds,  Birds,  Fish,  Reptiles,  Worms,  Shells, 
Carallines,  and  Animalculae,  inhabiting 
Great  Britain."  By  W.  Turton,  M.D. 
F.L.S. 

No.  VI.  of  Zoological  Researches  in  the 
Island  of  Java,  &c.  ;  with  Figures  of  Na- 
tive Quadrupeds  and  Birds.  By  Thomas 


Horsfield,  M.D.  F.L.S.  To  be  comprised 
in  8  Numbers,  royal  4to,  price  One  Guinea 
each.  Each  Number  will  consist  of  eight 
coloured  Plates,  representing  Quadrupeds 
and  Birds  ;  in  most  Numbers  one  addition- 
al uncoloured  Plate  of  Illustrations  will  be 
added.  Each  Plate  will  be  accompanied' 
by  a  portion  of  explanatory  matter. 


EDINBURGH. 


Sermons  Preached  in  St  John's  Church, 
Glasgow.  By  Thomas  Chalmers,  D.D. 
8vo.  10s.  6d.  bds. 

Statement  in  regard  to  the  Pauperism 
of  Glasgow,  from,  the  experience  of  the 
last  eight  years.  By  Thomas  Chalmers, 
D.D.  8vo.  2s. 

A  System  of  Anatomical  Plates,  ac- 
companied with  Descriptions  and  Physio- 
logical and  Pathological  Observations.  By 
John  Lizars,  F.R.S.  and  Lecturer  on 
Anatomy  and  Physiology,  Edinburgh.  Part 
I.  The  Bones ;  Part  II.  and  III.  The 
Blood  Vessels  and  Nerves.  This  work 
will  consist  of  about  Eighty  Folio  Plates, 
and  the  price  will  not  exceed  Five  Guineas. 
The  Edinburgh  Christian  Instructor, 
Nos.  CLIX.  and  CLX.  for  October  and 
November. 

The  Edinburgh  Review,  or  Critical 
Journal,  No.  LXXVII. 

Elements  of  General  History,  Ancient 
and  Modern.  By  the  Abbe  Millot.  With 
a  continuation  from  1760  to  1815,  by  M. 
Professor  Miller.  G  vols.  8vo.  L.3,  3s. 

Observations  on  the  Anti-christian  Ten- 
dency of  .Modern  Education,  and  on  the 
practicability  and  Means  of  its  Improve- 
ment. By  John  Campbell,  of  Carbrook, 
F.R.S.E.  2s.  6d. 

Cases  decided  in  the  Court  of  Session, 
Vol.  II.  part  2d.  from  May  to  July  1823. 
Reported  by  P.  Shaw,  and  A.  Dunlop, 
Esqrs.  Advocates,  royal  8vo.  10s.  (>d. 

Address  to  Christians,  on  the  Duty  and 
Advantages  of  Family  Worship.  By  the 
Rev.  Thomas  Brown.  Se:c:.u  Edition, 
18mo.  6d. 

Travels  through  part  of  the  United 
States,  and  Canada;  in  1818  and  1819. 
By  John  Duncan,  A.B.  2  vols.  post  8vo. 
16s. 

A  Compendious  History  of  the  British 
Churches.  By  John  Brown,  late  Profes- 
sor of  Divinity  to  the  Associate  Synod.  A 
New  Edition,  with  Life  of  the  Author. 
By  the  Rev.  Thomas  Brown.  2  vols.  8vo. 
18s. 

St  Johnstoun,  or  John,  Earl  of  Gowrie. 
A  Scotcli  Historical  Novel,  3  vols.  12mo. 
£1,  Is. 

Transactions  of  the  Phrenological  Soci- 
ety. Instituted  22d  Feb.  1820.  8vo.  14s. 

"A  Treatise  on  the  Law  of  Evidence  in 
Scotland.  By  George  Tait,  Esq.  Advc- 
tatc.  <!vo.  15s. 

A  Monitor  to  Families  ;  or  Discourses 


on  some  of  the  Duties  and  Scenes  of  Do- 
mestic Life.  By  the  Rev.  H.  Belfrage, 
Falkirk.  7s.  6d. 

The  Phrenological  Journal  and  Miscel- 
lany, No.  I. 

A  Full  and  Accurate  Report  of  the 
Speeches  delivered  at  the  Synod  of  Glas- 
gow and  Ayr,  on  the  case  of  Principal  M'- 
Farlan,  with  all  the  Documents — an  In- 
troduction, &c.  &c.  8vo.  Is.  6d. 

Letters  on  the  Extent  of  the  Death  of 
Christ,  in  reply  to  a  Sabbath  School  Teach- 
er, in  the  West  of  Scotland.  By  the  Rev. 
James  Methven,  Stewarton.  Price  Is.  3d. 
Private  Thoughts  on  Religion.  By 
the  Rev.  Thomas  Adam.  With  an  In- 
troductory Essay,  by  the  Rev.  Daniel 
Wilson,  A.  M.  'Minister  of  St  John's 
Chapel,  Bedford  Ro\v,  London.  12mo. 
3s.  bds. 

Denmark  Delineated,  or  Sketches  of 
the  Present  State  of  that  Country  ;  illus- 
trated with  Portraits,  Views,  and  other 
Engravings,  from  Drawings  by  eminent 
Danish  Artists.  Part  II. — Royal  8vo. 
10s.  6d.  sewed. 

Picturesque  Views  of  Edinburgh,  from 
Drawings  by  Henry  Ewbank,  Esq.,  en- 
graved by  W.  H.  Lizars.  No.  IV.  Prints 
5s.  proofs,  India,  10s.  each  part. 

A  Sermon  preached  in  the  Church  of 
Kirkliston,  on  the  7th  day  of  September 
1823,  being  the  Sunday  after  the  accounts 
arrived  from  Paris,  of  the  death  of  the 
Right  Hon.  John  Earl  of  Hopetoun.  By 
Charles  Richie,  Minister  of  Kirkliston. 
8vo.  1s. 

Chemical  Recreations;  a  Series  of 
Amusing  and  Instructive  Experiments, 
which  may  be  performed  easily,  safely, 
arid  at  little  expense.  To  which  are  pre- 
fixed, First  Lines  of  Chemistry;  wherein 
the  principal  facts  of  the  Science,  as  sta- 
ted by  the  most  celebrated  experiment- 
alists, are  familiarly  explained.  With  a 
Minute  Description  of  a  cheap  and  sim- 
ple Apparatus;  illustrated  by  Seventy  En- 
graved Figures  on  the  different  parts  of  it. 
18mo.  boards.  3s. 

The  Leisure  of  a  Lady  employed  in  ex- 
tracting from  the  best  Authors,  Pieces  in 
Prose  and  Verse,  for  the  Amusement  and 
Instruction  of  her  own  Children.  Second 
Edition.  2s.  Cd.  neatly  half  bound. 
11 
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On  Religion,  and  the  Means  of  its  At- 
tainment. Second  edition.  18mo.  By 
the  same,  Is.  6d. 

Essays  and  Treatises.  By  James  Fer- 
guson, F.R.S.  viz.  An  easy  Introduction 
to  Astronomy  for  Young  Gentlemen  and 
Ladies  ;  the  Art  of  Drawing  in  Perspec- 
tive made  easy;  an  Introduction  to  Elec- 
tricity ;  Select  Exercises  ;  and  Tables  and 
Tracts.  With  an  Appendix  relative  to 
Electricity,  Galvanism,  and  Electro- Mag- 
netism. By  David  Brewster,  LL.D. 
F.  R.S.  &c.  Anew  Edition,  illustrated 
with  Copperplates.  One  volume  8vo. 
Us. 

An  Easy  Introduction  to  Astronomy 
for  Young  Gentlemen  and  Ladies.  By 
James  Ferguson,  F. R.S.  Revised  by  Da- 
vid Brewster,  LL.D.  &c.  A  new  Edi- 
tion, illustrated  with  Copperplates.  One 
volume  12mo.  7s. 

The  Art  of  Drawing  in  Perspective, 
made  easy  to  those  who  have  had  no  pre- 
vious knowledge  of  the  Mathematics.  By 
James  Ferguson,  F. R.S.  Anew  Edition. 
Revised  by  David  Brewster,  LL.D.  One 
volume  12mo.  Copperplates.  4s. 

A  Uniform  Edition  of  the  works  of 
James  Ferguson,  F.R.S.  comprising  As- 
tronomy explained  upon  Sir  Isaac  New- 
ton's principles;  Lectures  on  oelect  Sub- 
jects ;  and  Essays  and  Treatises.  Edited 
by  David  Brewster,  LL.D.  and  illustra- 
ted with  Copperplates.  5  volumes  8vo. 
£3,  3s. 

An  Address  to  the  Associate  Congre- 
gation, Infirmary  Street ;  in  which  the 
principles  of  the  Covenanted  Reforma- 
tion, as  embraced  and  professed  by  the 
Secession,  are  briefly  stated  and  illustra- 
ted, from  the  Acts  and  Proceedings  of  the 
Associate  Presbytery  and  General  Asso- 
ciate Synod,  and  the  works  of  our  most 
approved  writers  ;  with  an  Appendix.  By 
George  Paxton,  Professor  of  Divinity,  &c. 
Is. 

Poems  and  Songs.  By  James  Kenne- 
dy, Savanha.  5s. 

A  Treatise  upon  Breeding,  Rearing, 
and  Feeding  Cheviot  and  Black-faced 
Sheep  on  high  districts,  with  some  ac- 
count of,  and  a  Complete  Cure  for  that 
fatal  malady  the  Rot.  With  Observations 
upon  laying  out  and  conducting  a  Store 
Farm.  By  John  Fairbairn,  farmer  in 
Lammermuir.  8vo.  5s. 

A  Practical  Essay  on  the  Manner  of 
Studying  arid  Teaching  in  Scotland ;  or 
a  Guide  to  Students  at  the  University,  to 
Parish  Schoolmasters,  and  Family  Tu- 
tors. In  two  Parts.  5s. 


Watt's  Latin  Grammar,  a  new  Editiop, 
in  which  it  has  been  attempted,  with  the 
utmost  brevity,  to  correct  IVlistakesjiind 
supply  Deficiencies.  By  James  Melvin, 
A.M.  one  of  the  Masters  of  the  Gram- 
mar School,  Aberdeen.  Is.  6d. 

The  Latin  Preceptor ;  or,  an  Essay, 
intending  to  serve  as  a  Guide  to  Learn- 
ers,  in  their  Latin  Compositions.  By  M. 
Torrie,  Teacher  of  French,  &c.  Second 
edition.  3s.  6d. 

A  Selection  of  Passages  of  Scripture, 
systematically  arranged,  suited  to  Sunday 
Schools.  Third  edition.  By  the  Rev. 
Wm.  Brown,  M.D.  Edinburgh.  8d. 

Discourses  suited  to  the  Administra- 
tion of  the  Lord's  Supper,  interspersed 
with  Addresses  and  Exhortations  to  the 
Communicants.  Second  edition.  By  the 
Rev.  John  Brown,  Edinburgh.  12mo. 
5s. 

The  New  Caliope,  No.  I.  being  a  Selec- 
tion of  British,  and  occasionally  Foreign 
Melodies,  newly  arranged  for  the  Piano- 
Forte,  and  engraved  on  copper,  with 
Vignettes  to  each  song.  By  John  Beugo. 
(To  be  continued  quarterly).  Is. 

The  Christian  Philosopher,  or  the  Con- 
nection of  Science  with  Religion.  By 
Thos.  Dick.  One  thick  volume  12mo. 
7s,  boards. 

The  Oratorical  Class  Book ;  with  the 
Principles  of  Elocution  Simplified  and  Il- 
lustrated by  Suitable  Examples.  In- 
tended for  the  Use  cf  Public  and  Pri- 
vate Seminaries.  By  A.  M.  Hartley, 
Teacher  of  Elocution,  Glasgow.  12mo. 
4s.  bds. 

Henry  Fitzroy  the  Young  Midship- 
man. 18mo.  2s.  bds. 

A  New  and  Greatly  Improved  Edi- 
tion of  Dr  Brown's  History  of  Missions. 
In  Two  thick  Volumes,  8vo.  26s.  bds. 
In  consequence  of  the  large  mass  of  new 
materials  which  the  Author  has  obtain- 
ed, some  parts  of  the  work  having  been 
almost  entirely  written  over  again,  in  other 
parts,  the  omissions  on  the  one  hand, 
and  the  additions  on  the  other  have 
been  so  extensive,  that  it  may  in  a  con- 
siderable degree  be  viewed  as  a  new 
work ;  it  is  brought  down  to  the  latest 
dates,  and  is  illustrated  with  Maps  of  the 
Principal  Missionary  Stations. 

Sacred  Dissertations  on  the  Apostles' 
Creed.  By  Herman  Witsius  D.  D. 
Translated  from  the  Latin,  and  followed 
with  Notes,  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
By  Donald  Frazer,  Minister  of  the  Gos- 
pel, Kennovvay.  In  Two  thick  Volumes. 
8vo.  22s.  bds. 
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O'ov. 


Wheat. 
1st,..  36s.  Od. 
2d,...28s.  6d. 
3d,  ...18s.  Od. 


EDINBURGH  —  Nov.  12. 


Barley. 
1st,.  ..26s.  Od; 
2d,  ...24s.  Od. 
3d,  ...21s.  Od. 


Oats. 
1st,  ......  20s.  Od. 

2d,  ......  19s.  Od. 

3d,  ......  18s.  Od. 


Beef  (17^  oz.  per  lb.)  Os.  3d.    to  Os. 
Mutton    .     .     .     .     Os.  3d.    toOs. 

Veal Os.  8d. 

Pork Os.  4d. 

Lamb,  per  quarter  .     Os.  6d. 
Tallow,  per  stone   .     6s.  Od. 


Tuesday,  Nov.  11. 


Pease  &  Beans. 

1st, 21s.  Od. 

2d, 19s.  Od. 

3d,  _s.  Od. 


Os. 


Quartern  Loaf 
New  Potatoes  (28  lb.)  Os. 
Fresh  Butter,  per  lb.  Is. 
Salt  ditto,  per  stone  16s. 
Ditto,  per  lb.  .  .  Is. 
Eggs,  per  dozen  .  Is. 
14. 


8d.  to  Os. 
6d.  to  Os. 
2d.  to  Os. 
Od.  to  18s.  Od. 
Od.  to  Is.  2d. 
2d.  toOs.  Od. 


9d. 
8d. 
Od. 


6d. 

6d. 

toOs.  lOd. 
to  Os.  6d. 
to  2s.  Od. 
to  7s.  Od. 
UADDINGTON— No 

OLD. 

Oats. 

...21s.  Od. 

2d, 19s.  Od. 

3d,  ....17s.  Od. 

NEW. 

Oats. 

1st,  ...  20s.  6d. 
2d,  ...  18s.  6d. 
3d,  ...  16s.  Od, 

Average  Prices  of  Corn  in  England  and  Wales,  from  the  Returns  received  in  the  Week 

ended  Nov.  8. 
Wheat,  49s.  7d.— Barley,  27s.  10d.— Oats,  20s.  10d.— Rye,  31s.  8d.— Beans,  35s.  2d.— Pease,  34s.  Od- 


Wheat. 
1st,  ....33s.  6d. 
2d,  ....32s.  6d. 
3d,  ....31s.  6d. 

Barley. 
1st,  ....  Os.  Od. 
2d,  ....  Os.  Od. 
3d,  ....  Os.  Od. 

Wheat. 
1st,  ...  28s.  Od. 
2d,  ...  25s.  Od. 
3d,  ...  22s.  Od. 

Barley! 
1st,  ...  24s.  6d. 
2d,  ...  22s.  6d. 

3d,  ...  21s.  Od. 

Pease. 
1st,  s.  Od. 
2d,  s.  Od. 
3d,  s.  Od. 

Beans. 
1st,  ...  —  s.  Od. 
2d,   s.  Od. 
3d,   s.  Od. 

Pease. 
1st,  ...  20s.  6d. 
2d,  ...  18s.  Od. 
3d,  ...  17s.  Od. 

Beans. 
1st,  ...  22s.  Od. 
2d,  ...  20s.  Od. 
3d,  ...  18s.  Od. 

London,  Corn  Exchange,  Nov.  10.                                     Liverpool,  Nov.  11. 

s.      s.                             s.       t. 

s.      a.    t.    d.<                       s.  d.    t.    d. 

Wheat,  red,  old  44  to  56 
Fine  ditto  .    .    40  to  42 

Maple,  new          —  to  — 
White  pease  .     30  to  55 

Wheat,  per  70  lb.              Amer.  p.  196  lb. 
Eng.  Old      8     9  to    9     6  Sweet,  U.S.  28  0  to  32    0 

Superfine  ditto     44  to  48 

Ditto,  boilers  .    36  to  42 

Foreign  .  .4    0  to    4    9  Do.  in  bond  —  0  to  —    0 

Ditto,  new  .         52  to  38 

Small  Beans,new33  to  57 

Waterford  6    0  to     6  10  Sour  do.  .   30  0  to  33    0 

White,  old           50  to  62 

Ditto,  old  .    .     37  to  40 

Limerick     —  0  to    —  0  Oatmeal,  per  240  lb. 

Fine  ditto  .         44  to  50 

Tick  ditto,  new    50  to  55 

Drogheda    7    0  to    7    8  English        27  0  to  50    0 

Superfine  ditto    51  to  54 

Ditto,  old    .        51  to  56 

Dublin        6    6  to    7    0  Scotch  .  .    23  0  to  25    n 

Ditto,  new  .        34  to  44 

Feed  oats     .         18  to  22 

Scotch    .      8    3  to    9    3  Irish  ...    23  0  to  25    0 

Rye    .    .              30  to  34 

Fine  ditto    .         21  to  25 

Irish  Old.  6    0  to    6    6Bran,p.241b.  1  0  to  1    2 

Barley,  new         23  to  26 
Fine  ditto  .         28  to  23 

Poland  ditto         20  to  24 
Fine  ditto  .          24  to  26 

Barley,  per  60  Ibs. 
Eng.  ...     4     0  to    1    6 

Butter,  Beef,  $c. 

Superfine  ditto    33  to  35 

Potato  ditto          21  to  24 

Scotch  .  .    4     0  to    4     3 

Butter,p.cwt.  s.  d.     s.  d. 

Malt  ...         50  to  54 

Fine  ditto   .          25  to  26 

Irish  .  .       4     0  to    4     3 

Belfast,  new  27  0  to  50  0 

Fine  ...         55  to  62 

Scotch    .    .         27  to  28 

Oats,  per  45  lb. 

Newry      -     80  0  to  81   0 

Hog  Pease     .      29  to  31 

Flour,  per  sack    45  to  50 

Eng.  new    2  10  to    5    2 

Waterford  .  74  0  to    00 

Maple    ...    52  to  54 

Ditto,  seconds      40  to  41 

Irish  do.  .   3     1  to    3  3j 

Cork,pic.2d,  75  0  to  74  0 

Seeds   Sec. 

Scotch  do.   2  11  to    5     2 

3d  dry     66  0  to    00 

Rye,  perqr.34  0  to  36    0 

Beef,  p.  tierce. 

S.        3.   d. 

Must.  White,  .    8  to  10  0 
—  Brown,  new    7  to  14  0 

*.      t.  a. 

Hempseed     .    40  to  44  0 
Linseed,  crush.  56  to  45  0 

Malt  per  b.  8    0  to    8    9 
—Middling  7    0  to    7    9 
Beans,  per  q. 

—  Mess        75  0  to    80  0 
—  p.  barrel  50  0  to    54  0 
Pork,  p.  hi. 

Tares,  per  bsh.  5  to    80 

—  Fine    .     .     44  to  52  0 

English  .36     0  to  40    0 

—  Mess     .    54  0  to    55  0 

Sanfoin,perqr.32  to  37  0 

Rye  Grass,         16  to  24  0 

Irish    .  .  54      0  to  57    0 

—  Middl.  .  50  0  to    52  0 

Turnips,  bsh.    10  to  16  0 
—  Red  &  green  10  to  14  0 
—  Yellow,         9  to   11  0 

Ilibgrass,     .      30  to  35  0 
Clover,  red  cwt50  to  56  0 
—  White  .  .     52  to  68  0 

Rapeseed,  p.l.  £25  to  25 
Pease.greySO     0  to  55     0 
—White  .44     0  to  48     0 

Bacon,  p.  cwt. 
Shortmids.  40  0  to   41  0 
Sides  .    .     58  0  to  40  0 

Caraway,  cwt.  54  to  56  0 
Canary,  per  qr.  46  to  52  0 
Rape  Seed,  per 

rrr~~t.r.  . 

Coriander   .        9  to  1  1  0 
Trefoil   ...      14  to  28  0 
ast,  £24  to  £25. 

Flour,  English, 
p.2401b.fine58    Oto44     0 
Irish,  2ds  35     0  to  45    0 

Hams,  dry,  54  0  to  56  0 
Green    .   .  —  0  to  —  0 
Lard,rd.p.c.  —  0  to  —  0 

Weekly  Price  of  Stocks,  from  1st  to  22d  October  1823. 
1st.  8th.  15th. 


Bank  stock, 

3  per  cent,  reduced,^, 

3  per  cent,  consols, — 
3£  per  cent,  consols,.,, 

4  per  cent,  consols,, 
J^ew  4  per  cent,  consols,, 
Imper.  3  per  cent. . 

India  stock, „ 

bonds,. 

Long  Annuities, — 
Exchequer  bills,,,, 

"  "Is,  ! 


Consols  for  ace.  ~,~ 

"Frpwrh    ft   n<»r  *pntu 


63  64  p. 

37  39  p. 

38  39  p. 
824     } 


68  p. 

41  38p. 
40  42  p. 
83  ft 


8851 


99 

103* 

82 


21 

40     41  p. 


22d. 


225  44 
82|  83 

83  1     | 
90  1     I 

100*   k 

103-    4 


72  p. 

2015-16  21 
39  3B  p. 
38  40  p. 


Nov.]]  Monthly  Register.  61,> 

Course  of  Exchange,  N-ov.  II. — Amsterdam,  12:  6.  C.  F.  Ditto  at  sight,  12:3. 
Rotterdam,  12  :  7.  Antwerp,  12  :  6.  Hamburgh,  37 :  8.  Altona,  37  :  9.  Paris,  3 
d.  sight,  25  :  70.  Ditto  25  :  90.  Bourdeaux,  25  :  90.  Frankfort  on  the  Maine,  157|. 
Petersburg!!,  per  rble.  8f  :  3.  Us.  Berlin,  7  :  10.  Vienna,  10 :  16  Eff.flo.  Trieste,  10:17 
Eff.flo.  Madrid,  37.  Cadiz,  36.  Bilboa,  36.  Barcelona,  35£.  Seville,  35|.  Gibral. 
tar,  30£.  Leghorn,  46|.  Genoa,  43|.  Venice,  28  :  10.  Malta,  45.  Naples,  39|. 
Palermo,  117.  Lisbon,  52£.  Oporto,  524-  Rio  Janeiro,  48.  Bahia,  46.  Dublin, 
9gper  cent.  Cork,  9|  per  cent. 

Prices  of  Gold  and  Silver,  per  0.7 — Foreign  gold,  in  bars,  £3  :  17  :  6d.  New 
Doubloons,  £3  :  15  :  Od.  New  Dollars,  4s.  9£d.  Silver  in  bars,  stand.  4s.  ll£d. 


PRICES  CURRENT,  Nov.  8.—  LONDON,  11. 

SUGAR,  Muse. 

LEITH. 

GLASGOW. 

LIVERPOOL. 

LONDON. 

B.  P.  Dry  Brown,  .  cwt. 

57      to      59 

56               59 

54                59 

58                — 

Mid.  good,  and  fine  mid. 

62               64 

63               66 

GO                68 

59                70 

Fine  and  very  fine,     .     . 

74               80 

—                — 

69               74 

—                _ 

Refined  Doub.  Loaves,     . 

112              125 

__                __ 

_                __ 

—                _- 

Powder  ditto, 

100             110 

_—                — 

___                _ 

104              115 

Single  ditto, 

92             104 

91              100 

_ 

UO                 95 

Small  Lumps,   . 

90               98 

83               86 

_                _ 

78                87 

Large  ditto,  .    . 

S8               90 

80               81 

___                ___ 

Crushed  Lump?, 

35               52 

80                86 

^_                __ 

—                                 _ 

MOLASSES,  British     cwt. 

50               31 

29                — 

_                

29                306 

COFFEE,  Jamaica,     cwt. 

Ord.  good,  and  fine  ord. 

90             110 

76               90 

76               92 

78               95 

Mid.  good,  and  fine  mid. 

120             130 

90              106 

93              106 

Dutch  Triage  and  very  ord. 

—      -         

50               75 

_ 

Ord.  good,  and  fine  ord. 

—               _ 

90              102 

76               90 

^^                . 

Mid.  good,    and  fine  mid. 

—                i^. 

104              115 

91             106 

,_  _                _ 

St  Domingo,     

122             126 

—                                 H 

74              75 

__ 

Pimento  (in  Bond,)   .     .     . 

9                JO 

8$                9 

—                

SPIRITS, 

Jam.  Rum,  16  O.  P.  gall. 

IslOd    2s   2d 

Is6d       Is  lOd 

Is  lOd    2s  Od 

Is7d   Is  lOd 

33        34 

m                                |  > 

—                                —  • 

24       38 

Geneva, 

23        25 

__ 

__ 

16       23 

Grain  Whisky,        .      . 

4  10        50 



—                                — 

WINES, 

Claret,  1st  Growths,  hhd. 

40               55 

—  .                                _ 

_                                -  -, 

£25             £50 

Portugal  Red,           pipe. 
Spanish  White,         butt. 

32               44 
31               55 

—                — 

—                — 

27                34 

Teneriffc,                   pipe. 

27               29 

_               __ 

—                —  * 

_                __ 

Madeira              • 

40                 0 

LOGWOOD,  Jam.        ton. 

£10               0 

80     8  10 

£7  15      8  "o 

£8  10       90 

Honduras,       .... 

.—                             _. 

—                             — 

8  15      95 

90      9  10 

Campeachy,       .    .    . 
FUSTIC,  Jamaica,   . 

8               — 

7                 8 

—               — 

9095 
8  10      90 

9  10     10    0 

8  10      90 

Cuba,   

9               11 

_               - 

9  10    10     0 

10  10     12     0 

INDIGO,  Caraccas  fine,  Ib. 

10s        11s  6 

—               

9     0    10    6 

TIMBER,  Amer.  Pine,  foot. 

2024 

—               _ 

_                _ 

Ditto  Oak,    ,     .     .     .     . 

2933 

Christiansand  (dut.  paid.) 

2227 

_               

_ 

z 

Honduras  Mahogany, 

1016 

13       14 

0  11      12 

0  10       11 

St  Domingo,  ditto,     .     . 

1628 

16        30 

1     7     2  10 

18       1  11 

TAR,  American,            brl. 

19                20 

—                _ 

14     0      15  0 

_                 _ 

15               17 

__ 

16    6      0     0 

PITCH,  Foreign,          cwt. 

10               11 





8000 

TALLOW,  Rus.  Yel.  Cand. 

40                — 

40                41 

59                 — 

. 

HEMP,  Polish  Rhine,  ton. 

43               44 

z 

Z          Z 

£42 

Petersburgh,  Clean,   .    . 

37          38  10 

—              — 

40                41 

FLAX, 

Riga  Thies.  &  Druj.  Rak. 

60               — 

—              



£65               — 

Dutch,      ...          .     , 

55               90 

45               — 

Irish, 

48               60 

__                 

~                 ~ 

MATS,  Archangel,       .      . 

90               95 

__                 __ 

—                 _ 

__               __ 

BRISTLES, 

Petersburgh  Firsts,    cwt. 
ASHES,  Peters.  Pearl,  .    . 

-                17 
40               42 

—            — 

—                 — 

43               — 

Montreal,  ditto,     . 

40               42 

40                 41 

—                  40 

Pot,        .        . 

40               42 

40                 41 

59     6          40 

40               42 

OIL,  Whale,        .        tun. 

IS                — 

19                20 

18                — 

Cod,        .... 

— 

L                                       ^ 

TOBACCO,  Virgin,  fine,  Ib. 

7              7i 

5*                 ? 

0    5J    0    8 

0    5J        6% 

Middling,        .        .       . 

51              64 

0    3|    0    5 

Inferior, 

4               5 

4                   41 

0     2      0     2i 

0     si        3 

COTTONS,  Bowed  Georg. 

0     8i     0  11 

0     7J    0     84 

v      ^3          o 

Sea  Island,  fine, 

—  .                                 — 

1517 

1517" 

1     1J     1  9 

Good, 

—                                 _     , 

1515 

1     1J    1     34 

Middling,      .      , 
Demerara  and  Berbice, 

Z          I 

1112 
0  Hi    1     0 

1     li    I    5j 
0  11      11 

0  11      1  OJ 

West  India, 

_                     — 

09      6  10 

09      0  11 

Pernambuco, 
ftLuanham, 

_       z 

1     1        1     U 
1011 

1  111     1     OJ 
0  11|     1     Oj 

0  llj    0  0 

Register* 


MKTEOIIOJ.OGICAI,  TABLES,  extracted  from  ihc  Register  kept  at  Edinburgh^  in  the 
Observatory  •>  tjuiton-liill* 

N.3.-^The  Observations  are  made  twice  every  day,  at  nine  o'clock,  forenoon,  and  four  o'clock,  after- 
poofu— The  s^oixl  Observation  in  thu  afternoon,  in  the  first  column,  is  taken  by  the  Register 
Thermometer.  , 

September. 


Auac.i. 

AllrtCU 

Ther. 

Barom. 

Ther. 

\Vind 

Th  r. 

Barom. 

Ther. 

Wind. 

Sept.l  { 

V1.41 
V.  60 

.'9.  7  If! 
.69* 

VI.61  X 
A.  60  / 

SVV. 

^ull,  with 
;howers. 

Sent.  16  { 

M.16.'. 
A.  54" 

.'9.23.-) 

.430 

M.57  X 

W. 

Rain  morn. 
Dull  day. 

VI.  45 

.504 

VI.61  X 

•JU 

lain  morn. 

.—  ( 

M.  18 

.2  1C 

VI.58  X 

ng 

Fair,  with 

A.59 

.56 

V.  59  / 

*V  « 

fair  aftern. 

\ 

A.51 

.609 

Y.58/ 

vv« 

sunshine, 

_   f 

M.45 

.44.3 

VI.58X 

Rain  morn. 

f 

M.42 

.990 

Fair,  but 

3  I 

A.  55 

.70: 

Y.58J 

vV. 

fair  day. 

18-^ 

.A.51 

30.1  0" 

i1"-7.  [ 

VV. 

dull. 

V1.19i 
A.58 

.588 
.696 

M.60) 
A.59/ 

W. 

Dull,  with 
slight  shrs. 

19  { 

M.4J 
A.  57 

29.730 
.681' 

V1.5S  > 
A.  55  i 

w. 

Heavy  sh. 
nid.  of  day. 

VI.49 

.65! 

M.5SX 

Fair,  with 

9nf 

M.43 

.69, 

VI.-).)  > 

Fair,  but 

•V.56 

.81;; 

A.  57  / 

*¥• 

sunshine. 

20  1 

A.  -51 

.520 

Y.55/ 

vV. 

dull. 

6  { 

VI.45 
A.  52 

.89i. 
.91'- 

VI.57  X 
A.  58  / 

w. 

Foren.  suns, 
iftern.  rain. 

M.4S 
A.51 

.29.-, 
Z8.9SH 

M.5  1  X 
Y.54/ 

Cble. 

Foren.  rain, 
aftern.  fair. 

7  { 

M.17 
A.  50 

.939 

.99! 

V1.56  X 
Y.57/ 

Cble. 

Dull,  but 
air. 

22  { 

M.39 

A.  48 

.98: 

20.581. 

M.57  X 
A.  50  / 

Cble. 

Foren.  dull, 
rain,aft.fair. 

8  { 

\I.40i 
A.  50 

.998 
.910 

VI.5.5  X 
Y.  51  / 

W. 

Ditto. 

25  { 

M.3B 
A.  46 

.586 
.399 

M.48  X 
A.  57  / 

Cble. 

Foren.  h.  ra. 
aftern.  fair. 

9  { 

VI.45 
A.  52 

.93(, 

.99; 

VI.  5  4  > 

Y..55J 

JV. 

Frost  morn, 
lull  day. 

24 

M.48 
A.  46 

.291; 

.5)5 

M  47  X 
V.  57  / 

NW. 

Fair  for  the 
day. 

10   { 

A/55 

.90* 

M.59  ) 
A.  59  / 

Cble. 

Frost  morn, 
lav  warm. 

25 

A.'  9 

.425 
.298 

M.59X 
Y.  5H  > 

sw. 

Fair,  with 

sunshine. 

M.40 

.997 

VI.61  X 

W 

Oiiil,  but 

r 

M.40 

.350 

VI.5,5  X 

W' 

Foren.  shrs. 

\ 

A.59 

.716 

V.61  ] 

fair. 

4u 

A.  '18 

.375 

A.  51  / 

. 

aft.  fair. 

f 

M.47 

.701: 

VI.62  ) 

nKirt 

Foren.  suns. 

f 

M.37 

.345 

VI.  53  » 

rleavy  shr. 

12   -^ 

A.60 

.56( 

Y.60/ 

_DlC. 

lull  aftern. 

27-^ 

A.  47 

.493 

Y.51.1 

nil  at  noon. 

13   { 

M.45J 
A.51" 

.504 
.544 

M.59  X 
Y.  .57  / 

vv. 

Dull,  but 

fair. 

28  { 

M.33J 
A.  41" 

.704 

.910 

M.50) 
Y.  50  / 

Calm. 

^air,  with 
sunshine. 

14   { 

M.41 
A.  53 

.314 
.13' 

VI.56  X 
Y.61/ 

fJble. 

Foren.  dull, 
'i.rain  aftern. 

29{!M-30 

.689 
.364 

M.48  X 
\.51j 

SW. 

Frost  morn. 
Foren.sunsh 

15  { 

VI.50 
A.56 

_'8.76S 

M.60  X 
A.59/ 

Cble. 

Morn.'  rain, 
Jay  showery. 

3°{lK 

-28.92.S 
.828 

M.50X 
A.52/ 

W. 

Rain  morru 
Fair  day. 

Average  of  Rain,  1.480  inches. 


October. 


Attarh. 

Ther. 

Barom. 

Th«r.' 

Wind. 

Ther. 

Barom. 

Ther. 

Wind.  | 

Oct.  1   { 

M.47 
A.  55 

29.610 
.540 

M.58X 
A.5.9/ 

SW. 

Rain  foren. 

fair  aftern. 

Oct.  17  { 

M.42 
A.52 

29.445 
.59 

M.56) 

A.58/ 

W. 

Fair  foren. 
Ram  aftern. 

*  { 

M.48 
A.  58 

.578 
.559 

M.61  ) 
A.  65  / 

w. 

Dull,  with 
slight  showrs 

,8 

M.58 
A.  55 

.640 
.5*8 

M.60  X 
A.  63  / 

Cble. 

Foren.sunsh. 
aftern.  dull. 

5  { 

M.4!> 
A.  59 

.488 
.205 

M.63  X 
A.60/ 

NW. 

Fair,  but 

dull. 

,9  { 

M.49 
A.59 

.279 
.331 

M.65X 

W. 

Foren.  fair, 
aft.  showers. 

f 

M.45 

.102 

M.58  X 

li.  rain  morn. 

M.45 

.350 

M.ilr  x 

Foren.sunsh. 

*      "^ 

A.51 

.575 

A.59/ 

NW. 

fair  day. 

20  •? 

A.  55 

.392 

A.  60  / 

W. 

aftern.  dulL 

*{ 

M.43 

A.,  5.5 

.344 
.511 

A/59  } 

W. 

Sunsh.  with 
showers. 

2l{ 

M.44J 
A.  54 

.396 
.465 

M.60 
A.58/ 

VV. 

Fair,  with 
sunshine. 

M.44 

A.  51 

.388M.6DX 
.539'A.61  / 

N.W. 

Dull  &cold, 
with  showers 

22  { 

M.43i 
A.  .54 

.496 
.479 

M.60  X 
A.  -59  / 

vv. 

Fair,  sunsh. 
warm. 

7    ) 

M.15 

.515  M.58> 

•NTUU" 

Morn.  shrs. 

-  f  M.42 

.491 

M.57X 

Morn,  frost, 

1    i 

A.  55 

.350  A.  59  J 

JN  W» 

day  fair. 

1    ]  A      C1 

.551 

A.60/ 

w. 

day  fr.sunsh. 

: 

M.43 
A.  55 
M.45 
A.  5.5 

.558  M.60) 
.402!A.59/ 
.626  M.58J 
.TXVA.68} 

NW. 
W. 

Foren.snnsh. 
dull  aft;-rn.  , 
Morn,  rain, 
day  sunsh. 

-!ii 

.646 
.644 
.475 
.613 

M.6lS 
A.60/ 
M.58  X 
A.59/ 

Cble.  'gjj.11'  but 
,,,  ,      i  Rain  morn. 
LD1C-    day  foggy. 

10  | 

11     \ 

M.  15} 
A.  57 
M.54 

.«il!)M.59\  _.„ 
.564:A.G2}|SW- 
.525  M.64>LD, 

Morn,  rain, 
day  fair. 
Rain  most 

¥{ 

M.48 
A.59 
M.47* 

.792 
.831 

.793 

M.58  ) 
A.58/ 
M.GO  1 

„,        IFair,  with 
j  sunshine. 
„.  .      i  Foren.  fair. 

A.  64 

,512  1  A.  f>-  /  I     " 

of  day. 

27  \ 

A.59 

.765 

A.59/ 

'Dle'    attern.  rain. 

"1 

M.51 
A.  58 
M.48 

.»5M.6a\L_ 

.644  A.  62  f  JW- 
..?_'.")  M..59)  L  . 

Morn,  rain, 
day  sunsh. 
Heavy  rain 

28  / 

ml 

M.47 
A.  56 
M.48 

.789 
.704 
.640 

14.63  X 

A.  60  / 
M.GO) 

w         Rather  dull, 
,butwarm. 

1|^ 

A.  53 

,'iOH  A.  r>7  /  j 

most  of  day. 

29  | 

A.56 

.625 

A.  6    / 

of  day. 

,4    <  M.-I.VI 
"    ( 

!lil8  A.'.55}|Cble- 

Forn.h.rain, 
aft.  fair.dull. 

M.45 
A.  54 

.672 
.718 

M.601 
A.  GO  / 

„.        'Rain  morn. 
Cble-    fair  day. 

15   { 

«! 

M.Hi 
A.56 
M.  13 
A.  SO 

.325  M.57  i 
.050  A.56/ 
.119  M.54X 
.150  A.56/ 

Cble 
Cble. 

Rain  most 
of  day. 
Foren.  rain, 
aftern.  fair. 

31  { 

M.45J 

A.  60* 

.825 

.840 

M.'OX 
A.  58  ) 

,„       IDull,  with 
jhowersrain. 

Average  of  Rain,  5.673  Inches. 

Monthly  Register. 
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ALPHABETICAL  LIST  of  ENGLISH  BANKRUPTCIES,  announced  between  the   20th 
of  Aug.  and  the  20th  of  Oct.  1823  ;  extracted  from  the  London  Gazette. 


Aldersey,  B.  Liverpool,  grocer. 

Andrew,  P.  U.  Brighton,  grocer. 

Atkinson,  A.  Ludgate-hill,  cabinetmaker. 

Atkinson,  T.  Ludgate-hill,  cabinet-maker. 

Bailey,  J.  N.  Chancery-Lane,  bookseller. 

Ball,  H.  and  F.  K.  Fowell,  Ottery  St  Mary,  De- 
vonshire, woollen-manufacturers. 

Barnes,  W.  Newhall,  Worcestershire,  cattle-dealer. 

Barton,  W.  Cambridge,  coach  proprietor. 

Batterbeck,  P.  F.  Norton,  Suffolk,  brandy-mer- 
chant. 

Biles,  J.  Cranbourne,  Dorsetshire,  blacksmith. 

Bish,  D.  Shirehampton,  Gloucestershire,  dealer. 

Boulting,  J.  Halstead,  Essex,  linen-draper. 

Bradford,T3.  Yardley  Street,  Spa-fields,  leather- 
japanner. 

Broughall,  R.  Little  Ness,  Shropshire,  farmer. 

Caton,  H.  Beaminster,  Dorsetshire,  draper., 

Cleaver,  W.  Holborn,  soap-manufacturer. 

Cogger,  T.  Haymarket,  glassman. 

Cooper,  J.  Leicester,  linen-draper. 

Cone,  J.  Crutched-friars,  victualler. 

Cornfoot,  A.  Houndsditch,  bak«>r. 

Cox,  C.  St  Martin's  Lane,  draper. 

Critchley,  J.  and  T.  Walker,  Bolton,  liquor-mer- 
chants. 

Dighton,  G.  Rochester,  draper. 

Dixon,  F.  and  E.  Fisher,  Greenwich,  linen-dra- 
pers. 

Drakes,  D.  and  G.  Smith,  Reading,  linen-drapers. 

Duncalfe,  J.  sen.  Donnington  Woodmill,  Shrop- 
shire, miller. 

Ferguson,  J.  Liverpool,  merchant. 

Fleming,  R.  Yarmouth,  wine-merchant. 

Fox,  T.  Great  Surrey-street,  Blackfriars'-road, 
woollen  draper. 

Funston,  R.  Cambridge,  dealer. 

Garside,  J.  High-street,  Whitechapel,  butcher. 

Gaskell,  J.  Windle,  Lancashire,  miller. 

Gaskell,  G.  Hall,  Westmoreland,  innkeeper. 

Goodwin,  R.  Lamb's  Conduit  Street,  silk-mercer. 

Grange,  J.  Piccadilly,  nurseryman. 

Graves,  J.  and  H.  S.  Langbourn-chambers,  mer- 
chants. 

Green,  J.  White  Horse  Terrace,  Stepney,  coal- 
merchant. 

Greetham,  T.  Liverpool,  ship-chandler. 

Hartwright,  T.  Kinver,  Staffordshire,  victualler. 

Hasford,  J.  Trowbridge,  victualler. 

Hepple,  J.  Cambo,  Northumberland,  cooper. 

Hibbert,  J.  Hylord's-court,  Crutched-friars,  wine- 
merchant. 

Hill,  R.  Stafford,  silversmith. 

Holman,  R.  Crown-street,  Finsbury-square,  hat- 
ter. 

Hone,  J.  W.  Brixton,  draper. 

Horn,  H.  Cherry-garden  street,  Rotherhithe, 
merchant. 

Howell,  J.  Llanelly,  Carmarthenshire,  linen-dra- 
per. 

Hunter,  J.  Halifax,  dealer. 

Hurry,  W.  C.  Mincing  Lane,  merchant. 

Jenkins,  J.  Tewkesbury,  wine-merchant. 

Jenkins,  J.  Tewksbusy,  corn-dealer. 

Jennings,  J.  Keynsham,  Somersetshire,  saddler. 


Johnson,  W.  Liverpool,  merchant. 

Kingsell,  J.  Blackwall,  plumber. 

Kirkpatrick,  W.  E.  Lime-street,  merchant. 

Knowles,  G.  Brighton,  stable-keeper. 

Lee,  H.  T.  Gravel-lane,  RateliSe-highway,  slop- 
seller. 

Lowndes,  J.  H.  Liverpool,  merchant. 

Lumley,  J.  Foston,  Yorkshire,  corn-factor. 

M'Gowan,  W.  Newark,  tea-dealer. 

Maddy,  W.  Leeds,  linen-draper. 

Marchant,  J.  Freshford,  Somersetshire,  innkeeper. 

Martin,  J.  Bolton,  manufacturer. 

Maunders,  J.  Upper  Ground-street,  Christchurch, 
victualler. 

Maxwell,  J.  Boston,  tea-dealer.- 

Meilheim,  L.  J.  de,  Arundel-street,  Strand,  mer- 
chant. 

Mitchell,  W.  Norwich,  silversmith. 

Mollett,  J.  Lower  Thames  Street,  victualler. 

Moore,  E.  Hanway  Street,  Oxford  Street,  silk- 
mercer. 

Myers,  A.  Haymarket,  tailor. 

Oldriere,  L.  Dartmouth,  tallow-chandler. 

Peplow,  J.  Gfosvenor-inews,  veterinary-surgeon. 

Perrell,  J.  King-street,  Cheapside,  silk-manufac- 
turer. 

Phillips,  D.  Cold  Blow,  Pembrokeshire,  victualler. 

Phillips,  H.  Devonshire  Street,  Bishopsgate,  hat- 
ter. 

Phillips,  M.  and  Co.  Devonshire  Street,  Bishops- 
gate. 

Pigott,  W.  Red-hall,  Burstow,  Surrey,  farmer. 

Rigg,  R.  and  A.  Whitehaven,  brewers. 

Robertson,  E.  French-horn  Yard,  Dean  Street. 
High  Holbom,  coach-smith. 

Roche,  G.  Liverpool,  tobacconist. 

Rogers,  W.  Gosport,  butcher. 

Rooke,  J.  Bishopsgate  Street  within,  tailor. 

Ryder,  R.  Edale,  Derbyshire,  cotton-spinner. 

Simmons,  A.  Strand,  tailor  and  draper. 

Skiller,  E.  Rochester,  victualler. 

Smith,  J.  Doncaster,  grocer. 

Smith,  T.  Manor-row,  Tower-hill,  earthenware- 
man. 

Steel,  J.  and  G.  Greenwich,  timber-merchants. 

Sutton,  W.  Sunbury,  Middlesex,  brewer. 

Telford,  J.  and  W.  Arundell,  Liverpool,  drapers. 

Thurtell,  T.  Haymarket,  victualler. 

Twigg,  W.  Salford,  victualler. 
.  Underwood,  C.  Cheltenham,  builder. 

Waters,  H.  Union  Court,  Broad  Street, 
chant. 

Watson,  T.  Lonsrsight,  Lancashire,  dealer. 

Watt,  C.  Sidney-street,  Goswell-street  road,  pen- 
manufacturer. 

Watt,  C.  Spencer-street,  Goswell-street  road,  in er- 

Wilment,  S.  Wilton,  Somersetshire,  timber-mer- 
chant. 

Wilson,  R.  and  F.  Oxford-street,  linen-drapers. 

Wombwell,  W.  Edmund  Street,  Battle  Bridge,, 
stage-coach  proprietor. 

Wood,  J.  Cardiff,  banker. 

Worth,  J.  and  J.  Trump-street,  warehousemen. 

Wright,  G.  T.  Piccadilly,  ironmonger. 


ALPHABETICAL  LIST  of  SCOTCH  BANKRUPTCIES,  announced  between  the  20th 
of  Aug.  and  the  20th  Oct.  1813;  extracted  from  the  Edinburgh  Gazette. 


Brown,  James,  shipbuilder  in  Perth. 

Cameron,  Dugald,  and  Company,  merchants  or 
grocers  in  Greenock;  and  Dugald  M'Ewen, 
merchant  in  Greenock,  only  surviving  partner 
in  that  concern. 

Campbell,  James  and  Co.,  wine  and  spirit-mer- 
chants in  Glasgow. 

Dinning,  John,  writer  and  builder,  lately  residing 
in  Tradeston,  at  present  at  Burnside,  near  Glas- 
gow. 

Douglas,  William,  merchant,  Glasgow. 

Dryden,  John,  skinner,  dealer  in  wool,  and  ma- 
nufacturer and  seller  of  gloves  in  Jedburgh. 

Ewing,  Miller,  and  Co.,  merchants,  Greenock,  &c. 

Gilmour,  David,  draper,  South  Bridge,  Edin- 
burgh. 

Guthrie,  Robert,  merchant,  Cupar  Fife. 

Johnstone,  Alexander,  merchant,  North  Bridge, 
Edinburgh. 

Landall,  John,  a»d  Co.  merchants,  Glasgow. 


Landall,  John  and  Thomas,  and  Co.,  lately  mer- 
chants in  Edinburgh,  now  in  Leith. 

Lawson  and  Thomson,  hat-manufacturers,  Dun- 
fermline. 

Maclean,  John,  and  Co.  some  time  merchants  and. 
shopkeepers  in  Glasgow. 

Pickard,  George  and  Co.,  merchants  and  agents 
in  Edinburgh. 

Ramsay,  David,  merchant  in  Perth. 

Ritchie,  Alexander,  late  banker  in  Brechin,  for- 
merly of  Bearhill  and  Caiinbank. 

Shaw,  William,  grain-dealer  and  merchant,  Town- 
head  Mil!,  Kiisyth. 

Steel,  William,  merchant  in  Glasgow. 

Thomson,  John,  merchant  in  St  Andrews. 

White,  Robert,  wright  and  builder  in  Glasgow. 

DIVIDENDS. 

Borthwick  and  Goudie,  and  George  Goudie  ami 
Company,  both  of  Belhaveti ;  Boi'thwie-kj,  and 
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Company  of  Dunbar;  and  Bruoe,  Borthwiek 
and  Company  of  Koningsberg,  a  first  dividend 

'    after  17th  November. 

Hill,  Peter,  and  Company,  booksellers  in  Edin- 
burgh; first  dividend  on  24th  November,  to 
those  creditors  whose  claims  have  been  sustain- 

King,  G.  H.  merchant  in  Glasgow ;  a  dividend  on 
22d  November. 

Levach,  George,  merchant  in  Thurso ;  a  divi- 
dend after  6th  December. 

MacCiillum,  Duncan,  late  mei  chant  in  Tarbert; 
a  first  and  finiil  dividend  after  20th  October. 

Mathison  and  Company,  merchants  in  Edinburgh; 
a  first  dividend  after  22d  November. 

Mylne,  William,  merchant  and  insurance-broker 
in  Leith ;  a  first  aud  final  dividend  after  oth 
November. 
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Naamyth,  Pollock  and  Company,  paper-maker* 
and  stationers  in  Edinburgh ;  a  first  dividend 
after  3d  November. 

Paterson,  John,  merchant  in  Edinburgh,  and  Ro- 
bert Kerr,  merchant  in  Leith,  as  copartners 
carrying  on  a  joint  trade ;  an  interim  dividend 
after  llth  November. 

Scott,  Thomas,  jun.  late  merchant,  Blair-street, 
Edinburgh ;  a  dividend  after  16th  October. 

The  concern  of  Robert  Craig,  millers  and  grain- 
dealers  at  Patrick ;  a  final  dividend  after  7th 
November. 

Wylie,  Alexander,  late  manufacturer  in  Glasgow ; 
a  dividend  after  17th  October. 

Young  and  Gordon,  drapers  and  merchants  in 
Dundee;  a  second  and  final  dividend  on  27th 
October. 


APPOINTMENTS,  PROMOTIONS,  &c. 


September. 


2  Life  Gds.  Hon.  J.  Dutton,  Cor.  &  Sub--Lt  by 
purch.  vice  Hamilton,  ret. 

7  Aug.  1823 

1  Dr.  Gds.    Capt  Sweny,   Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Turner,  ret.  28  do. 

Lt.  Polhill,  Capt.  by  purch.  do. 

Cor.  Heaviside,  Lt.  by  purch.        do. 

Gent.  Cadet  H.  Wilson,  from  R.  Mil. 

Coll.  Cor.  by  purch.  do. 

7  Dr.  J.  J.  White,  Cor.  by  purch.  vice  Phil- 

lipps,  prom.  21  do. 

9  Thomas  J.  F.  Vis.  Kirkwal,  Cor.  by 

purch.  vice  Lascelles,  67  F. 

18  Sept 

13  Cor.  Elton,  Lt.  by  purch.  vice  Foster, 

prom.  Cape  Corps  Cav.       28  Aug. 

Lt  Collins,  from  h.  p.  21  Dr.  Lt.  vice 

Nash,  exch.  rec.  diff.  18  Sept 

G.  J.  Christie,  Cor.  vice  Elton,  prom. 

do. 

17  Lt  Dungan,  from  h.  p.  19  Dr.  Lt 

(Riding  Master)  31  Aug. 

2  F.  Lt.  Waring,  Capt   by  purch.   vice 

Power,  ret.  28  do. 

Ens.  Mundy,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

Serj.-Maj.  Littlejohn,  fm.  72  F.  Ens. 
and  to  act  as  Adj.  vice  Mundy, 
prom.  18  Sept 

9  Hosp.  Assist.  Burt,  Assist.-Surg,  vice 

Dent,  21  F.  4  do. 

10  Lt    Blane,    Capt.    by    purch.  vice 

Rudsdell,  piom.  51  July 

Ens.  Goode,  Lt.  by  purch,  vice  Blane 

do. 

Robert  Dampier  Hallifax,  Ens.  by 
purch.  vice  Goode  do. 

15  A.  Shaw,  Ens.  vice  Slake,  28  F. 

4  Sept 

15  M.  K.  Atherley,  Ens.  by  purch.  vice 

Browne,  70  F.  28  Aug. 

Ens.  Beatty,  from  h.  p.  44  F.  Ens. 

vice  Atherley,  70  F.  4  Sept. 

la  Bt  Maj.  Percival,  Maj.  vice  M'Neill 

dead  do. 

Lt.  Cowper,  Capt  do. 

Ens.  Grattan,  Lt.  do 

Gent.  Cadet,  E.  K.  Young,  from  R. 

Mil.  Coll.  Ens.  do. 

21  As.  Surg.  Dent,  from  9  F.  Surg.  vice 

Carey,  dead  do. 

23  Lt   Holmes,   Capt  by  purch.  vice 

England,  49  F.  do. 

2d  Lt.  Ellis,  1st  Lt.  by  purch.       do. 

W.  Le  M.  Tupper  *d  Lt  by  purch. 

do. 

18  Ens.  Shaw,  Lt  do. 

Ens.  Slake,  from  13  F.  Ens.  do. 

Lt.  Wheeler,  Adj.  vice  Bridgeland, 

dead  do. 

33  Capt.  Hay,  from  67  F.  Capt.  vice  Bt 

Maj.  Wilder,   removed  from   the 

service  1 1  June 

42  M -Gen.  Sir  G  Murray,  G.C.H.  from 

72  F.  Colonel,  vice"  Gen.  Earl  of 

Hopetoun,  dead  6  Sept. 

^y  (Vpt   England,  from  23  F.  Maj.  by 

purch.  vk-c  Hutehii:son,  prom. 

4  do. 


51  F. 
52 


60 


64 


67 


70 


Thomas  Irvine,  Ens.  10  do. 

Capt.  Levinge,  fiomh.  p.  10  F.  Capt. 

vice  Douglas,  cancelled       14  Aug. 
Capt.  Peacocke,  fromh.  p.  36  F.  vice 

F.  G.  Peacocke,  exch.         10  Sept. 
Ens.   Gore,  from  h.  p.  82  F.   Ens. 

(paying  diff.)  vice  Bower,  61  F. 

28  Aug. 
Gent.   Cadet  F.   Coghlan,  from  R. 

Mil.  Coll.  Ens.  vice  Creagh,  81  F. 

25  Sept. 

Ens.  Bower,  from  57  F.  Ens.  vice  Lt. 

Berkeley,  h.  p.  82  F.  rec.  diff. 

28  Aug. 
Lt.  Jull,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice  Eliot, 

ret.  18  Sept. 

Ens.  M'Pherson,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 
B.  D.  Speke,  Ens.  by  purch.  do. 
Lt.  Vaughan,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice 

Hay,  35  F.  4  do. 

Cor.  Hon.  F.  Lascelles,  from  9  Dr. 

Lt.  by  purch.  lido. 

J.  Lord  Elphinstone,  Ens.  by  purch. 

vice  Hamilton,  Rifle  Br.     14  Aug. 
Ens.  Hon.  G.  A.  Browne,  from  15  F. 


Lt.  by  purch.  vice  Hunter,  prom. 
28  do. 
Ens.  Atherley,  from  15  F.  Ens.  vice 

Clarke,  h.'p.  44  F.  4  Sept. 

Ens.  Reed,  from  h.  p.  4  W.  I.  R.  Ens. 

vice  Blake,  exch.  rec.  diff.     18  do. 

72  Lt.-Gen.SirJ.  Hope,   G.C.H.  from 

92  F.  Col.  vice  M.-Gen.  Sir  G.  Mur- 
ray, 42  F.  6  do. 

73  C.  Primrose,  Ens.  vice  O'Brien,  dead 

4  do. 

Lt.  Williamson,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice 

Watts,  ret.  18  xlo. 

Ens.  Primrose,  Lt.  by  purch.         do. 

H.  Seymour,  Ens.  by  purch.          do. 

75  Lt  Hon.  G.  A.  Browne,  from  h.  p. 

70  F.  Lt.  vice  Cockburn,  exch.  rec. 

diff.  do. 

77  Dep.  Ass.  Com.  Gen.  Maclaurin,  from 

h.  p.  Paym.  vice  Heacock,  dead,  do. 

81  Lt.  Montgomery,  Capt.  vice  Pilking- 

ton,  dead  do. 

Ens.  Brown,  Lt.  do. 

Creagh,  from  60  F.  Ens.        do. 

86  Lt.   Holland,   from  89  F.   Lt.  vice 

Carrol,  h.  p.  1  F.  do. 

89  Williamson,  from  h.  p.  1  F.  Lt. 

vice  Holland,  86  F.  do. 

92  Lt.  Gen.  Alex.  Duff,  Col.  vice  Lt- 

Gen.  Sir  J.  Hope,  72  F.       6  Sept 

Hosp.  Assist.  Thomson,  Assist.  Surg. 

vice  Lenon,  dismissed          25  June 

93  Capt.  Macintosh,  from  11  F.  Maj.  by 

purch.  vice  Brice,  ret.         18  Sept. 

1  W.  I.  R.     Bt  Maj.  Gillanil,   from  1  Vet  Bn. 

Capt.  vice  Kenney,  h.  p.  1'2  F. 

4  do. 

2  Capt.  Bullock,  from  h.  p.  103  F.  vice 

Maclean,  exch.  18  do. 

As.  Staff  Surg.   Tedlie,  Surg.  vice 

Duigan,  dead  do. 

Cape  Corps  (Cav.)  Lt.  Foster,  from  13  Dr.  Adj. 

and  Lt.  28  Aug. 


.1823.3 


Apppintments,  Promotions, 


1  R.  Vet.  Bn.  Bt.  Mai.  Poppleton,  fromh.  p.  12  F 

Ca.pt.  vice  Gilland,  1  W.  Ind.  R. 
4  Sept. 

2  Lt.  Hartley,  from  h.  p.  York  Rang. 

Lt.  vice  O'Connel,  h.  p.       21  Aug. 
1  Vet.  Bn.     Capt.  de  Barralier,  from  h.  p.  101  F. 

Capt.  vice  Poppleton,  cancelled 

18  Sept. 
Vet.  Comp.    Lt.  Wilson,  from  h.  p.  84  F.  Lt.  vice 

Burges,  ret.  list  14  do. 

Unattached. 

Maj.  H.  Hely,  Hutchinson,  from  49 
F.  Lt.-Col.  of  Inf.  by  purch,  vice 
Col.  Wright,  ret.  4  Sept.  1823 

Ordnance  Department. 

Royal  Art.    2d  Lt.  Dyson,  1st  Lt.    11  Aug.  1823 

Gent.  Cadet  V.  Robinson,  2d  Lt.  do. 

1st  Lt.  Slater,  from  h.  p.  1st  Lt.   do. 

Bt.  Col.  and  Lt.  Col.  Viney,  Col.  vice 

Wright,  ret.  4  Sept. 

Bt.  Lt.  Col.  and  Maj.  Brough,  Lt.  Col. 

do. 

Bt.  Maj,  and  Capt.  R.  Macdonald, 
Major  do. 

2d  Capt.  Browne,  Capt.  do. 

Hospital  Staff.  f 

Assist.  Surg.  Tedlie,  from  h.  p.  85  F' 
Assist.  Sur.  to  the  Forces 

4  Sept.  1823 

Garrisons. 

Lt.  Gen.  Martin  Hunter,  Gov.  of  Pen- 
dennis  Castle,  vice  Gen.  Buckley, 
dead  27  Sept.  1823 

Exchanges. 
Major  Hon.  T.  S.  Bathurst,  Cape  Corps,  with 

Major  Forbes,  h.  p.  56  F. 
Bt.  Maj.  Hall,  from  33  F.  rec,  diff.  with  Capt. 

Correvont,  h.  p.  60  F. 
Capt.  Williams,  from  32  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Capt. 


Hon.  H.  R.  Molyneux,  h.  p.  2  Ceyl.  Reg. 

Robertson,  from  88  F. 
surier,  h.  p.  24  F. 


.     .     .  , 

Robertson,  from  88  F.  with  Capt.  Le  Me- 


Lieut.  Westenra,  from  1  Dr.  G.  with  Adj.  and 
Lieut.  Stammers,  8  Dr. 

-  Stammers,  from  1  Dr.  G.  with  Lieut.  Mas- 
ter, 49  F. 

-  T.  Wood,  from  10  Dr.  with  Lieut.  W. 
Wood,  h,  p.  7  F. 

-  -  G.  E.  Jolliffe,  from  15  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with 

Lieut.  Philipps,  h.  p.  8  F. 

-  Curtayne,  from  17  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 
Clarke,  h.  p.  8  Dr. 

-  Blake,  from  17  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 
Robbins,  h.  p.  8  Dr. 

-  Smith,  from  R.  Wagg.  Train  with  Lieut. 
M'Dowall,  h.  p. 

---  Roe,  from  30  F.  with  Lieut.  Ousely,  h.  p. 
56  F. 

-  Wilkinson,  from  57  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut, 
Hartley,  h.  p.  24  F. 

—  -  Power,  from  38  F.  with  Lieut.  Boyes,  85  F. 

-  -  Walford,  from  64  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 

Gammell,  h.  p.  72  F. 

-  Pook,  from  73  F.  with  Lieut.  Reynolds, 
h.  p.  Rifle  Brig. 
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Lieut.  Hammond,  from  Ceylon  Reg.  with  Lieut' 

Robertson,  h.  p.  94  F. 
Ensign  Shewell,  from  57  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Ensign 

Fergusson,  h.  p.  60  F. 
Paym.  Dive  from  10  F.  with  Capt.  Bloomfield, 

h.  p. 
Campbell,  from  46  F.  with  Capt.  Anderson, 

h.  p.  6  W.  I.  R. 
As.  Surg.  Richardson,  from  18  F.  with  Staff  As. 

Surg.  Davies. 

Resignations  a/id  Retirements. 
Colonel  Wright,  R.  Art. 
Major  Turner,  1  Dr.  G. 
Capt.  Power,  2  F. 
Lieut.  Hamilton,  2  Eife  Gds. 

Appointment  Cancelled. 
Capt.  Douglas,  52  F. 

Deaths. 

General  Buckley,  late  of  2  Life  Gds.  Gov.  of  Pen- 

dennis  Castle,  at  Cobham,  Surrey,  14  Sept.  1823 
EarlofHopetoun,  G.C.B.  Colonel,  42  F. 

Paris,  Aug. 

Major  M'Neill,  18  F.  Malta,  31  July 

Capt.  Pilkington,  81  F.  Isle  of  Wight,        9  Sept. 

Hackett,  3  Vet.  Bn.  Bere,  Irel.         17  do. 

Davies,  h.  p.  Royal  Art.  Acton  Burrell,  near 

Shrewsbury,  30  Aug. 

Witts,  h.  p.  R.  Art.  on  passage  from  Malta 

8  do. 

Baillie,  h.  p.  92  F.  21  April 

Blaskowitz,  h.  p.    Newfoundland    Fenc. 

Lambeth,  4  Aug. 

Zehender,  h.  p.  Watteville's  Regt.  Berne, 

30  April 
Lieut.  Robinson,  20  F.  drowned  on  passage  from 

Surat  to  Bombay,  21  Jan. 

Maxwell,  26  F.  Gibraltar. 

Miller,  51  F.  Edinburgh,  5  Sept. 

Muirson,  67  F.  Sholapore,  Bombay, 

4  March 

Burke,  Ceylon  Regt.  Ceylon. 

Maclean,  h.  p.  11  F.  Isle  of  Man,    30  July 

Fraser,  h.  p.  27  F.  Inverness,  June 

Kater,  h.  p.  27  F.  Guernsey,  18  July 

Reeve,  h.  p.  82  F.  Hamilton,  N.B.  19  Aug. 

Cannon,  h.  p.  85  F.  Dublin,  19  do. 

Vickers,  h.  p.  121  F.  23  Feb. 

Ensign  Hon.  G.  Finch,  15  F.  Dublin,       16  Sept. 

O'Brien,  53  F. 

Maclean,  h.  p.  27  F.  24  May 

Adjutant-Lieut.  Bridgeland,  28  F.  Malta,    5  July 
Quarter-Master  Tongue,  h.  p.  2  Dr.  G.  drowned, 

5  Aug. 
Medical  Department.  Staff  Surg.  Walter,  h.  p. 

1.3  Sept. 
As.  Surg.  Inglis,  57  F.  Ma- 

croom,'  Ireland,  20  Aug. 
As.  Surg.  Quill,  1  Vet.  Bn. 

Cork,  15  do. 

Dep.  Purv.  Surtees,  h.  p. 

Sept. 
Hosp.    As.  Macleod,  h.  p. 


Canada 


uaoaoa  May 

Commissariat.  Dep.  As.  Com.  Gen.  Cha.  Borrett, 
Sierra  Leone,  21  July 


October. 


2  Life  Gds.  Lt.  and  Adj.  Maples  from  45  F.  Lt. 

vice  Hort,  8  Dr.          18  Sept.  182,3 

Cor.  and  Sub-Lt.  M'Douall,  Lt.  by 

purch.  vice  Maples,  ret.          2  Oct. 

Cor.  Lyon,  from  h.  p.  18  Dr.  Cor.  and 

Sub-Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

Lt.  Clark,  from  h.  p.  22  Dr.  Lt.  and 

Adj.  (repay,  diff.  he  received  on 

exch.  to  h.  p.)  29  Aug. 

6  Dr.  Gds.    Maj.Wildman,  Lt.-Col.  by  purch.  vice 

French,  ret.  25  Sept. 

Bt.  Maj.  Ruttledge,  Maj.  by  pureh. 

do. 

Lt.  Langley,  Capt.  by  purch.         do. 

Cor.  Jervis,  Lt.  t>y  purch.  do. 

Cor.  and  Adj.  Short,  rank  of  Lt.  26 

do. 
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Gent.  Cadet,  J.  R.   Hay,  Cor.  by 

purch.  25  Sept. 

Capt.  Stisted,  Maj.  by  purch.  vice 

Wallace,  prom.  do. 

Lt.  Blois,  Capt.  by  purch.  do. 

Cor.  Leathes,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

W.  M.  Owen,  Cor.  by  purch.  do. 
Lt.  Hort,  from  2  Life  Gds.  Lt.  vice 

Taylor,  45  F.  18  do. 

T.  J.  Fitz  M.  Vise.  Kirkwall,  Cor.  by 

purch.  vice  Lascelles,  67  F.        do. 

G.  J.  Christie,  Cor.  vice  Elton,  prom. 

do. 

Lt.  St  Lcger,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice 

Barrett,  ret.  25  do. 

Cor.  D'Urban,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 
A,  G.  Duff,  Cor.  by  purch.  2  Oct. 
4  I 
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Id  Or.  W.  P.  Neale,   Cor.  by  purch.  vice 

Moore,  17  Dr.  Oct. 

•I  P  Serj.  Maj.  Littlejohn,  from  72  F.  Ens. 

vice  Mundy,  prom.  18  Sept 

10  LtBlane,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice  Ruds- 

well,  prom.  51  July 

Ens.  Goode,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

R.  D.  Halifax,  Ens.  by  purch.        do. 

1 1  Lt  Prideaux,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice 

Macintosh,  93  F.  25  Sept 

Ens.  Richmond,  Lt.  by  purch.       do. 
T.  A.  Bell,  Ens.  by  purch.  do. 

12  Lt-Gen.  Hon.  R.  Meade,  from  90  F. 

Colonel  vice  Gen.  Sir  C.  Hastings, 
dead  9  Oct 

Lt.  Jones,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice  Milne, 
ret  25  Sept 

Ens.  Stirke,  Lt  by  purch.  do. 

R.  A.  Cuthbert,  Ens.  by  purch.     do. 

15  H.  J.  Ellis,  vice  Finch,  dead         do. 
Campbell,  Ens.  vice  Ellis,  41  F. 

2  Oct. 

16  Lt  Skinner,   Capt  by  purch.  vice 

Macfarlane,  ret  9  do. 

Lt.  Brand,  Adj.  vice  Skinner         do. 

20  Lt  Armstrong,  from  87  F.  Lt.  vice 

Keagh,  35  F.  2  do. 

24  Lt.  Findlater,  Capt  by  purch.  vice 

Bt  Maj.  Stewart,  ret          25  Aug. 

Ens.  Bennet,  Lt  by  purch.  do. 

2B  Ens.  Calder,  Lt.  vice  Maxwell,  dead 

25  Sept. 

Gent.  Cadet  G.  Pigott,  from  R.  Mil. 
Coll.  do. 

21  Ens.'  Deedes,  Lt  vice  Vesie,  dead 

2  Oct. 

G.  C.  Rooke,  Ens.  do. 

35  Lt.  Keogh,  from  20  F.  Lt  vice  Dew- 

son,  h.  p.  3  F.  2  do. 

41  Capt.    Hill,    Maj.    by   purch.    vice 

M'Coy,  ret  25  Sept. 

Lt.  Johnson,  Capt.  by  purch.        do. 
Ens.  Brown,  Lt.  do. 

Ellis,  from  15  F.  Ens.        2  Oct. 

45  Lt  Taylor,  from  8  Dr.  Lt.  and  Adj. 

vice  Maples,  2  Life  Gds.      18  Sept 

51  T.  St  L.  Irving,  Ens.  do. 

60  Gent.   Cadet  F.   Coghlan,  from  R. 

Mil.  Coll.  Ens.  vice  Creagh,  81  F. 

25  do. 

Bt.  Col.   Fitz  Gerald,   Lt-Col.    vice 

Andrews,  dead  9  Oct 

Bt.  Maj.  F.  Im  Thurn,  Maj.         do. 

64  Lt  Jull,  Capt  by  purch.  vice  Eliot, 

ret  Is  do. 

Ens.  M'Pherson,  Lt.  by  purch.    do. 

B.  D.  Speke,  Ens.  by  purch.          do. 

Lt.  Boyes,  Adj.  vice  Jull  25  do. 

73  Lt.  Williamson,  Capt.  by  purch.  vice 

Watts,  ret  do. 

Ens.  P.  Primrose,  Lt.  by  purch.    do. 

H.  Seymour,  Ens.  by  purch.          do. 

77  Dep.  Ass.  Com.  Gen.  Maclaurin,  from 

h.  p.  Paym.  vice   Heacock,  dead 
do. 

78  Lt  Montgomery,  Capt  vice  Pilking- 

ton,  dead  do. 
Ens.  Brown,  Lt  do. 
Creagh,  from  60  F.  Ens.  do. 

85  -  Lt.   French,   Capt    by  purch.   vice 

Charlton,  92  F.  25  Sept. 

Ens.  Butler,  Lt.  by  purch.  do. 

A.  S.  Bateman,  Ens.  by  purch.      do. 

86  Lt  Holland,  from  89  F.  Lt.  vice  Car- 

rol, h.  p.  IF.  18  do. 

87  Lt  Hill,   from  h.  p.  3  F.  Lt.  vice 

Armstrong,  20  F.  2  Oct 

89  Lt  Williamson,  from  h.  p.  I  F.  Lt. 

vice  Holland,  86  F.  18  Sept 

90  Maj.-Gen.  R.  Darling,  Colonel  vice 

Lt.-Gen.  Meade,  12  F.  9  Oct. 

91  Serj.  Maj.  Maclean,  Qua.  Mast,  vice 

Miller,  dead  8  Aug. 

92  Capt.  Charlton,  from  85  F.  Maj.  by 

purch.  vice  Wilkie,  ret.      25  Sept 

93  Capt.   Macintosh,   from  11   F.  Maj. 

vice  Brice,  ret  18  do, 

2  W.I.R.  As.  Staff  Surg.  Tedlie,  Surg.  vice 

Duigan,  dead  do. 

Serj.  Maj.  Curry,  Adj.  and  Ens.  vice 

Miller,  dead  16  Oct. 

1  Vat.  Bn.  CoL  I/on.  H.  King,  from  h.  p.  5  F. 


Col.  vice  Maj.   Gen.  Kelso,  dead 
16  Oct. 

Capt.  de  Barrallier,  from  h.  p.  101  F. 

Capt.  vice  Poppleton,  cancelled  do. 

As.  Surg.  Morrison,  from  83  F.  As. 

Surg.  vice  Quill,  dead  25  do. 

Lt.  Fleming,  from  h.  p.  37  F.  Lt.  vice 

Piggott,  ret.  list  9  Oct. 

3  Vet.  Bn.    Bt  Major  Gray,  from  h.  p.  African 

C.  Capt.  vice  Hackett,  dead,  25  Sept. 

Ens.  Walsh,  from  h.  p.  11  F.  Ens. 

vice  Chambers,  ret.  list        16  Oct. 

Ordnance  Department. 

Royal  Art.    2d  Capt.  Grant,  Capt.  22  Sept. 

Duncan,  from  h.  p.  2d  Capt. 

do. 
1st  Lt.  Simmons,  2d  Capt.  do. 

Creagh,  from  h.  p.  1st  Lt.  do'. 

2d  Lt.  Runnacles,  1st  Lt  do. 

Gent  Cadet,  Vandeleur,  2d  Lt     do. 

1st  Lt.  Pearse,  from  h.  p.  1st  Lt  vice 

Breton,  h.  p.  1  Oct. 

Medical  Department. 
Surg.  Doyle,  from  h.  p.  Surg.  vice 

Van  Mellingen,  h.  p.  9  Oct. 

As.  Surg.  Cunningham,  from  h.  p. 

66  F.  As.  Staff  Surg.  2  do. 
Hutchinson,  from  h.  p.  3 

W.  I.  R.       ditto.  do. 
Finlayson,  from  h.  p.  99  F. 

ditto,  vice  Tedlie,  prom.  do. 

Hosp.  As.  Cocking,  from  h.  p.  Hosp. 

As.  vice  Alexander,  dead  do. 

G.   Minty,   Hosp.   As.    vice  Kinnis, 

dead  16  do. 

F.  C.  Huthwaite,  Hosp.  As.  vice  Mac- 

kay,  dead  do. 

Unattached. 

Maj.  Wallace,  from  1  Dr.  Lt-Col.  of 
Inf.  by  purch.  vice  M.  Gen.  Swin- 
ton,  ret.  25  Sept. 

Lt.  Moseley,  from  1  Life  Gds.  Cant, 
by  purch.  vice  White,  ret  do. 

Bt.  Lt.  Col.  Keightley,  from  23  F. 
Lt  Col.  of  Infantry  by  purch.  vice 
Lt.  Gen.  Minet,  ret  16  Oct. 

Staff. 

Capt.  Henry,  from  h.  p.  Sub-Insp.  of 
Mil.  in  Ionian  Isl.  vice  White,  ret. 
25  Sept. 
Garrisons. 

Lt.  Gen.  Martin  Hunter,  Gov.  of  Pen- 

dennis  Castle,  vice  Gen.  Buckley, 

dead,  22  Sept. 

Bt.  Maj.  Simson,  from  Portsmouth, 

Town  Maj.  Hull,  vice  White  2  Oct. 

Lieut.  White,  from  Hull,  Town  Maj. 

Portsmouth,  vice  Simson  do. 

Exchanges. 

Bt.  Lt.  Col.  Hill,  from  23  F.  with  Major  England, 
49  F. 

Bt.  Maj.  Harrison,  from  20  F.  with  Capt.  Hors- 
ley,  53  F. 

Capt.  Daly,  from  53  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Capt  Stu- 
art, h.  p.  12  F. 

T.  G.  Pe.icocke,  from  55  F.  with  Capt.  W. 

L.  Peacocke,  h.  p.  36  F. 

Maclean,  from  2  W.  I.  R.  with  Capt  Bul- 
lock, h.  p.  103  F. 

Lieut.  Sir  J.  Trollope,  Bt.  from  10  Dr.  rec.  diff. 
with  Lieut  M.  of  Carmarthen,  h.  p. 

Nash,  from  13  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with  Lt  Col- 
lins, h.  p.  21  Dr. 

D'Urban,  from  14  Dr.  rec.  diff.  between 

full  pay  Cav.  and  Inf.  with  Lieut.  Congreve, 
h.  p.  35  F. 

Mangles,  from  15  Dr.  with  Lieut.  Lindsay, 

57  F. 

Isaacson,  from  47  F.  with  Lieut.  Codd, 

h.  p.  1  Bahama  Gar.  Comp. 

Morphett,  from  53  F.  with  Lieut  Cates, 

87  F. 

Fleetwood,  from  74  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 

Burnet,  h.  p.  25  Dr. 

Cockburn,  from  75  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Lieut. 


Hon.  G.  A.  Browne,  h.  p.  70  F. 
Cornet  Currie,  from  3  Dr.  G. 
Shewell,  h.  p.  60  F. 


rec.  diff.  with  Comet 
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Cornet  Backhouse,  from  17  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with  Cor- 
net Pole,  h.  p.  8  Dr. 

Ensign  W.  Campbell,  from  24  F.  with  Ensign  Ro- 
binson, 89  F. 

Browne,  from  51  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Ensign 

Boileau,  h.  p.  29  F. 

Foskett  from  31  F.  with  Ensign  Burrows, 

34  F. 

Blake,  from  70  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Ensign 

Reed,  h.  p.  4  W.  I.  R. 

Surg.  Ardley,  from  17  F.  with  Surg.  Heriot,  h.  p. 

Featherstone.  from  24  F.  with  Surg.  Byrtt, 


h.p.  71  F. 
Vall 


ange,  from  55  F.  with  Surg.  Fitz  Gerald, 
h.  p.  69  F. 

Vet.  Surg.  Rickwood,  from  8  Dr.  from  Vet  Surg. 
Bird,  h.  p.  19  Dr. 

RcsigtMtion.<t  and  Retirements. 
Lieut  Gen.  Minet,  late  of  50  F. 
Major  Gen.  Swinton,  late  of  8  Gar.  Bn. 
Lieut-Col.  French,  6  Dr.  G. 
Major  Stewart,  24  F. 

Maccoy,  41  F. 

Elliot,  64  F. 

Wilkie,  92  F. 

Brice,  93  F. 

Captain  Barrett,  14  Dr. 

Milne,  12  F. 

Macfarlane,  16  F. 

Watts,  75  F. 

White,  Sub-Insp.  Mil.  Ion.  Islands. 

Lieut  Maples,  2  Life  Gds. 

Appointment  Cancelled. 
Bt  Maj.  Poppleton,  Capt  1  R.  Vet.  Bn. 
Removed  from  the  Service. 
Dep.  Com.  Gen.  Whitmore. 
Deaths. 
General  Nisbett  Balfour,  39  F.          16  Oct  1825. 

E.  of  Bridgewater,  14  Dr.  Ashridge  Park 

21  do. 

Sir  C.  Hastings,  Bt.  G.  C.  H.  12  F.  Wil- 

lesley  Hall,  Atherton  20  Sept 

Dussaux 

Lieut-General  Willington     R.  Art  Woolwich 

16  Oct. 
Maj.-Gen.  Kelso,  1  R.  Vet.  Bn.  Bungay       15  do. 
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Colonel  Wright,  late  of  R.  Art  Edinburgh.  2  Ocf 

R.  Doveton,  E.I.C.  Serv. London,  10  Mar. 

Lieut-Colonel  Andrews,  60  F.  Kingston,  Upper 

Canada  24  Aug. 

Lavicourt,  h.  p.  27  F.  Montreal 

26  June 

Ogle,  E.  I.  C.  Serv.  Dijon  24  Jan. 

Lumsden,  do.  London        10  Apr. 

Major  Lynch,  h.  p.  27  F.  Ballinrobe  1  June 

Macleod,  E.  I.  C.  Serv.  London     27  Mar. 

Burke,          do.          Ireland,  30  May 

Captain  Lane,  69  F.  Wallajabad,  Madras,    lOdo. 

Murray,  Invalids. 

Covell,  late  3  Vet.  Bn.  19  Aug. 

Bulstrode,  late  5  do.  6  Oct. 

Brasbridge,  h.  p.  57  F.  Naples,   13  Sept. 

Maxwell,  h.  p.  51  F.  Jersey  50  do. 

Von  Konig,  h.  p.  60  F. 

Lieutenant  Vesey,  29  F.  Limerick  23  Sept 

Kennedy,  30  F.  Canton,  East  Indies 

15  Oct  1822. 

Major,  41  F.  Fort  St  George,  Madras 

2  Mar.  1823. 

Johnson,  41  F.  Madras  3'J  May 

Drewry,  late  1  Vet.  Bn.  Lane  End, 

Staffordshire  18  Sept. 
Slater,  late  Cape  Gar.  Comp.  Cape  of 

Good  Hope  26  July,  1822. 

Jones,  h.  p.  104  F.  Belturbet,  Ireland 

12  Oct  182s. 

Bagnett,  h.  p,  4  Ceyl.  R.  26  Sept.1821 

Cordner,  h.p.  Waller's  Corps,  Lisburn, 

Ireland  16  Aug.  1823 
Rosenthel,  h.  p.  York  Lt  Inf.  Vol. 

Hamburg  9  do. 

2d  Lieutenant  Robertson,  h.  p.  4  Ceylon  Reg.  An- 

struther  18  Sept. 

Ensign  Taylor,  late  8  Vet  Bn.  Dundalk       6  do. 
Chaplain  Yeomans,  late  Horse  Gren.  Gds. 
Adjutant- Lieutenant  Milter,  2  W.Ind.Regt  Sierra 

Leone  1  Sept. 

Quarter-Master  Ens.  Miller,  91  F.  Jamaica,24  July 

Gill,  h.  p.  5  Dr.  G.  10  Sept 

English,  h.  p.  Oxford  Fen.  Cav. 

16  do. 
Assistant  Surgeon  Napper,  R.  Art  Woolwich 

4  Oct 

Carter,  8  Dr.  Norwich      26  do. 

Veterinary  Surg.  Nesbitt,  7  Dr.  G.  Alnwick  6  do. 


NAVAL  PROMOTIONS. 

Vice-Admiral  Sir  Harry  Neale,  Baronet,  and  Knight  Grand  Cross  of  the  Order  of  the  Bath,  to  be 
Commander-in-Chief  in  the  Mediterranean,  vice  Rear-Admiral  Sir  Graham  Moore,  Knight  Com- 
mander of  the  Bath,  whose  period  of  peace  service  has  expired. 

Vice- Admiral  Sir  Lawrence  Halsted,  Knight  Companion  of  the  Order  of  the  Bath,  to  be  Commander- 
in-Chief  in  the  West  Indies,  in  the  room  of  Commodore  Sir  Edward  Owen. 

Rear-Admiral  Sir  George  Eyre,  Knight  Companion  of  the  Order  of  the  Bath,  to  be  Commander-in- 
Clnef  on  the  South  American  station,  vice  Sir  Thoi 


Bath,  returning  to  England. 


lomas  Hardy.  Baronet,  and  Knight  Companion  of  the 


Post-Captains. 

Charles.  H.  Johnstone                 Thomas  M.  Currie 

Edward  Boxer 

Charles  W.  Poynter 

George  Frederick  Rich 

Lieutenants.                  James  Dalgleish 

Thomas  Pettman 

Frederick  Thomas  Jeffreys           William  L.  Sherringham 

George  Tinsley                               Blackwood  Currie 

Commanders. 
Rawdon  Maclean 

Edward  St  Leger  Cannon             James  Gibson 
Francis  Teek                                   William  Reid 

Richard  Douglas 

Alexander  M'Leod                         Andrew  Barclay 

George  Pierce 

Arthur  Barnes                                John  Macdonald 

Robert  Willcox 

Joseph  Reay                                    William  Dickey 

Robert  Fair 

Patrick  John  Blake                        William  C.  Gerrard 

Charles  R.  Milburne 

Henry  R.  Sturt                               Richard  Crozier. 

Captains. 

James  Gibson                         Doterel 

P.  H.  Yorke 

Alacrity 

James  Roy                              Glasgow 

R.  Maclean 

Bustard 

E.  S.  T.  L.  Canron               Glocester 

G.  F.  Rich 

Gloucester 

H.  M.  Short                           Harlequin 

Thomas  Forrest 

I  sis 

J.  G.  D'Urban                        Harrier 

Samuel  J.  Pechell 

Svbille 

Thomas  Layton                     Icarus 

J.  J.  Bramer 

Tamar 

William  Cuppage                   Isis 

Thomas  Prickett 

Victor 

Edward  HHlman                        ditto 

Timothy  Curtis 

Weazle. 

Thomas  Furber                         ditto 

'     Lieutenants. 

Harry  G.  Colpoys                      ditto 

Richard  S.  Triscott 

Alacrity 

W.  S.  Arthur                             ditto 

W.  F.  Saycr 

Arab 

Joseph  Camilleri                    Mania 

George  Woolcombc 

Bann 

Hugh  Norse                                ditto 

W.  L.  Seringluun 

Beaver 

James  Cheape                        Mersey 

George  Tinsley 

Bustard 

W.  J.  Cole  (B)                        Prince"  Agent 

Robert  Smart 

Cambria 

William  Forbes                          ditto 

11.  T.  Lowcav 

Cambridge 

William  Whitficld                Ramilies 
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R.  B.  T.  Jamee 
Charles  Cotton 
Robert  Stuart 
Edward  Gordon 
Joseph  C.  Gellicoe 
Michael  Seymour 
Henry  B.  Martin 
John  Golding 
W.  B.  M'Clintock 
Thomas  E.  Hoste 
R.  M.  Teed 
H.  G.  Paget 
W.  Whitehead 
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£Nov. 


Revenge. 

Francis  V.  Cotton 

Seringapatam 
Sparrowhawk 

H.  Braithwaite 
Robert  Sharpe 

SybiHe 

Pursers. 

ditto 

Michael  Arthur 

ditto 

William  Paine 

ditto 

E.  S.  Austice 

Tamar 

James  Boyle 

ditto 

William  Bailey 

Tartar 

John  O'Brien 

Victor 

John  Beal 

ditto 

W.  H.  Brown 

Weazle 

ditto 

Windsor  Castle 
ditto 

Alacrity 

Gloucester 

Harrier 

Menai 

Sybille 

Tamar 

Victor 

Weazle 


BIRTHS,  MARRIAGES,  AND  DEATHS. 


BIRTHS. 

March.  11.  At  Calcutta,  Mrs  George  Ballard,  of 
a  son. 

May  10.  At  sea,  on  board  the  Hon.  East  India 
Company's  ship  Farquharson,  Mrs  Major  Taylor, 
of  a  daughter. 

Aug.  11.  At  Geneva,  the  Lady  of  Henry  Iveson, 
Esq.  of  Blackbank,  near  Leeds,  of  a  son. 

19.  At  Florence,  the  Lady  of  William  David- 
son, Esq.  younger  of  Muirhouse,  of  a  son. 

28.  At  Linlathen,  the  Lady  of  Captain  James 
Paterson,  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Westridge,  Isle  of  Wight,   Mrs  John 
Young,  of  a  son. 

—  At  Pirn,  the  Lady  of  Captain  Tait,  Royal 
Navy,  of  a  son. 

30.  AtKilnflat,nearForres,  Mrs  William  Grant, 
of  a  son. 

—  At  Rennishawe,  the  Lady  of  Sir  George 
Sittwell,  Bart,  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Buccleugh  Place,  Mrs  David  Campbell, 
of  a  daughter. 

Sept.  1.  At  Culduthel,  Mrs  Frazerof  Culduthel, 
of  a  daughter. 

3.  At  Kilbryde  Castle,  Lady  Campbell,  of  a  son. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  the  Lady  of  William  Thomas 
Carruthers,  Esq.  of  Dormont,  of  a  son  and  heir. 

At  Teddington,  the  Lady  of  Lieut.  Colonel 
Mercer,  3d  Guards,  of  a  son. 

—  At  Milton,  in  Northamptonshire,  the  Right 
Hon.  Lady  Milton,  of  a  son. 

4.  At  Edinburgh,    Mrs  Johnstone,  Northum- 
berland Street,  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Pinkie  House,  Lady  Hope  of  Craighall,  of 
a  son. 

—  At  West  Heriot  Row,  Mrs  Morson,  of  a 
daughter. 

5.  At  Yester  House,  the  Marchioness  of  Tweed- 
dale,  of  a  daughter. 

7.  At  Brighton  Place,  Portobello,  Mrs  M.  Sten- 
house,  of  a  daughter. 

8.  In  Castle  Street,  Mrs  Alexander  Robertson, 
of  a  daughter. 

9.  At  North  Berwick,  Mrs  Dr  Fogo,  of  a  daugh- 
ter. 

—  In  Gardner's  Place,  Dublin,  the  Lady  of 
Lieut-Colonel  Ross,  Esq.  of  Laurence  Park,  of  a 
daughter,  still  born. 

—  At  Drummond  Place,  Mrs  Megget,   of  a 
daughter. 

—  At  Ednam  Cottage,    the  Lady  of  Captain 
Loch,  Royal  Navy,  of  a  son. 

10.  At  London,  the  Marchioness  of  Shandos,  of 
a  son. 

11.  In  Great  King  Street,  Mrs  P.  Robertson, 
of  a  son. 

—  In  George's  Square,  Mrs  Mitchell,  of  a  son. 

—  At  31,  Howe  Street,  Mrs  Scott  Moncrie.'l",  of 
a  daughter. 

12.  Mrs  Lawrie,  Hay's  Court,  of  a  son. 

—  Mrs  Craufurd,  Duncan  Street,  Newington, 
of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Mount  Melville,  Fifeshire,  Lady  Cathe- 
rine Whyte  Melville,  of  a  daughter. 

14.  At  9,  York  Place,  Mrs  Boyd,  of  Broadmea- 
dows,  of  a  son. 

—  Mrs  Hopkirk,  Northumberland  Street,  of  a 
son. 

—  At  Ancram-house,  the  Lady  of   Captain 
Adam,  Royal  Navy,  of  a  son. 

16.  At  Mousebank,  Lanarkshire,  the  Lady  of 
Deputy  Commissary-General  Mackenzie,  of  a  son. 

—  At  her  mother's  house,  Stockbridge,  the  Lady 
of  Henry  Warter  Meredith,  Esq.  Pcntrctzclian 
Hall,  Derbyshire,  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Leith,  Mrs  Lcarth,  St  Bernard  Street,  of 
a  son. 


17-  At  77,  Great  King  Street,  Mrs  L.  Cathcart, 
of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Hoehampton,  the  Lady  of  the  Attorney- 
General,  of  a  daughter. 

20.  At  Calais,  the  Lady  of  S.  G.  Marshall,  his 
Britannic  Majesty's  Consul,  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  5,  North  Charlotte  Street,  Mrs  William 
Tennant,  of  a  daughter. 

21.  At  Monymusk,  the  Lady  of  Robert  Grant, 
Esq.  of  Tilliefour,  of  a  son. 

23,  At  Barns,  Mrs  Burnet  of  Barns,  of  a  daugh- 
ter, still-born. 

24.  At  Linkfield,  the  Lady  of  Wm.  Aitchison, 
Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

—  In  Great  King  Street,  the  Lady  of  Captain 
Boswall,  Royal  Navy,  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Kentish  Town,  near  London,  Mrs  James 
Block,  of  a  daughter. 

27.  The  Lady  of  Walter  Long,  Esq.  of  Baynton 
House,  Wilts,  of  a  son  and  heir. 

Sept.  28.  At  Havre-de-Grace,  the  Lady  of  Wil- 
liam Davidson,  Esq.  of  a  son. 

29.  At  Glasgow,  the  Lady  of  Lieut-Colonel 
Hastings,  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Orr,  Hart  Street,  of  a 
son. 

—  At  Sunny  Side,  the  Lady  of  Captain  Invera- 
rity,  of  a  son. 

— At  Woodend  Cottage,  Mrs  Leith  Hay,  of  a 
daughter. 

Oct.  1.  In  George  Street,  the  Lady  of  Adolphus 
Ross,  M.D.  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Portsmouth,  Mrs  Major  Dalzell,  of  a  son. 

2.  At  Midhurst,  the  Hon.  Lady  Stopford,  of  a 
daughter. 

3.  At  Ruchlaw,  the  Lady  of  John  Buchan  Syd- 
serf,  Esq.  of  Ruchlaw,  of  a  son. 

—  At  Sandgate,  Ayr,  the  Lady  of  William  Ful- 
larton,  Esq.  of  Skeldon,  of  a  daughter. 

—  In  York  Place,  Mrs  Ferricr,  of  a  son. 

6.  At  Dean  House,  near  Edinbvirgh,  Lady  Brad- 
ford, of  a  son. 

—  Mrs    James    Moncrieff,    Northumberland 
Street,  of  a  daughter. 

7.  In  the  Royal  Circus,  Edinburgh,  the  Lady  of 
William  Scot,  Ksq.  secretary  to  the  Medical  Board, 
Madras,  of  a  son. 

—  At  Priorv  Cottage,  St  Andrews,  the  Lady  of 
Lieut-Colonel  Robert  Moodie,  of  a  son. 

9.  Mrs  Cargill,  Scotland  Street,  of  a  son. 

10.  At  Scalloway,  in  Shetland,  the  Lady  of  John 
Scott,  younger,  Esq.  of  Scalloway,  of  a  son. 

—  At  No.  33,  George  Street,  Mrs  Espinasse,  of 
a  son. 

—  Mrs  Mercer,  Society,  Brown  Square,  of  a 


daughter. 


At  the  Mount,  Harrow,  Middlesex,  the  Lady 
of  Archibald  Campbell,  Esq.  of  a  son. 

13.  The  wife  of  James  Mackenzie,  seaman,  Mon- 
trose,  of  three  boys. 

—  AtSprcull's  Court,  Glasgow,  Mrs  MacArthur, 
of  a  daughter. 

—  At    Auchterarder,     Mrs    Hutchison,    of  a 
daughter. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  the  Lady  of  William  Robert- 
son, Esq.  7.5,  Great  King's  Street,  of  a  son. 

14.  At  Orchardhead,  Stirlingshire,  Mrs  Walker, 
of  a  son. 

15.  At    Edinburgh,    Mrs  William  Scott,   43, 
Northumberland  Street,  of  a  daughter. 

16.  At  Chester,  the  Lady  of  Major  Dudgeon, 
58th  regiment,  of  a  son. 

17.  At  Powfoulis,  Mrs  Bruce,  of  a  daughter. 

—  In  Park  Crescent,  London,  Lady  Elizabeth 
Murray  Maegregor,  of  a  son. 

18.  Mrs  Bell,  9,  Queen  Street,  of  a  son. 

—  At  Prestonpans,  Mrs  Ilislop,  of  a  son. 
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19.  At  No.  1,  Buccleuch  Street,  Mrs  W.  A.  Law- 
rie,  of  a  son. 

20.  In  Drummond  Place,  Mrs  Gordon,  of  Cairn- 
bulg,  of  a  son. 

22.  AtFarme,  the  Lady  of  Hugh  Mossman,  Esq. 
younger  of  Auchtyfardle,  of  a  daughter. 

23.  Mrs  Douglas,  Great  King  Street,  of  a  son. 

24.  Mrs  Johnson,  No.  1,  George  Street,  of  a 
daughter. 

—  In  Coates  Crescent,  Mrs  Dr  Brewster,  of  a 
daughter. 

—  The  Lady  of  John  Cay,  Esq.  advocate,  of  a 
son. 

25.  At  Campbeltown,  Argyleshire,  the  Lady  of 
Captain  Watts,  of  a  daughter. 

26.  At  Haughton,  Mrs  Farquharson,'of  Haugh- 
ton,  of  a  son. 

—  In  Stanhope  Street,  May-fair,  London,  the 
Lady  of  the  Right  Hon.  Robert  Peel,  of  a  son. 

27.  At  Meadowbank,  Mrs  Maconochie,  of  a  son. 
29.  In  Castle  Street,  Mrs  H.  D.  Dickie,  of  a 

daughter. 

—  At  Gorgie  Park,  Mrs  Hope,  of  a  son. 

31.  At  Clelend  House,  the  Lady  of  Frederick 
Grant,  Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

Lately,  At  Edinburgh,  LadyPringle,  of  Stitch- 
el,  of  a  daughter. 

At  Maltby  Hall,  near  Doncaster,  York- 
shire, the  Lady  of  George  Swaby,  M.  D.  of  a  son. 

At  St  John's  Town,  Carmarthen,  Mrs  Mar- 
garet Davis,  of  three  daughters. 


MARRIAGES. 

July  23.  At  St  Croix,  West  Indies,  Joseph 
Bushby,  Esq.  to  Ann  Sarah,  second  daughter  of 
William  Stedman,  M.  D.  of  that  Island. 

Aug.  1.  At  Derby,  Edward  Nicholas  Hurt,  Esq. 
of  Lincoln's  Inn,  barrister  at  law,  to  Caroline, 
daughter  of  Joseph  Strutt,  Esq.  of  Derby. 
-  Aug.  17.  At  Leghorn,  Captain  Edward  William 
Henry  Shenly,  of  the  Rifle  Brigade,  to  Catherine 
Anne,  eldest  daughter  of  William  Inglis,  Esq.  of 
Middleton. 

19.  At  Dunfermline,  Mr  James  Arnot,  mer- 
chant, to  Miss  Scotland. 

28.  At  Dalkeithj  the  Rev.  Andrew  Elliot,  Ford, 
to  Isabella,  youngest  daughter  of  Mr  John  Gray, 
merchant,  Dalkeith. 

30.  Mr  Alexander  M'Intosh,  to  Jane,  third 
daughter  of  Mr  John  Ferrier,  commercial  agent, 
Edinburgh. 

Sept.  1.  At  Greenhead,  Glasgow,  Captain  Tho- 
mas David  Steuart,  of  the  Hon.  East  India  Com- 
pany's Service,  Bengal  Establishment,  to  Mary, 
eldest  daughter  of  George  Pinkerton,  Esq. 

2.  At  Walcot  Church,  Joseph  Martineau,  Esq. 
to  Caroline,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late  Dr 
Parry  of  Bath. 

—  At  Beith,  the  Rev.  James  Dobbie,  of  Annan, 
to  Jane,  only  daughter  of  Mr  James  Faulds,  mer- 
chant, Beith. 

4.  At  Stoke  Church,  Captain  James  Stirling, 
R.  N.  to  Ellen,  fourth  daughter  of  James  Man- 
gles, Esq.  of  Woodbridge,  near  Guildford. 

—  At  Leith,  the  Rev.  William  Rutherford,  of 
Newton,  Roxburghshire,  to  Jessie,  daughter  of 
the  late  Rev.  William  Elder,  of  Newton. 

—  At  the  Manse  of  Prestonpans,  Dr  John  War- 
roch  Pursell,  physician  in  Edinburgh,  to  Janet, 
third  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Peter  Primrose. 

—  At  Green  Park,  Libberton,  William  Steele, 
South  St  Andrew's  Street,  to  Eliza,  youngest 
daughter  of  Mr  W.  Ellis,  Hull. 

—  At  Woodhouselee,   James  Baillie  Fraser, 
younger  of  Ruleck,  Esq.  to   Miss  Jane  Fraser 
Tytler,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late  Hon.  Alex- 
Fraser  Tytler,  Lord  Woodhouselee. 

6.  At  Edinburgh,  John  Horsley,  Esq.  of  the 
Civil  Service  of  the  East  India  Company,  Madras 
Establishment,  to  Eliza,  youngest  daughter  of  the 
late  Captain  George  Story,  of  the  8th  Light  Dra- 
goons. 

—  At  George  Place,  Leith  Walk,  Philip  Hill, 
Esq.  Greek  Street,  Soho,  London,  to  Helen,  eld- 
est daughter  of  the  late  John  Stewart,  Esq.  of 
Skelmuir,  Aberdeenshire. 

—  At  St  George's  Church,  Hanover  Square, 
Londor>,  the  Hon.  Thomas  Dundas,  eldest  son  of 
Lord  Dundas,  to  Sophia  Jane,  daughter  of  the 
late,  and  sister  to  the  present  Sir  Hedworth  Wil- 
liamson, Bart. 

8.  At  Kirkcudbright,  the  Rev.  Dr.Hamilton,  of 
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Kirkcudbright,  to  Jane,  daughter  of  Robert  Gor- 
don, Esq.  of  Larglanlee. 

—  The  Rev.  Richard  Nivison,  of  Middlebie,  to 
Miss  Davidson,  of  Cushathill. 

9.  Andrew  Fyfe,  M.  D.  to  Margaret,  daughter 
of  John  Johnston,  Esq.  of  Southfield. 

11.  At  London,  Colonel  Archibald  Maclaine, 
17th  Infantry,  C.  B.  to  Eliza  Bridges,  daughter  of 
the  late  Gen.  Bridges,  of  the  Hon.  Company's  ST- 
vice. 

15.  AtKilbride,  iuArran,  Robert  Wallace,  Esq. 
to  Catherine,  eldest  daughter  of  the  late  William 
Crawford,  of  Doonside,  Esq. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  John  M'Lachlan,  mer- 
chant, to  Marion,  only  daughter  of  Alex.  Russel, 
Esq.  Prince's  Street. 

Sept.  15.  At  the  English  Ambassador's  Chapel, 
Lord  Viscount  Sandon,  eldest  son  of  the  Earl  of 
Harrowby,  to  Lady  Frances  Stewart,  only  daugh- 
ter of  the  Marchioness  of  Bute,  and  grand-daugh- 
ter of  the  late  Mr  Coutts. 

16.  At  Ellieston  House,  Captain  Scott,  of  Stone 
of  Morphy,  to  Anna  Maria,  youngest  daughter  of 
the  late  Thomas  Tulloch,  Esq.  of  Ellieston. 

—  At  Auchaber,  the  Rev.  George  Garioch,  mi- 
nister of  Meldrum,  tojMargaret,  youngest  daugh- 
ter of  James  Wilson,  Esq.  of  Auchaber. 

—  At  Blantyre,  George  Gardner,  Esq.  Spring- 
field, to  Agnes,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late 
George  Gardner,  Esq.  Brownpark. 

18.  At  Lyndhurst,  John  Morant,  Esq.  of  Bro- 
kenhurst,  Hants,  to  Lady  Caroline  Augusta  Hay, 
daughter  of  the  late  Earl  of  Errol. 

—  At  Rochester,  John  Schank  Grant,  Esq.  of 
the  Hon.  East  India  Company's  Military  Engi- 
neers, ';to  Elizabeth,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late 
Francis  Barrow,  Esq. 

19.  At  Miramichi,  Alex.  Frazer,  Esq.  of  that 
place,  to  Miss  Elizabeth  Grigg. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  Jolin  Somerville,  mer- 
chant, North  Berwick,  to  Elizabeth,  daughter  of 
Mr  James  Murray,  cabinet-maker  there. 

22.  At  Leith,  William  Glover,  Esq.  W.  S.  to 
Jane,  daughter  of  the  late  Mr  James  Cumming, 
shipmaster  there. 

—  At  Currie,  Nicol  Dassuaville,  Esq.  surgeon, 


Edinburgh,  to'Christiana  Hardie,  daughter  of  the 
late  Mr  James  Hardie,  Currie. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  Alexander  Tweedie,  mer- 
chant, to  Jessie,  eldest  daughter  of  the  late  Mr 
Alex.  Tweedie,  Torsonce. 

23.  At  Dalyell  Lodge,  Fifeshire,  William  Ber- 
ry, of  Tayfield,  Esq.  to  Miss  Henderson,  daugh- 
ter of  Sir  Robert  Henderson,  of  Earl's  Hall,  Bart. 

23.  At  Langholm,  the  Rev.  John  Dobie,  Lang- 
holm,  to  Janet,  only  daughter  of  Hugh  Somer- 
ville,  Esq.  merchant  there. 

28.  At  the  Grange,  Humphrey  St  John  Mild- 
may,  Esq.  son  of  the  late  Sir  Henry  St  John  Mild- 
may,  to  Miss  Baring,  eldest  daughter  of  Alex.  Ba- 
ring, Esq.  M.  P. 

29.  At  Castlemains,  the  Rev.  John  Wylie,  of 
Carluke,  to  Caroline  Anne,   daughter  of  John 
Dick,  Esq.  advocate. 

30.  At  Paisley,  the  Rev.  David  Allison,  of  Stew- 
artfield,  Aberdeenshire,  to  Jane,  eldest  daughter 
of  Mr  Matthew  Clark,  manufacturer,  Paisley. 

31.  At  Dollar,  Mr  Peter  Steven,  of  the  Institu- 
tion there,  to  Eliza,  daughter  of  Mr  Clark,  late 
rector  of  the  grammar  school. 

Oct.  1.  At  Aberdeen,  the  Rev.  William  Robert- 
son, Rosehall,  county  of  Sutherland,  to  Eliza- 
beth Anne,  eldest  daughter  of  Mr  Geo.  Robert- 
son of  that  place. 

2.  At  Kirktown  of  Benholm,  Kincardineshire, 
Mr  Thomas  Hutton,  writer,  Edinburgh,  to  Mar- 
garet, daughter  of  Mr  Geo.  Scott,  farmer  there. 

—  At  Lochbuy-house,  John  Stewart,  Esq.  of 
Fasnacloich,  to  Henrietta,  daughter  of  the  late 
Murdoch  M'Laine  of  Lochbuy. 

3.  Mr  James  Nasmyth,  jeweller,  Edinburgh,  to 
Margaret  Blair,  third  daughter  of  David  Jobson, 
senior,  Esq.  merchant,  Dundee. 

4.  At  York,  Gervas  Stanford,   son  of  the  late 
Samuel  Deverill,  Esq.  Clifton,  Nottingham,   to 
Jemima  Kelar,  only  daughter  of  John  Bland,  Esq. 
of  Ormside  Lodge,  Westmoreland. 

6.  At  Hamilton,  Mr  John  Wingfield,  to  Miss 
Janet  Hannah,  only  daughter  of  Jaines  Reid,  Esq. 
of  Newton. 

—  At  Arbroath,  Mr  J.  S.  Sands,  writer,  Cupar 
Angus,  to  Miss  Christian  Anderson,  Arbroath. 
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7.  At  Berwick,  Mr  Thomas  Dores,  Leith,  to 
Isabella,  third  daughter  of  Mr  William  Denovan, 
Berwick. 

8.  At  Slatefleld  House,  Captain  Charles  M' Ar- 
thur, Adjutant  2d  Regiment  R.L.M.  to  Mrs  Ca- 
therine Wyllie,  of  Slatefield. 

9.  At  Ditton  Park,  Bucks,  the  Hon.  Peregrine 
F.  Cust,  M.  P.  to  Lady  Isabella  Montagu  Scott, 
daughter  of  the  late,  and  sister  to  the  present 
Duke  of  Buccleuch. 

11.  At  Kimbolton,  Evan  Baillie,  Esq.  of  Doch- 
four,  to  Lady  Georgiana  Montagu,  daughter  of 
the  Duke  of  Manchester. 

13.  At ,  Craigielands,   Alex.  Allan,  Esq.  advo- 
cate, third  son  of  Alex.  Allan,  Esq.  of  Hillside,  to 
Jemima,  only  daughter  of  William  Younger,  Esq. 
of  Craigielands. 

14.  At  Kirkcaldy,  the   Rev.    Edward   Irving, 
A.M.  of  Hatton-Garden  Chapel,  London,  to  Isa- 
bella, eldest  daughter  of  the  Rev.  John  Martin, 
Kirkcaldy. 

1.5.  Eardhley,  Herefordshire,  W.  S.  R.  Cock- 
burn,  Esq.  M.  A.  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford,  only 
son  of  Lieutenant-General  Sir  William  Cockburn 
of  Cockburn  and  Rylaw,  Bart,  to  Anne,  eldest 
daughter  of  the  Rev.  Francis  Coke  of  Lower- 
moore,  Herefordshire,  Prebendary  of  Hereford, 
&c.  &c. 

21.  At  Scougal,   Mr  Peter  Handyside,  West 
Fenton,  to  Jane,  daughter  of  John  Brodie,  Esq. 

22.  At  Hemel  Hempseed  Herts,  Robert  Play- 
fair,  Esq.  nephew  of  the  late  Professor  Playfair, 
to  Miss  E.  White,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late 
J.  White,  Esq.  of  Devonshire  PI; 


12.  Marlon,  youngest  daughter  of  Mr  George- 
Lindsay  Rae,  Archers  Hall;  on  5th  Oct.  George 
Lindsay,  his  eldest  son ;  and  on  12th  Oct.  Helen, 
his  second  daughter ;  also,  on  the  6th  Oct.  Mr 
John  Jamieson,  the  step-father  of  Mr  Rae,  who 
has  thus  lost  four  members  of  his  family  within 
the  short  period  of  three  months. 

20.  At  George  Town,  Demerara,  John  Buchan- 
an, Esq  younger  of  Auchmar. 

23.  At  Savannah-la- Mar,  Jamaica,   Mr  Alex. 
Lpckhart  Finlayson,  son  of  the  late  Mr  William 
Finlayson,  depute  clerk  of  the  bills,  Edinburgh. 

24.  At  Spanish  Town,  Jamaica,  Quarter-mas- 
ter Miller,  of  the  91st,  or  Argyllshire  Regiment 
of  Foot. 

28.  At  Orwell  Manse,  Kinross-shire,  the  Rev. 
Patrick  Spence. 

29.  At  Bahia,  on  board  his  Majesty's  ship  Tar- 
tar, in  his  15th  year,  William  Alex.  Ogilvy,  son  of 
Alex.  Ogilvie,  Esq.  Bengal,  and  nephew  of  Sir 
William  Ogilvie,  of  Inverquharity,  Bart. 

Aug.  3.  At  Melville  Place,  Stirling,  Mrs  Murray 
of  Wester  Livilands. 

Aitff.  9.  At  George  Town,  Demerara,  George 
Falconer,  Esq.  fifth  son  of  Mr  John  Falconer,  far- 
mer, Balnakettle. 

11.  At  Bahia,  Dugald  William  Campbell,  Esq. 
merchant  there. 

14.  At  Melfort  House,  Archibald  Campbell,  Esq. 
of  Melfort. 

17.  At  Rumpenheim,  the  Landgravine  of  Hesse 
Rumpenheim,  mother  of  the  Duchess  of  Cam- 
bridge. 

1 8.  In  Chesterfield-street,  Mayfair,  London,  Jc 


—  At  the  Bridge  of  Earn,  W.  S.  Laurie,  Esq.       seph  Charles  Mellish,  Esq.  his  Britannic  Majesty's 
rgeon,  Edinburgh,  to  Catherine,  daughter  of      Charge  d' Affaires  and  Consul-General  for  the  Cir- 


surgeon,  Edinburgh,  to  Catherine,  daughter  o~f 
the  late  William  Geddes,  Esq.  Cupar  Fife. 

24.  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  John  Logan,  of  Abbey 
St  Bathan's,  Berwickshire,  to  Janet,  eldest  daugh- 
ter of  Mr  John  Sharp,  writer  in  Culross. 

28.  At  the  New  Church,  Mary-la-Bonne,  Lon- 
don, Sir  Charles  Joshua  Smith,  Bart,  of  Suttons, 
in  the  county  of  Essex,  to  Belinda,  daughter  of 
the  late  George  Colebrooke,  Esq. 

50.  At  London,  Lieut-General  Sir  Thomas  His- 
lop,  Bart,  G.C.B.  to  Emma,  daughter  of  the 
Right  Hon.  Hugh  Elliot ;  and,  at  the  same  time, 
Captain  Elliot,  eldest  son  of  the  Right  Hon.  Hugh 
Elliot,  to  Margaret  Seymour,  only  daughter  of 
James  Masteiton,  Esq.  of  Braco  Castle,  Perth- 
shire. 

Lately,  at  Sutton  Coldfield,  the  Rev.  William 
Riland  Bedford,  to  Grace  Campbell,  youngest 
daughter  of  the  late  Charles  Sharpe,  Esq.  of  Hod- 
dam 

—  At  Northwood  Church,  Isle  of  Wight,  Cap- 
tain William  Augustus  Montagu,  Royal  Navy,  C. 
B.  to  Anne,  third  daughter  of  Sir  George  Leeds, 
Bait. 

—  At  Raeburn  Place,  Lieut.  William  White- 
head,  ordnance  store-keeper,  Stirling  Castle,  to 
Charlotte,    youngest  daughter  of  Captain  Wil- 
liamson. 

DEATHS. 

Nov.  1822.  At  Quito,  South  America,  William 
Henderson,  Esq.  son  of  Dr  Henderson,  physician 
in  Dundee. 

Dec.  22,  1822.  At  Calcutta,  on  board  the  Eliza- 
beth, one  of  the  country  ships,  of  which  he  was 
First  Officer,  Mr  George  Rolland,  third  son  of 
Patrick  Rolland,  Esq.  late  of  Newton. 

Mar.  19,  1823,  At  Puneah,  in  the  East  Indies, 
Mrs  Bertram,  wife  of  Captain  William  Bertram 
of  Nesbit. 

April.  On  board  the  ship  Marquis  of  Hastings, 
at  Calcutta,  Mr  Allan  Farie,  son  of  James  Farie, 
Esq.  of  Farme. 

Min/  7,  IS'.'S.  At  Cape  Vincent,  America,  Mr 
George  Leslie,  aged  80,  late  merchant,  Edinburgh. 

May  21 .  At  Calcutta,  Robert  Ross  Young,  Esq. 
son  of  the  late  John  Young,  Esq.  of  Bellwood. 

July  3.  At  Montreal,  Mrs  Elizabeth  Harvey, 
wife  of  Robert  Armour,  Esq.  cashier  of  the  Bank 
of  Canada. 

July  8.  At  Kingston,  Upper  Canada,  John  Dick- 
son,  jun.  W.  S. 

12.  At  Dominica,  Henry  Bowyer  Tulloh,  Esq. 
( 'olonial  Secretary  in  the  above  Island,  and  second 
son  of  Lieut.-folonel  Tulloh,  Royal  Artillery. 

—  At  Augusta,  North  America,  Mr  James  An- 
derson, jun.  merchant,  Forrcs. 


Charge  d' Affaires  and  Consul-General  for  the  Cir- 
cle of  Lower  Saxony. 

19.  At  Whithorn,  John  Milroy,  Esq.  who,  for 
upwards  of  40  years,  held  the  office  of  town-clerk 
to  that  burgh. 

20.  At  Tours,  Keith  Jopp,  Esq. 

25.  At  Stoneyfield,  Thomas  Warrand,  Esq. 

27.  At  Kilmarnock,  John  Carse,  Esq.  of  Or- 
chardhill. 

At  Kirkaldy,  Mr  George  Dougall,  shipowner 
there. 

—  In  Upper  Baker  Street,  London,  William 
Campbell,  Esq.  of  Craigie. 

28.  At  Gayfield  Place,  William  Arthur,  Esq. 

—  In  Forth  Street,  Mrs  Janet  Peat,  wife  of 
John  Peat,  Esq. 

—  At  Aberdeen,  the  Rev.  Alex.  Browne,  minis- 
ter of  Coull. 

29.  At  the  Royal  Arsenal,  Woolwich,  Elizabeth, 
fourth  daughter  of  Colonel  M'Lean,  of  the  Royal 
Artillery. 

—  At  Dunfermline,  Mr  Robert  Johnstone. 

—  At  Pooley,  near  Penrith,  Cumberland,  Chris- 
topher Wilson,  Esq.  of  Fenchurch  Street,  London. 
He  was   sailing,  with  a  party  of  ladies,  on  Ulls- 
watcr  Lake,  and  in  the  act  of  drawing  the  charge 
from  one  of  the  barrels  of  his  gun,  with  which  he 
had  been  shooting,  the  contents  of  the  other  bar- 
rel fwere  lodged  in  his  left  side. 

'Jit.  At  the  Isle  of  Wight,  Frances  Murray,  wife 
of  Lieut.  Murray,  91st  Regiment. 

30.  In  Leven  Street,  Mrs  Ann  Clark,  relict  of 
Mr  Thomas  Smith,  wood-merchant  hi  Fishcirow. 

—  At  sea,  on  her  passage  from  Quebec  to  Leith, 
Miss  Janet  Brydon,  aged  75. 

—  At  Tullibody,  Mr  Alex.  Paterson,  sen.  tan- 
ner, aged  74. 

—  At  his  house,  No.  7,  James's  Court,  Mr  Tho- 
mas Henderson,  merchant. 

—  At  Dean  Bank,  Jean,  youngest  daughter  of 
the  late  Mr  Thomas  Matthew,  principal  clerk  of 
the  Post  Oificc. 

31.  At  Peebles,  Giles  Templeman,  Esq.  late  a 
Bencher  of  the  Hon.  Society  of  the  Inner  Temple, 
London. 

Sept.  1.    In  Cullachy,  in  Inverness-shire,   Mr 
Robert  Oliver,  farmer." 

2.  At  Alloa,  Mr  Alex.  Bald,  sen.  aged  79. 

—  At  Inverness,  William  Scott,  of  Seabank,  in 
the  T-'Hh  year  of  his  age. 

—  The  Rev.  Thomas  Winstanley,  D.  D.  Prin- 
cipal of  St  A  loan's  Hall,  Camden,  Professor  of  An- 
cient History,  ami  Laudean  Professor  of  Arabic 
in  the  University  of  Oxford,  and  Prebendary  of 
St  Paul's,  London. 

5.  At  Pitinuis,  Forfarshirc,  James  Mudie,  jun. 
Esq.  in  his  21st  year. 
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3.  At  his  father's  house,  Merchant  Street,  Edin- 
burgh, William  Cadell,  youngest  son  of  Thomas 
Edmonston. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  Robert  Gilmour. 
Sept.  5.  After  a  few  days'  illness,  at  his  father's 
house  in  Edinburgh,  Lieut.  Matthew  Miller,  of 
the  51st  Reg.  (King's  own  Light  Infantry)  young- 
est son  of  Sir  William  Miller,  Bart.  Lord  Glenlee, 
aged  24  years. 

It  has  seldom  fallen  to  our  lot  to  record  the 
death  of  a  more  promising  officer  than  Mr  Miller. 
In  addition  to  a  rich  store  of  classical  erudition, 
acquired  in  the  course  of  his  education,  he  had 
subsequently  made  himself  master  of  the  higher 
geometry,  and  of  the  more  abstruse  branches  of 
mathematics,  and  he  was  deeply  skilled  in  their 
practical  application  to  the  study  of  natural  phi- 
losophy and  the  arts.  He  was  a  member  of  the 
Philosophical  Society  of  Edinburgh,  to  which  he 
addressed  several  valuable  papers  on  various  inte- 
resting subjects  of  scientific  research  and  philoso- 
phical inquiry ;  and  he  had  lately  suggested,  in 
an  Essay  on  the  Principles  of  Gunnery,  some  cu- 
rious experiments  which  the  Board  of  Ordnance 
directed  to  be  made  in  elucidation  of  the  laws  of 
projectiles,  and  as  tending  to  ascertain  the  circum- 
stances affecting  the  course  of  spherical  bodies 
passing  through  theatmosphere  at  various  heights, 
with  a  view  to  the  practical  purpose  of  giving  a 
more  precise  direction  to  round  shot  discharged 
from  guns  of  different  calibres. 

Presenting  a  striking  contrast  to  the  conduct  of 
too  many  subalterns  in  the  army,  who  waste  in 
idle  dissipation  the  large  portion  of  leisure  time 
which  their  situation  affords,  it  was  in  pursuits  of 
this  description  that  Mr  Miller  cultivated  his 
highly  gifted  talents  ;  at  once  reconciling  to  them 
a  strict  and  regular  observance  of  his  regimental 
duties,  and  making  them  subservient  to  his  ad- 
vancement in  the  profession  he  had  chosen,  by  a 
timely  qualification  for  any  rank  he  might  ulti- 
mately hold  in  it. 

In  general  society,  he  was  always  distinguished 
for  his  personal  accomplishments  and  amiable 
manners ;  while  by  his  more  intimate  acquaint- 
ance and  friends,  he  was  beloved  and  respected  for 
the  strict  integrity  of  his  moral  and  religious  prin- 
ciples, for  his  varied  and  extensive  acquirements, 
for  the  unassuming  friendliness  of  his  disposition, 
and  a  suavity  of  manner  and  soberness  of  judg- 
ment rarely  to  be  observed  in  a  man  of  his  age. 

His  brother-officers  feel  that,  by  his  premature 
death,  they  have  lost  a  sincere  and  valuable  friend. 
He  will  long  live  in  their  memory,  and  be  cited  as 
an  encouraging  example  to  the  young  men  who 
shall  hereafter  join  the  51st  Regiment.  And  they 
trust  that  this  assurance  of  the  general  respect  and 
esteem  in  which  he  was  held  by  the  Corps,  will  be 
some  alleviation  of  the  heavy  affliction  which  has 
fallen  on  his  father  and  other  surviving  relations. 
—Corfu,  1st  Oct. 

6.  At  Stockbridge,  Major  William  Forrester  of 
Cuimore. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  the  infant  daughter  of  William 
Young  Herries,  Esq.  of  Spottes. 

—  In  Charlotte  Square,   Mrs  Joanna  Baillie, 
wife  of  John  Horner,  Esq. 

—  At  Hillhousefield,  David,  son  of  Mr  Robert 
Bayne,  merchant,  Leith. 

7  At  his  house,  Argyll  Place,  Glasgow,  Mr 
Alexander  Campbell,  manufacturer,  aged  14. 

—  At  Addingston,  Jessie,  eldest  daughter  of 
John  Simpson,  Esq.  of  Blainslie. 

8.  At  Forgan,  Fifeshire,  Mr  William  Innes, 
parochial  schoolmaster,  in  his  76th  year. 

—  At  Greenock,  William  Fullarton,  Esq. 

9.  At  Greenock,  David,  eldest  son  of  Mr  George 
Kerr,  merchant. 

—  At  Glasgow,  Captain  Duncan  Stewart,  aged 
74,  late  of  the  79th  regiment. 

—  At  his  house,  Young  Street,  Charlotte  Square, 
Mr  William  Lamb,  upholsterer,  in  the  84th  year 
of  his  age. 

10.  At  Jedburgh,  Lieut  William  Aitkin,  of  the 
3d  veteran  battalion. 

11.  At  his  seat,  in  Gloucestershire,  of  water  on 
the  brain,  David  Ricardo,  Esq.  M.  P.  for  Portar- 
lington.  Mr  Ricardo  has  long  been  considered  one 
of  the  ablest  political  economists  of  the  day,  and 
his  speeches  on  all  subjects  of  a  commercial  and 
financial  nature,  were  always  listened  to  with  great 
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attention  in  the  House  of  Commons.  He  has  pub- 
lished several  pamphlets  on  those  subjects ;  and  to 
him  the  country  is  indebted  for  the  original  plan 
by  which  the'resumption  of  cash  payments  by  the 
Bank  of  England  was  effected  without  inconve- 
nience or  danger.  Mr  Ricardo  had  amassed  con- 
siderable wealth  on  the  Stock  Exchange.  He  has 
left  a  widow,  and  a  large  and  amiable  family.  His 
death  will  be  much  regretted  as  a  public  man,  and 
still  more  by  those  who  knew  him  in  private. 

11.  At  the  house  of  his  uncle,  Robert  Stodart, 
Esq.  Queen  Street,   Edinburgh,   James  Stodart, 
Esq.  of  Russel  Square,  London,  F.R.S.L. 

12.  At  his  house,  Gayfield  Place,  Mr  Alexander 
Hutchison. 

13.  At  Fortrose,  R.  M'Kenzie,  Esq.  of  Flower- 
burn,  convener  of  the  county  of  Ross. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Dr  John  Smith,  physician,  in 
the  39th  year  of  his  age. 

—  At  Bath,  Mr  Henry  Rayner,  a  pupil  in  the 
Bath  City  Infirmary  and  Dispensary.    His  death 
was  occasioned  by  the  absorption  of  matter  through 
a  wound  in  his  finger,  when  assisting  in  the  dissec- 
tion of  a  diseased  body. 

14.  At  Edinburgh,  Alexander  Skene,  Esq.  Cap- 
tain of  his  Majesty's  ship,  Eritaania. 

15.  At  Ayr,  Mrs  Smith,  of  Drongan. 

15.  At  Kinneswood,  the  Rev.  John  Dun,  many 
years  minister  of  the  gospel,  Marypert,  Cumber- 
land. 

16.  In  Dublin,  the  Hon.  George  Finch,  brother 
to  the  Earl  of  Avesford. 

17.  By  an  accident  while  shooting  in  his  own 
grounds,   Samuel  Fenton,   Esq.  of  Underbank, 
near  Penistone.  While  in  the  act  of  scaling  a  wall, 
with  a  gun  in  his  hand,  in  an  incautious  manner, 
the  piece  discharged  its  contents,  thereby  inflicting 
a  wound,  which  caused  his  immediate  death. 

—  At  his  house  in  Portobello,  Alexander  Laing, 
Esq.  architect. 

—  At  Luthrie,  in  her  79th  year,  Mrs  Euphemia 
Hamilton  of  Luthrie,  widow  of  Colonel  Alexander 
Baillie,  inspector-General  of  Barracks,  N.  B. 

18.  At  his  house,  Argyll-Square,  Thos.  Camp- 
bell, Esq.  late  assistant  surveyor-general  of  taxes. 

19.  At  Edinburgh,  Lieut.  James  Doig,  late  of 
the  57th  regiment. 

19.  At  Cork  Barracks,  Lieut.  John  Alexander 
Maxwell,  of  the  26th  Regt.  of  Foot,  third  son  of 
the  late  Major  Hamilton  Maxwell  of  Ardwell. 

20.  At  Meadside,  Mrs  M'Laren,  relict  of  the 
Rev.  John  M'Laren. 

21.  At  Morriston,   near   Elgin,   Major   Lewis 
Carmichael,  R.  A. 

22.  At  Kinloch,  Helen,  third  daughter  of  Geo. 
Kinloch  of  Kinloch,  Esq. 

22.  At  Kirkton  of  Glenbucket,  Christian  Ben- 
ton,  in  her  110th  year. 

23.  At  Kilwinning,  Mr  John  Burns,  of  Reid- 
stone,  in  the  85d  year  of  his  age. 

—  At  Morningside,  Eugene,  P.L.  J.  son  of  Alex. 
Falconer,  Esq.  of  Falcon- HaM. 

—  In  Salisbury-Street,  Mr  William  Innes,  hat- 
ter, South-Bridge. 

25.  At  her  house  in  Hope-Street,  Miss  Far- 
quhar,  daughter  of  the  late  Mr  James  Farquhar, 
merchant  in  Edinburgh. 

—  At  No.  5,   Minto-Street,   Newington,   Mrs 
Janet  Balleny,  wife  of  Mr  J.  Howden. 

—  At  Leith,  Ann,  fourth  daughter  of  Mr  W. 
Mowbray. 

25.  At  Elsinore.  Mr  William  Gowan,  merchant 
in  Leith. 

—  At  11,  Gilmore  Place,David  Robertson,  Esq. 

26.  Mrs  Smith,  jrelict  of  Donald  Smith,  Esq. 
banker,  Edinburgh. 

—  In  James's  Square,   Catherine  Maccallum, 
wife  of  John  Meiklejohn,  Esq.  W.S. 

—  At  Balblair  Cottage,  Aird,  Mrs  Fraser  of  Cul- 
bockie. 

—  AtEcton,  Northamptonshire,  Elizabeth,  wife 
of  the  Hon.  and  Rev.  P.  Mead,  and  daughter  of 
the  late  Right  Rev.  Dr  Percy,  Bishop  of  Dro- 
more. 

27.  At  Fernie  Hill,  near  Edinburgh,  Robert 
Marshall,  Esq.  W.  S. 

—  At  Greenock,  Alexander  May,   Esq.  post- 
master, in  the  71st  year  of  his  age. 

—  George  Gordon,  Esq.  of  Hallhead. 

28.  David,  eldest  son  of  Mr  William  Tennant, 
North  Charlotte  Street. 
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28.  At  Ayr,  Allan  Dunn,  Esq.  surgeon,  royal 
Ayrshire  militia 


29.  At  Bank-House,  Rear-Admiral  Sir  William 
Ogilvy,  Bart,  of  Inverquharity. 

—  At  Liverpool,  Margaret,  third  daughter  of 
Walter  Grindlay,  Esq.  shipowner,  Borrowstoun- 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  David  Christie,  of  the 
firm  of  Gibson,  Christie,  and  Wardlaw,  North  St 
Andrew's  Street. 

29.  At  Lyons,  France,  Mr  John  Honyman, 
merchant  in  London,  sixth  son  of  the  late  Patrick 
Honyman,  Esq.  of  Graemsay. 

—  At  Dunfermline,  Mr  Robert  Johnston. 

—  At  Livilands,  the  Rev.  James  Bain,  LL.D. 
of  Livilands. 

—  At  Montrose,  Mr  George  Beattie,  writer. 

—  At  Boreham,  Sussex,  Col.  John  Carnegie, 
brother  of  the  late  Sir  David  Carnegie  of  South- 
esk,  Bart. 

30.  At  New  Saughton,  James  Watson,  Esq.  of 
Saughton. 

31.  Charles  Grant,  Esq.  one  of  the  Directors  of 
the  East  India  Company. 

Lately.  On  her  passage  from  India,  Jane,  eldest 
daughter  of  James  Burns,  Esq.  youngest  son  of 
the  Ayrshire  Poet. 

—  At  Henfield,  Sussex,  Martha  Louisa,  wife  of 
Edward  Ollerenshaw,  Esq.  daughter  of  the  de- 
ceased Lieut-Colonel  Francis  Robson,  Hon.  East 
India  Company's  service,  and  formerly  wife  of  the 
late  Captain  Little,  92d  regiment  of  foot. 

—  In  Portland  Place,  London,  the  Dowager 
Lady  Tempi  eton. 

—  At  his  seat,  Willesley  Hall,  Derbyshire,  Ge- 
neral Sir  Charles  Hastings,  Bart.  G.  C.  B.  late 
Colonel  of  the  12th  regiment  of  foot,  &c. 

—  At  Grenada,  in  his  43d  year,  A.  F.  Webster/ 
Esq.     His  corpse  weighed  555  pounds,  or  within 
five  pounds  of  40  stone. 

—  At  Teddington,   Middlesex,  Mr   Sergeant 
Marshall.   A  fortnight  previous  to  his  death,  he 
presided  at  the  Chester  Assizes. 

—  At  St  Petersburgh,  the  Abbe  Lemeny,  who 
taught  Buonaparte  mathematics  in  the  school  of 
Brienne. 

Oct.  1.  At  the  Manse  of  Barrie,  the  Rev.  David 
Sim,  in  the  70th  year  of  his  age,  and  48th  of  his 
ministry. 

—  Eliza  Ann,  infant  daughter  of  James  Simp- 
son, Esq.  advocate. 

—  General  Dussaux,  aged  75. 

2.  At  his  house,  Charlotte  Square,  Colonel  Ro- 
bert Wright,  Royal  Artillery. 

—  At  Doon  Foot  Mill,  Mr  David  Watt,  miller, 
in  the  68th  year  of  his  age.  He  was  school-fellow 
with  the  celebrated  Robert  Burns,  and  was  the 
last  person  baptized  in  Alloway  Kirk. 

—  At  James's  Place,  Leith  Linus,  Mrs  New- 
bigging,  wife  of  Mr  Thomas  Newbigging,  wine- 
merchant. 

3.  At  Musselburgh,  James  Inglis,  Esq.   late  of 
Kingston,  Jamaica. 

—  At  Charlesfield,   Mary,  fifth  daughter    of 
Thomas  Farquharson,  Esq. 

—  At  Aberdeen,  Mr  George  Wilson,  only  son 
of  the  Rev.  Mr  Wilson,  Farnel. 

—  At  Rassay  House,  James  Macleod,  Esq.  of 
Rassay. 

4.  At  Auchiochan,  Mrs  Brown,  relict  of  James 
Brown,  Esq.  of  Auchiochan. 

—  At  Ingestre,  Staffordshire,  in  the  23d  year 
of  her  age,  Frances  Charlotte,  Countess  of  Dart- 
mouth. 

—  At  Letham  Qottage,  Fifeshire,  Lieut.  Wil- 
liam Duguid,  of  the  Marines. 


6.  At  Aberdeen,  John  Orrok,  Esq.  of  Orrok. 

—  At  Crossflatts,  near  Linlithgow,  Alexander 
Learmonth,  Esq.  of  Crossflats. 

—  In  his  son  s  house,  Great  King  Street,  John 
Home,  Esq.  of  Stirkoke. 

—  At  Sanquhar,  Mr  Edward  Whigham,  for  se- 
veral years  Provost  of  that  burgh,  aged  74. 

—  At  Greenock,  Mr  James  Duncan,  merchant. 

8.  At  Mosleyhill,  William  Ewart,  Esq.  mer- 
chant, Liverppol. 

—  At  Aberdeen,  John  Chambers  Hunter  of 
Auchires. 

—  At  his  seat,  in  Dorset,  the  Right  Hon.  Na- 
thaniel Bond,  one  of  his  Majesty's  Privy  Council, 
and  a  Bencher  of  the  Inner  Temple. 

9.  At  Newington,   Mrs  Jean  Vernor,  wife  of 
James  Skinner,  Esq.  writer  in  Edinburgh. 

—  At  Mayfield,  Louisa  Cameron,  eldest  daugh- 
ter of  Patrick  Robertson,  Esq.  Advocate. 

—  At  Ratho,  Mrs  Curtis,  relict  of  Mr  Charles 
Curtis,  surgeon,  Edinburgh. 

12.  Here,  Mrs  Douglas,  relict  of  the  late  Geo. 
Douglas,  minister  of  Tain. 

—  At  St  Andrews,  Mrs  Balfour. 

13.  After  three  days'  illness,   at  Harewood- 
house,  aged  20,  the  Hon.  Frederick  Lascelles, 
sixth  son  of  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Harewood. 

—  At  his  house,  at  Bungay,  Suffolk,  Major- 
General  Kelso. 

16.  At  Oxenford  Castle,  Harriet,  Lady  Hamil- 
ton Dalrymple,  wife  of  Lieut.-General  Sir  John 
Hamilton,  Bart. 

—  At  Denboig,  Fifeshire,  General  Nesbit  Bal- 
four, Colonel  of  the  39th  Foot. 

17.  At  Craigie  Manse,  James,  eldest  son  of  the 
Rev.  Dr  Stir'ing. 

—  At  Warriston  Crescent,   Edinburgh,  John 
Mitchell,  Esq.  late  Consul-General  in  Norway. 

—  At  Glasgow,  in  the  80th  year  of  his  age,  the 
Rev.  Alex.  Jamieson,  of  the  Scottish  Episcopal 
Chapel. 

18.  At  Gifford,  East  Lothian,  Mr  James  Mar- 
tin Wright,  late  Commander  of  the  ship  Corn- 
wall, of  Liverpool. 

—  At  Parkhill,  near  Dairy,  Ayrshire,  Miss  Sa- 
rah Hamilton,  daughter  of  the  late  William  Ha- 
milton, Esq.  of  Craighlaw, 

—  At  Dundee,  Mrs  Guild,  relict  of  John  Guild, 
Esq.  merchant  there,  aged  77  years. 

—  At  Candia,  Stirlingshire,  in  the  74th  year  of 
his  age,  Matthew  Ross,  Esq.  Dean  of  the  Faculty 
of  Advocates. 

19.  At  Glasgow,  Eneas  Morrison,  Esq. 

20.  At  Seatown,  near  Arbroath,  Thomas  Renny 
Strachan,  Esq.  of  Tarrie. 

—  At  Callander,   John  Campbell  Macfarlane, 
sou  to  Captain  Macfarlane,  half-pay  91st  Regt. 

21.  The  Earl  of  Bridgewater,  in  the  71st  year 
of  his  age.  He  gave  employment  to  every  labour- 
er in  his  neighbourhood  who  \vas  disposed  to 
work;  and  thus  dispensed  charity  with  an  un- 
sparing hand,  in  the  best  of  all  modes  of  admini- 
stering it,  by  promoting  industry.     For  the  em- 
ployment and  improvement  of  the  poor  and  pa- 
rish of  Ashhdge,  Herts,  he  left  6-J001.  per  annum 
for  ever. 

—  In  Nicolson  Street,  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Brother- 
ston,  aged  66. 

Lately,  At  Bath,  Jamaica,  Alex.  Mill,  Esq.  of 
Castle  Gordon. 

—  At  Cork,  Peter  Kelly,  Esq.  M.  D.  surgeon, 
R.  N.  Oculist  to  the  Cork  Eye  Dispensary,  and 
late  physician  to  the  Fever  Hospital,  New  Market, 
county  of  Cork. 

—  At  Priory  Cottage,  St  Andrews,  Charles  Mac- 
arthy  Moodie,  the  infant  son  of  Lieut.-Colonel 
Robert  Moodie. 


iit.'f?  bit  James  Ballanfync  and  Co,  Edinburgh. 
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IN  this  Magazine  a  great  deal  has 
already  been  said,  touching  the  attacks 
to  which  the  Chancellor  has  been  sub* 
jected  in  consequence  of  the  procedure 
adopted  by  him  in  regard  to  certain  re- 
cent works  of  a  supposed  immoral  and 
libellous  tendency.  So  far  as  the  ge- 
neral sense  and  reason  of  the  matter 
were  concerned,  we  believe  the  remarks 
(of  Mr  Tickler)  on  the  article  in  the 
Edinburgh  Review  for  May  last,  were 
accepted  as  sufficiently  conclusive.  The 
writer  of  those  remarks,  however,  ex- 
cused himself  from  pursuing  the  case 
into  many  of  its  more  technical  mi- 
nutiae, on  the  ground  of  his  want  of 
skill  in  the  actual  authorities  of  the 
English  courts.  An  English  lawyer  of 
very  competent  talent  and  acquirement 
has  stepped  forth  to  fill  up  the  blank 
thus  left ;  and  while  it  cannot  but  ex- 
cite some  surprize  to  find  how  closely 
Mr  T's  views,  derived  from  the  exer- 
cise of  common  sense,  are  identified 
with  those  to  which  this  author's  pro- 
fessional studies  have  led,  and  which 
the  expressed  results  of  those  studies 
establish  on  an  immoveable  and  un- 
questionable foundation,  a  lesson  of 
some  importance  is  at  the  same  time 
given  to  all  those  who  have  with  less 
modesty,  less  sagacity,  and  at  least  as 
little  positive  knowledge  as  our  friend 


— set  themselves  to  the  consideration 
of  this  very  delicate  matter — and  more 
especially  to  the  author  of  the  above- 
mentioned  article  in  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  (Mr  Henry  Brougham  ?) 

As  "  pamphlets  never  circulate," 
we  may  do  a  service  to  this  new  au- 
thor by  quoting  from  his  production 
some  of  those  passages,  which  we  think 
more  particularly  entitled  to  the  praise 
of  distinct  and  conclusive  argument, 
embodied  in  clear  and  temperate  lan- 
guage. We  shall  suppose  our  reader 
to  have  the  Edinburgh  Reviewer's  ar- 
ticle, and  that  of  Mr  T.  before  him  on 
his  table,  and  proceed  at  once  to  what, 
if  these  writings  have  been  understood, 
can  require  no  farther  preface  here. 

And  first — see  how  triumphantly 
our  friend's  argument,  in  column  se- 
cond of  page  214  of  this  Magazine  for 
August  last,  is  established  by  this  Eng- 
lish lawyer  at  the  very  outset  of  his 
Tract. 

"  The  first  remedy  which  the  proprietor 
of  a  work  has,  against  one  who  pirates  it, 
is  by  action  at  law ;  a  remedy  which  is 
not,  as  the  reviewer  supposes,  without 
its  use,  such  actions  being,  in  fact,  often 
brought.  It  is,  however,  in  many  cases 
extremely  imperfect.  The  Court  of  Chan- 
cery has  therefore  assumed  jurisdiction, 
to  lend  its  more  extensive  powers  to  the 
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protection  of  the  right  which  the  law  has 
given,  by  issuing  an  injunction  to  restrain 
the  publication.  This  is  one  of  those  in- 
stances in  which  the  Court  of  Chancery 
interferes,  not  upon  any  of  the  peculiar  doc- 
trines of  equity,  but  for  the  purpose  of 
giving  effect  to  a  legal  right,-  upon  the 
ground  that  such  a  right  exists,  but  that 
the  law  does  not  furnish  it  with  an  ade- 
quate remedy.  Hence  the  party  calling 
for  the  exercise  of  this  branch  of  jurisdic- 
tion in  his  favour,  must  first  prove  the 
existence  of  the  legal  right,  for  which  he 
desires  protection.  If  he  fail  in  this 
proof,  the  Court  cannot  act ;  if  the  proof 
be  defective,  he  must  supply  what  is 
wanting ;  if  in  attempting  to  establish 
his  right,  he  only  makes  out  a  case  in- 
volved in  doubt,  he  must  clear  away 
those  doubts  before  he  can  entitle  him- 
self to  relief.  Now  there  can  be  no  co- 
pyright in  a  work  of  pernicious  tendency ; 
the  author  or  publisher  cannot  maintain 
an  action  upon  it.  If,  therefore,  the  work 
is  found  to  be  of  this  description,  an  in- 
junction cannot  be  granted ;  if,  upon  in- 
spection, it  does  not  appear  clear  that  its 
character  is  innocent,  it  follows  that  it  is 
doubtful  whether  the  author  or  publisher 
has  any  legal  right ;  and  while  this  con- 
tinues doubtful,  the  Court  of  Chancery 
will  not  interfere  in  his  favour ;  it  will. 
not  give  him  the  benefit  of  the  right 
which  lie  claims,  until  it  is  shewn  that 
he  possesses  it. 

"  This  principle,  familiarly  expressed 
by  saying  that  a  man  shall  not  take  ad- 
vantage of  his  own  wrong,  or  that  one 
who  seeks  relief  must  come  into  Court 
with  clean  hands,  is  most  commonly  ex- 
emplified in  cases  arising  out  of  contracts, 
the  subject-matter  of  which  is  illegal  or 
immoral ;  it  holds  equally  with  regard  to 
a  claim  founded  upon  the  publication  of 
a  libel,  or  upon  any  other  breach  of  the 
law.  The  law  which  forbids  the  act  can- 
not consistently  recognize  it  as  conferring 
any  civil  right ;  and  it  wisely  judges  that 
as  it  can  only  prevent  crime  by  visiting1 
it  with  punishment,  and  by  taking  away 
temptation,  one  of  the  most  effective 
modes  of  keeping  men  within  the  line  of 
duty,  is  to  prevent  them  from  reaping 
the  advantages  which  they  expect  to  de- 
rive from  their  offences.  It  therefore 
refuses  to  execute  agreements  that  are 
prohibited  ;  and  declines  to  assist  an  au- 
thor in  the  perception  of  the  '  unhallow- 
ed profits'  which  he  promised  himself, 
from  libelling  his  neighbour,  or  from  dis- 
seminating immorality  or  sedition.  If  it 


cannot  crush  the  trade  of  those  who  spe- 
culate in  vice  and  crime,  it  divests  it  of 
its  chief  attractions,  by  rendering  it  ha- 
zardous and  unprofitable. 

"  It  is  true,  that  in  the  consideration 
of  cases  of  this  sort,  the  mind  may  be 
embarrassed,  by  seeing  that  the  defen- 
dant, himself  one  of  the  offending  par- 
ties, is  permitted  to  urge  a  defence  found- 
ed on  his  own  misdeeds,  and  to  exonerate 
himself  from  one  charge,  by  shewing  that 
he  is  liable  to  another.  The  reviewer 
has  adopted  this  objection,  talks  of  the 
defendant  being  estopped  from  this  line 
of  argument,  arid  alludes  to  the  maxim, 
that  a  man  shall  not  take  advantage  of 
his  own  wrong,  as  if  he  supposed  it  to 
forbid  such  a  defence.  (1)  Hut  nothing  can 
be  a~more  complete  perversion  of  this  maxim, 
Uiaii-tj  apply  it  to  one  who  insists  upon  tlte 
criminality  of  the  act,  not  as  conferring  any 
right  upon  himself,  but  as  TAKING  AWAY  THE 

RIGHT  OF  THE  COMPLAINING  PARTY.  When 

the  courts  refuse  to  relieve  the  plaintiff 
on  the  ground  of  the  impure  origin  of  his 
alleged  right,  it  is  not  out  of  any  favour  to 
the  defendant ;  it  is  not  because  he  has  ANY 
right,  but  because  the  plaintiff"  tias  NONE. 
When  the  plaintiff's  title  is  found  defec- 
tive, the  action  necessarily  falls  to  the 
ground.  No  farther  inquiry  as  to.  either 
party  is  called  for.  It  is  not  necessary 
to  enter  upon  an  investigation  of  the  dif- 
ferent gradations  of  their  guilt.  Whatever 
the  conduct  of  the  defendant  may  have 
been,  if  the  plaintiff  has  no  right  to  com- 
plain of  it  as  an  injury  to  him,  a  Court 
which  has  only  cognizance  of  civil  inju- 
ries must  stay  its  hand.  Both  parties  may 
be  liable  in  another  court,  and  in  another 
form  of  proceeding,  to  the  punishment 
due  to  die  offence  of  which  they  are 
jointly  guilty ;  but  if  it  appear  that  the 
defendant,  however  criminal,  has  done 
no  wrong  towards  the  plaintiff,  that  the 
plaintiff  had  no  right  to  be  invaded,  and 
no  property  to  be  injured,  the  only  ques- 
tion which  the  Court  is  then  competent 
to  consider  is  disposed  of.  It  matters 
not,  therefore,  whether  the  objection  is 
raised  by  the  Court  or  by  the  defendant 
himself.  From  whatever  quarter  it  comes, 
when  it  is  made  apparent,  it  must  pre- 
vail. The  defendant  is  of  course  to  exer- 
cise his  own  discretion  in  his  defence, 
and  though  he  cannot  be  compelled  to 
criminate  himself,  yet  there  is  no  law  to 
prevent  him  from  taking  whatever  liber- 
ties he  pleases  with  his  own  character. 
The  probability  is,  that  he  does  himself 
no  injustice  ;  and  if  he  be  indifferent  to 


(1)  Page  303. 
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infamy,  he  cannot  be  restrained  from  an 
avowal,  which,  while  it  frees  him  from 
the  plaintiff's  claim,  aggravates  the  of- 
fence which  he  has  committed,  furnishes 
evidence  to  assist  in  his  prosecution,  and 
insures  for  him,  if  convicted,  a  heavier 
weight  of  punishment." 

The  Edinburgh  Reviewer,  however, 
without  combatting  this  doctrine  as  far 
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sated  by  giving  him  a  remedy  against  the 
defendant  for  the  wrong  done  to  him  in 
the  interim.  But  reverse  the  case  :  'sup- 
pose  an  injunction  granted  upon  a  doubt- 
ful title  ;  that  those  doubts  turn  out  to  be 
well  founded,  and  the  plaintiff's  right  is 
disproved  :  no  reparation  can  then  be  made 
to  the  defendant  for  having  been  deprived, 
perhaps  for  a  long  time,  of  the  exercise 


as  regards  actions  at  law,  boldly  took    of  his  legal  rights.    It  is  the  net  of  the 


his  stand  on  the  position  that  a  "doubt- 
ful title  is  enovgh  to  entitle  a  man  to 
crave  an  injunction  in  Chancery.  This 
was  a  point  on  which  Mr  T.  could  do 
no  more  than  say,  that  the  Edinburgh 


Courf-by  which  he  has  suffered  ;  and  he  is 
therefore  without  a  remedy  :  lie  can  reco- 
ver no  damages  for  his  loss  :  he  can  have 
wo  account  of  the  profits  which  he  has  been 
prevented  from  making.  It  is  not  there- 


Reviewer  had  merely  made  an  asser-     fore  a  ma«er  of  surprise  that  in  a  doubt- 
tion  without  adducing  any  proof.  But  ful  case  the  Court  sho>uld  rather  encpun- 


the  present  writer  comes  with  different 
armour.     Injhe  first  place,  he  says 


er  the  risk  of  permitting  a  wrong  which  it 
HAS  the  power  of  setting  right,  than  of  corn- 


that  if  the  Edinburgh!  Reviewer  "be    mitting  an  ™JurV  w/"'c/i  '<  CANNOT-  redress. 
right,  all  Chancery  barristers,  and  all    *n  an  early  case  (2)  where  the  right  of 
Chancery  solicitors,  as  well  as  all  Lord    the-Umversity  of  Oxford  to  print  bibles 
Chancellors,   from    time  immemorial 
have  been  wrong  in  practice ; — all  have 
been    combined  m   a  conspiracy  for 
scourging  the  claimants  before  that 
court,  because  all  have  held  the  exact- 
ly opposite  doctrine.    But  what  is  the 
reason  of  the  thing  ? 


for  sale  was  in  question,  the  Lord  Keeper 
Guildford,  though  his  own  opinion  in- 
clined against  them,  only  directed  a  trial 
of  the  right  at  law.  "  And  though  the 
plaintiffs  pressed  much  for  an  injunction, 
to  stay  the  University  printers  from  go- 
ing on  with  the  printing  bibles,  until  the 
trial  had  settled  the  right,  yet  the  Lord 


"  To  consider  the  principle, upon  which     Keeper  refused  to  grant  it,  in  regard  that 


injunctions  should  be  applied :  it  is  clear, 
in  the  first  place,  that  it  would  be  an  ex- 
iremely  strong  measure  to  restrain  a  per- 
son from  the  enjoyment  of  property,  not 
because  it  belongs  to  another,  but  be- 
cause another  is  attempting  to  make  out 
that  it  is  his.  That  there  should  be  no 
right  without  a  remedy,  is  an  acknow- 
ledged truth ;  it  is  equally  fit  that  there 
should  be  no  remedy  without  a  right.  It 
lies  upon  him  who  complains  to  prove 
his  title ;  if  he  has  only  half  proved  it, 
and  thrown  uncertainty  upon  the  case, 
the  Court  is  presented  -with  a  choice  of 
difficulties. 


Plaintiff  by  withholding  it.    When  the  e 


in  case  the  right  should  be  found  with 
them,  they  would  by  such  prohibition  re- 
ceive a  prejudice,  that  he  could  riot  com- 
pensate or  make  good  to  them."  "  A 
doubtful  legal  title,"  said  Lord  Mans- 
field, (3)  "  must  be  tried  at  law,  before 
it  can  be  made  the  ground  of  an  injunc- 
tion. Injunctions  of  this  kind  are  rightly 
and  properly  refused.  IN  A  DOUBTFUL 

CASE,  IT  WOULD  BE  [N1QUITY  TO  GRANT 
THEM  :  because,  if  it  should  come  out  that 
the  plaintiff"  has  no  legal  title,  the  defendant 
IS  INJURED  BY  THE  INJUNCTION,  AND  CAN 
HAVE  NO  REPARATION." 

These  principles  apply  with  peculiar 
overwhelming  power  to  cases  of 


puuuuu  uy  wunjioiQing  it.     wnen  tnese         ^  •>  •  V        ce     \. 

probabilities  are  balanced,  the  grounds    Patents  and  copyrights,  «  where  the 
upon  which  the  practice  of  enjoining  was    ni-atter-  m  dlsPute  bemS  the  privilege 


introduced  no  longer  apply.  A  jurisdic- 
tion which  has  for  its  object  to  stop  a  mani- 
fest wrong,  ought  not  to  be  exercised  in  a  case 
where  it  is  as  likely  to  commit  as  to  prevent 
injustice.  This  consideration  alone  would 
make  the  Court  stand  neuter ;  but  there 
is  another  of  equal  weight.-  The  evil  that 
may  arise  from  refusing  an  injunction  the 
Court  has  the  power  of  remedying :  the  other 
is  without  redress.  If  a  plaintiff,  unable  to 
obtain  an  injunction,  succeeds  in  esta- 
blishing his  claim,  the  delay  is  compen- 


disput 

of  exclusive  sale,  to  restrain  others  is 
to  give  the  plantifffor  the  time  all  that 
he  is  seeking  to  prove  his  right  to." 
Above  all,  in  regard  to  a  new  book,  it 
is  evident  that  to  restrain  a  man  from 
having  the  benefit  of  the  first  popular 
thirst  and  curiosity,  is  often,  and  al- 
ways may  be,  to  deprive  him  of  every- 
thing. Yet  if  he  has  been  so  deprived 
in  consequence  of  an  injunction,  he 
can  have,  as  Lord  Mansfield  says  ex- 
pressly, no  reparation. 


(2)  Hills  y.  University  of  Oxford,  1  Vcrn.  2/0. 


(3)  -1  Burr.  2400. 
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"  There  is  much  plausibility  in  the  ar- 
gument, that,  pending  the  litigation,  the 
property  should  be  preserved  for  the  be- 
nt-lit of  both  parties.  The  Frencli  sys- 
tem, alluded  to  by  the  Reviewer,  of  im- 
pounding the  whole  impression  till  the 
character  of  the  work  is  determined,  in 
otherrespects  highly  objectionable, would, 
by  imposing  the  same  terms  on  all,  ac- 
complish this  purpose  fairly.  But  it  would 
be  a  singular  mode  of  preserving  the  pro- 
perty, to  tie  up  the  hands  of  the  one  party, 
and  ulloiv  tlie  other  to  waste  and  exhaust  it 
at  pleasure  ;  to  suffer  it  to  be  rendered  va- 
lueless, and  to  put  the  profit  into  the  jackets, 
of  him,  whose  right  to  it  is  as  doubtful  as  that 
of  his  opponent. 

"  It  may  be  said,  indeed,  that  a  rule 
partly  originating  in  consideration  for  the 
defendant's  interest,  ought  not  to  be  ap- 
plied to  one,  who  having  pirated  a  book, 
alleges  it  to  be  of  immoral  tendency. 
But  it  is  for  the  criminal  courts  to  deal 
with  such  conduct  according  to  its  de- 
znerits.  Infamous  as  the  party  may  be,  the 
civil  tribunals  have  no  power  to  punish  him ; 
they  cannot  look  at  the  criminality  of  an 
act,  except  when  an  application  for  their 
assistance  is  founded  upon  it.  If  a  man 
thinks  Jit  to  deal  in  libels,  the  Court  of  Chan- 
cery is  not  the  Court  to  interfere  with  his 
business,  and  any  approach  to  a  power  so 
dangerous  and  unconstitutional,  cannot  be 
too  much  deprecated.  If  where  an  injunc- 
tion has  been  granted  to  restrain  the  sale 
of  a  book,  it  turns  out  to  be  libellous,  and 
therefore  not  the  subject  of  property,  the 
Court  of  Chancery  will  have  been  guilty 
of  an  improper  encroachment  on  the  au- 
thority of  other  courts ;  it  will  have  un- 
justly inflicted  on  the  defendant,  a  punisli- 
ment  in  addition  to  that  provided  by  the  law; 
and  it  uill  with  equal  injustice  have  reward- 
ed the  plaintiff"  for  the  offence  he  has  com- 
mitted. 

"  To  revert  to  the  general  proposition, 
that  a  doubtful  legal  right  is  not  sufficient 
to  entitle  a  plaintiff  to  an  injunction  ;  it 
will  be  useful  to  notice  a  few  of  the  au- 
thorities bearing  upon  it,  which  have 
escaped  the  search  of  the  reviewer.  He 
would  have  found  it  laid  down  in  express 
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terms,  in  the  first  book  usually  put  into 
the  hands  of  a  student  of  the  practice  of 
courts  of  equity.  (4)  The  cases  decided 
upon  this  ground  are  numberless.  In 
two  upon  patents  granted  by  the  Crown, (5) 
the  validity  of  which  was  questioned, 
Lord  Keeper  Guildford  declined  enjoin- 
ing, till  they  had  been  tried  at  law :  he 
could  not,  he  said,  '  grant  an  injunction 
in  any  case  but  where  a  man  has  a  plain 
right  to  be  quieted  in  it. '(6)  The  rule 
of  requiring  a  legal  right  to  be  made  clear 
by  a  trial  at  law,  before  granting  an  in- 
junction upon  it,  was  frequently  acted 
on  in  the  time  of  Lord  Hard  wick.  (7) 
In  a  doubtful  case,  (8)  between  two  pa- 
tentees, Lord  Northington  refused  to  in- 
terfere by  injunction.  In  two  cases,  (9) 
in  which  the  question  of  the  existence  of 
a  perpetual  copyright  was  discussed,  he 
refused  to  enjoin  till  after  trial,  stating 
that  the  point  was  of  too  much  difficulty 
and  consequence  to  be  decided  without 
the  opinion  of  the  judges.  He  pursued 
the  same  course  in  the  great  case  of  Mil- 
lar v.  Taylor  :(10)  after  the  decision  of  the 
Court  of  King's  Bench,  the  injunction 
was  granted.  (11)  Lord  Thurlow,  with 
characteristic  vigour  of  expression,  has 
thus  laid  down  the  rule  :  «  The  power 
the  Court  exercises  to  grant  injunctions 
is  great,  and  therefore  it  is  cautious  how 
it  exercises  so  large  a  power  ;  and  I  will 
follow  my  predecessors.  I  will  not  say 
that  the  Court  will  not  grant  an  injunc- 
tion upon  particular  circumstances,  but  I 
am  far  from  thinking,  that  when  a  right 
is  doubtful,  the  Court  will  grant  an  in- 
junction. This  case  arises  upon  the  con- 
struction of  an  Act  of  Parliament,  which 
is  doubtful,  whether  the  defendants  have 
a  right  to  make  a  cut. or  not ;  yet  as  it  is 
not  clear  the  defendants  have  not  exer- 
cised the  power  given  by  the  Act,  I  will 
riot  interfere.  Therefore  take  nothing 
by  the  motion.'  (12)— The  decisions  of 
the  present  Lord  Chancellor  might  per- 
haps be  excepted  to  by  the  Reviewer,  but 
they  will  at  least  shew  that  he  is  mistaken 
in  supposing  his  Lordship  to  be  an  au- 
thority against  himself.  In  refusing  an 
injunction  in  a  case  which  occurred  in  the 


(4)  "  Where  the  title  is  doubtful,  or  disputed,  as  between  devisee  and  heir  at  law,  or 
otherwise,  an  injunction  will  not  be  granted."  Maddock's  Chancery  Practice,  vol.  i,  p. 
138,  2d  edition. 

(5)  Anon.  1  Vern.  120.    East  India  Company  v.  Sandys,  ibid,  127. 
(6)  1.  Vern.  120.         (7)  Whitchurch  v.  Hide,  2  Atk.  391.     Lord  Tenham  v.  Her- 
fcert,  ibid.  4«3.    Anon.  2  Ves.  sen.  414. 

(8)  Baskett  v.  Cunningham,  2  Eden,  137- 

(I!)  Osborne  v.  Donaldson.     Millar  v.  Donaldson,  2  Eden.  327. 

X10)  Reg.  Lib.  B.  176."),  folio  325.  (11)  See  4  Bur.  2408. 

(12)  Field  v.  Jackson,  2  Dick,  509. 
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first  year  after  his  elevation  to  the  seals, 
Lord  Eldon  said,  <  The  Court  ought  not 
to  grant  an  injunction  unless  there  is  po- 
sitive evidence  of  actual  title.'  (13)  In 
the  first  case  (14)  in  which  the  subject 
of  the  copyright  of  libellous  publications 
came  under  his  consideration,  another 
question  was  also  raised,  depending  on 
the  legal  effect  of  an  agreement,  and  in 
perfect  conformity  with  the  usual  prin- 
ciple, the  injunction  was  refused  till  that 
point  should  be  tried  at  law.  In  cases  of 
trespass,  to  which,  in  modern  times,  the 
remedy  of  injunction  has  been  extended, 
the  rule  of  requiring  a  clear  legal  title  is 
even  more  strictly  observed.  «  The  Court,' 
says  the  Lord  Chancellor,  '  has  certainly 
proceeded  to  extend  injunctions  to  tres- 
pass, but  I  do  not  recollect  it  ever  grant- 
ed on  that  head,  where  the  fact  of  the 
plaintiff's  title  to  the  property  on  which 
waste  was  committed,  was  disputed  by 
the  answer.'  (15)  Thus  where  the  title 
to  land,  depending  on  the  validity  of  a 
will,  is  disputed  between  the  heir  and  de- 
visee, an  injunction  to  restrain  the  party 
in  possession,  insisting  on  his  right,  from 
cutting  timber,  will  not  be  granted.  (16) 
The  implicit  deference  of  an  Edinburgh 
Reviewer  is  due  to  the  authority  of  Lord 
Erskine.  His  Lordship's  view  of  the  na- 
ture of  the  title,  which  justifies  an  injunc- 
tion, may  be  collected  from  the  case  of 
Gurney  v.  Longman,  (17)  where  the  de- 
fendant was  restrained  from  publishing 
the  trial  of  Lord  Melville,  the  House  of 
Lords  having  conferred  the  privilege  of 
printing  it  upon  the  plaintiff.  He  would 
not,  he  said,  have  granted  the  injunction, 
unless  he  had  had  a  strong  impression, 
that  he  should  continue  of  the  same  opi- 
nion. *  In  this  case,'  he  proceeded,  « if 
there  had  been  no  direct  precedent,  I 
should  not  have  granted  the  injunction, 
notwithstanding  the  strong  practice  of 
the  House  of  Lords,  without  taking  the 
opinion  of  a  Court  of  Law  ;  according  to 
the  authorities  upon  which  I  insisted  in 
the  case  of  Bruce  v.  Bruce,  that  the  Lord 
Chancellor  ought  not,  unless  a  clear  legal 
title  is  established,  to  grant  an  injunc- 
tion.' "  (18) 

What  follows,  however,  in  regard  to 
patents,  is  still  more  deserving  of  the 
closest  attention.  Our. friend  Mr  T. 
asked  "if  they  could  shew  any  protec- 
tion of  a  patent  poison  ?"  This  shrewd 
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guess  is  turned  into  something  very 
different  from  a  guess,  by  the  passage 
we  are  about  to  quote,  in  reference  to 
the  fiat  of  the  law  officers  of  the  crown, 
&c.  In  treating  of  the  differences 
which  exist  between  the  cases  of  a  pa- 
tent and  the  copyright,,  he  thus  expres- 
ses himself: — 

"  They  differ  in  this,  that  a  patent 
must  receive  the  fiat  of  the  law  officers 
of  the  crown,  whose  duty  it  is  to  reject  it  if 
improper,  and  that  it  is  open  to  any  one, 
entering  a  caveat,  to  contest  the^grant 
before  it  passes  the  great  seal.  These 
previous  sanctions,  though  far  from  being 
conclusive,  afford  some  presumption  in, 
favour  of  its  validity,  and  perhaps  may 
have  had  some  influence,  together  with 
the  respect  always  paid  to  usage  and  long 
possession,  in  establishing  the  practice, 
by  which,  when  there  has  been  for  a  con- 
siderable time,  exclusive  enjoyment  on 
the  part  of  a  patentee,  the  Court  of  Chan- 
cery, though  the  legal  validity  of  his  pa- 
tent may  be  doubtful,  continues  his  pos- 
session, by  granting  an  injunction  pend- 
ing the  litigation.  This  is  done  only 
when  there  has  been  what  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor terms,  '  a  reasonably  long  and  undis- 
puted  possession  under  colour  of  the  patent  ; 
'  an  exclusive  possession  of  some  dura- 
tion.' In  such  cases,  it  is  thought  less 
hazardous  to  extend  for  a  short  time  long- 
er, the  exclusive  enjoyment  which  the  de- 
fendants have  acquiesced  in,  than  to  al- 
low it  at  once  to  be  put  an  end  to,  when  it 
may  turn  out  to  have  been  well  founded. 
"  The  want  of  strict  analogy  between 
the  possession  of  a  corporeal  subject,  and 
that  of  an  exclusive  privilege,  and  the 
difficulty  of  fixing  with  precision  what 
length  of  enjoyment  shall  be  deemed  suf- 
ficient, have  led  to  doubts  as  to  the  pro- 
priety of  this  practice.  (19)  But  whether 
well  founded  or  not,  it  is  limited  to  those 
patents  under  which  there  has  been  a  con- 
tinued enjoyment.  With  recent  patents, 
unconfirmed  by  lime,  THE  PRACTICE  is  THE 
RErERSE.  '  When  the  patent,'  says  the 
Lord  Chancellor,  «  is  but -of  yesterday, 
and  upon  an  application  being  made  for 
an  injunction,  it  is  endeavoured  to  be 
shewn  in  opposition  to  it,  that  there  is 
no  good  specification,  or  otherwise  that 
the'  patent  ought  not  to  have  been  grant- 
ed, the  Court  will  not,  from  its  own  no- 
tions respecting  the  matter  in  dispute, 


(13)  Davies  v.  Leo,  6  Ves.  787- 

(14)  Walcott  v.  Walker,  7  Ves.  1.  (15)  19  Ves.  147- 

(16)  19  Ves.  155.  Smith  v.  Collyer,  8  Ves.  89.  See  Hanson  «.  Gardiner,  7  Ves.  305. 
(17)  13  Ves.  493.  (18)  13  Ves.  507. 

(19)  See  Evans's  Collection  of  Statutes,  vol.  h.  p.  9. 
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act  upon  the  presumed  validity  or  invali- 
dity of  the  patent,  without  the  right  ha- 
ving been  ascertained  by  a  previous  trial ; 
but  will  send  the  patentee  to  law,  and 
oblige  him  to  establish  the  validity  of  his 
patent  in  a  court  of  law,  before  it  will  give 
him  the  benefit  of  an  injunction.'  (20) — 
Whenever  a  case  shall  arise,  depending 
on  the  doubtful  tendency  of  a  work,  after 
a  long  exclusive  enjoyment  of  the  copy- 
right by  the  author,  the  Court  will  be 
called  on  to  consider  whether  the  excep- 
tion, in  the  case  of  patents,  to  the  usual 
rule,  extends  also  to  literary  productions. 
In  the  meantime,  it  is  obvious  that  it 
could  not  in  any  way  be  applied  to  the 
recent  cases  on  copyright,  iri  which,  the 
pirate  has  followed  the  publisher  so  close- 
ly, that  the  exclusive  possession  has 
scarcely  existed  at  all.  In  the  last  in- 
stance of  the  kind  (Don  Juan,  Cantos  6, 
7,  and  8),  so  rapid  was  the  printing,  that 
the  appearance  of  the  original  and  spu- 
rious editions  was  almost  contemporane- 
ous, and  the  injunction  was  applied  for 
within  a  very  few  days  after  the  first  pub- 
lication. A  rule,  founded  on  long  posses- 
sion, has  but  little  connection  with  such 
cases.  What  resemblance  do  they  bear 
to  the  case  of  Bolton  and  Watt's  patent, 
exclusively  enjoyed  for  twenty-three  years, 
and  sanctioned  by  an  act  of  parliament 
extending  the  term  ?" 

The  Edinburgh  Reviewer  could  not 
but  be  struck  with  the  similarity  of 
procedure  in  regard  to  new  books  and 
recent  patents :  but  he  endeavoured 
to  meet  the  difficulty  by  telling  us, 
that 

"  In  a  case  of  a  new  patent,  where 
an  injunction  was  refused,  '  Lord  Eldon 
in  the  interim,  held  the  defendant  to  an 
account  of  every  shilling  which  he  had 
drawn  from  the  alleged  violation  of  that 
which  eventually  proved  to  be  no  right  at 
all ;'  and  a  little  further,  he  adds,  '  We 
have  no  hint,  therefore,  in  this  analogous 
case,  of  leaving  property  to  the  jeopardy 
of  a  doubt.'  Now,  certainly,  if  this  hold- 
ing to  account  were,  as  from  the  language 
employed  the  reader  might  suppose,  some 
process  by  which  the  defendant  was  to 
render  an  account  of  his  profits,  pay  them 
over,  or  deposit  them  in  court,  it  might 
justify  the  reviewer  in  attaching  impor- 
tance to  it.  But  when  it  is  known  that 
it  is  only  an  order  to  the  defendant  to  do 
that,  which  of  course  he  does  without 
being  ordered, — to  keep  an  account  of 
his  dealings  in  his  own  books,  without 
giving  any  one  even  a  right  to  inspect 
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them, — it  becomes  ludicrous  to  hear  it 
spoken  of,  as  if  it  gave  some  substantial 
security  against  the  jeopardy  of  doubts, 
and  as  if  it  bore  any  comparison,  in  point 
of  efficacy,  to  an  injunction.  It  leaves  it 
open  to  the  other  party  to  persist  in  the 
invasion  of  the  supposed  right,  and  gives 
no  security  for  ultimate  reimbursement. 
The  defendant,  in  the  event  of  the  plain- 
tiff's succeeding,  would  always  be  com- 
pelled to  exhibit  his  accounts,  for  the 
purpose  of  estimating  the  profits  which 
he  has  made  ;  and  the  only  possible  uti- 
lity of  this  order  is,  that  it  prevents  him. 
in  that  case  from  setting  up  the  absurd 
pretence  of  his  having  kept  no  accounts. 
It  is  in  fact  the  mere  shadow  of  a  reme- 
dy ;  and  if  a  plaintiff,  failing  in  an  appli- 
cation for  an  injunction,  thinks  it  worth 
while  to,  ask  for  such  a  direction  to 
the  defendant,  it  is  only  because  it  indi- 
cates that  the  Court  does  not  wholly  re- 
nounce jurisdiction  in  the  case,  and  thinks 
it  possible  that  he  may  succeed.  In  the 
last  of  the  cases  now  under  discussion,  a 
direction  for  the  defendant  to  keep  an  ac- 
count formed  part  of  the  Vice-Chancel- 
lor's order  dissolving  the  injunction.  If 
desired  by  the  plaintiff,  it  would  of  course 
be  always  granted,  unless  the  opinion  of 
the  Court  was  very  strongly  and  decided- 
ly against  him." 

It  is  painful  to  omit  the  elaborate 
argument,  by  which  all  that  the  Re- 
viewer had  done  in  anything  like  the 
shape  of  quoting  positive  authorities 
in  his  own  favour,  is  for  ever  demolish- 
ed, (vide  p.  19 — 29  Indus.')  But  we 
must,  as  much  as  possible,  confine  our- 
selves to  what  unprofessional  readers 
will  understand,  and  so  come  v/e  at 
once  to  the  case  of  theatrical  injunc- 
tions. 

"  Nor  are  the  cases  upon  the  ques- 
tion, whether  theatrical  representation  be 
an  infringement  of  copyright,  at  all  more 
favourable  to  the  reviewer.  When  the 
point  was  looked  upon  as  clear,  injunc- 
tions were  granted :  when  it  was  found 
to  be  doubtful,  they  ceased.  It  appeared 
so  reasonable  that  the  author  alone  should 
enjoy  this  mode  of  deriving  profit  from 
his  work,  that  no  doubt  appears  to  have 
suggested  itsfclf  at  first,  as  to  tiie  legality 
of  the  prevailing  usage  and  understand- 
ing :  the  injunctions  were  accordingly 
granted.  But  when  in  the  case  of  Murray  v. 
Eiliston,  the  point  was  raised  and  argued 
by  the  defendant's  counsel,  and  it  was 
made  apparent  that  the  right  was  far  from 
clear,  the  result  was,  that  the  Lord  Ciian- 


U'O)  3  Mcr.  02-1. 
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cellor  referred  it  to  a  court  of  law ;  in  the 
meantime  he  dissolved  the  injunction ; 
and  Marino  Faliero  continued  on  the 
stage,  and  terminated  its  theatrical  ca- 
reer before  the  decision  of  the  Court  of 
King's  Bench  (21)  had  pronounced  its 
representation  to  be  lawful.  The  his- 
tory of  this  question  is  another  illustra- 
tion of  the  rule,  that  a  doubtful  right  will 
not  support  an  injunction." 

The  arguments  which  this  writer 
uses,  in  regard  to  the  alledged  actual 
protection  of  libellous  and  immoral 
writers  in  former  times,  have  been  al- 
most all  anticipated  by  Mr  T.'s  letter 
in  our  August  Number.  We  must, 
however,  make  room  for  these  few  ex- 
cellent sentences. 

"  It  has  never  been  intimated,  that  if 
the  general  design  and  tendency  of  a 
book  be  harmless,  it  is  to  be  deprived  of 
the  rights  of  property  by  a  few  slight 
trespasses  on  decorum,  by  an  occasional 
levity  or  coarseness  of  expression,  or  by 
trifling  sallies  of  ill  humour.  (22)  The  wri- 
tings of  Pope,  Swift,  and  Gay,  which  are 
mentioned,  are  certainly  liable  to  such 
charges  ;  but  they  could  not  be  accused 
of  making  it  their  peculiar  object  to  pro- 
pagate irreligion,  to  teach  men  to  dispute 
the  goodness  of  their  Creator,  or  to  un- 
dermine morality  by  destroying  the  ex- 
pectations of  a  state  of  retribution  ;  nor 
could  it  be  said  that  they  were  written 
in  a  tone  of  determined  profligacy,  stu- 
diously inculcating  licentiousness,  and 
laughing  away  every  virtuous  and  ho- 
nourable sentiment.  It  is  besides  to  be 
considered,  that  the  temper  and  taste  of 
the  age  of  Pope  and  Swift  differed  widely 
on  these  points  from  that  which  now 
prevails.  The  reviewer  has  well  obser- 
ved, that  some  of  their  works  are  such  as 
no  person  with  the  least  pretension  to 
character  would  at  present  avow;  and 
the  remark  might  be  extended  to  many 
others  of  the  most  admired  writings  of 
the  former  part  of  the  last  century.  The 
editors  of  Pope  have  been  greatly  censu- 
red in  the  present  age,  for  admitting  some 
of  tijese  pieces  to  a  place  in  their  collec- 
tions. Much  that  was  then  reckoned  the 
mere  playfulness  of  an  elegant  wit,  would 
now  be  denounced  as  offensive  to  decen- 
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cy ;  and,  in  the  same  way,  what  was  then 
the  common  style  of  controversy  and  of 
satire,  would  now  be  justly  condemned  as 
gross  scurrility.  It  must  be  admitted  and  la- 
mented, that  indecency  and  personal  abuse 
are  not  extinct  amongst  our  writers  ;  but 
such  publications  are  now  differently  re- 
ceived ;  though  read,  they  are  universally 
reprobated ;  they  never  appear  as  the 
productions  of  any  respectable  author ; 
and  even  the  publisher  has  been  known 
to  decline  placing  his  name~in  the  title- 
page.  Yet,  formerly,  men  of  talent  and 
reputation  did  not  blush  to  avow  such 
works,  and  apparently  without  any  dimi- 
nution of  their  estimation  in  society. 
This  altered  state  of  feeling  carries  with  it 
a  variation  in  the  practical  effect  of  the  law 
of  libel.  The  question  of  what  is  so  far 
prejudicial  to  public  morals  or  private 
character,  as  to  deserve  punishment,  be- 
ing one  not  capable  of  a  determination  by 
technical  rules,  and  being  therefore  left 
in  general  to  the  discretion  (fa  jury,  the 
decision  of  it  must  be  mainly  influenced  by 
the  habits  and  sentiments  of  the  age.  If, 
therefore,  it  were  true,  that  any  of  the 
works  referred  to,  as  having  received 
protection,  could  now  be  justly  deemed 
obnoxious  to  the  law,  it  would  still  be 
quite  natural  that  a  different  view  should 
formerly  have  been  taken  of  them." 

This  brings  us  directly  to  the  con- 
clusion which  Mr  T/s  sagacity  leapt 
to.  It  is  not  the  Chancellor's  fault,  if 
publishers,  by  craving  injunctions  to 
protect  their  books,  instead  of  institu- 
ting prosecutions  in  the  law  courts, 
voluntarily  make  him  their  jury :  and 
he,  acting  at  their  prayer  as  their  jury, 
must  act  like  a  jury ;  that  is,  somewhat 
under  the  influence  of  the  feelings  of 
the  age  to  which  he  belongs ; — he  must 
embody  in  his  particular  decision  the 
general  decisions  of  living  intellect — 
that  intellect  of  which,  in  the  present 
instance,  he  himself  happens  to  be  one 
of  the  most  distinguished  ornaments. 

It  is  probable,  that  the  author  of 
this  very  valuable  tract  may  think  we 
have  made  rather  too  free  with  his 
pages.  To  say  truth,  could  we  have 
been  permitted  personal  access  to  him, 


(21)  5  Barn.  &  Aid.  G57. 

(22)  Thus,  in  one  case,  (Plime  v.  Dale,  2  Cainpb.  27.  n.)  an  objection  was  raised  to 
the  tendency  of  a  humorous  song,  containing  these  lines  : 

'  Though  Justice,  'tis  known, 
Can  see  through  a  mill-stone, 
She  can't  see  through  Abraham  Newland.' 

This  was  said  to  be  a  reflection  on  the  administration  of  justice,  but  the  argument  did 
not  prevail.  The  Court  did  not  think  of  applying  the  law  of  libel  to  a  mere  harmless 
jest.  It  was  compared  to  the  Beggar's  Opera,  one  of  the  works  alluded  to  above. 
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we  should  have  asked  his  leave  to  re- 
print the  whole  of  them  without  mu- 
tilation or  comment, — and  as  it  is,  he 
must  just  he  contented  with  this  apo- 
logy ;  that  we  were  anxious  to  place 
what  he  has  done  under  the  eyes  of 
many  who  could  have  no  chance  of 
seeing  the  pamphlet  itself.  We  feel 
in  the  lofty  character,  and  universal 
estimation,  of  the  present  Chancellor, 
all  the  interest  which  reverence  can 
inspire  :  and — seeing  him  thoroughly, 
and  effectually,  and  unanswerably, 
vindicated  from  a  long  sequence  of  ela- 
borate calumnies,  the  object  of  which 
was  to  attack  not  merely  the  judge  and 
the  minister,  but  the  honest  man  and  the 
enlightened  gentleman — we  thought 
it  our  duty  to  enable  all  our  readers, 
and  more  especially  those  who  reside 
at  a  great  distance  from  the  only  mart 
of  pamphlets,  to  partake  our  gratifi- 
cation and  our  triumph. 

For  the  rest,  we  should  hope  that 
the  present  publication  may  be  recei- 
ved as  a  salutary  warning  by  Mr 
Brougham  himself,  and  by  certain  mi- 
nor spirits,  who,  without  anything  of 
Mr  Brougham's  talents,  are  so  fond  of 
aping  Mr  Brougham's  insolence. 

As  for  the  editor  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  the  next  time  he  admits  an 
attack,  openly  stigmatizing  the  Con- 
duct, and  casting  out  suspicious  hints, 
(to  say  the  least  of  it,)  as  to  the  MO- 
TIVES of  the  Chancellor,  he  ought  to 
remember,  that  he  subjects  his  Lon- 
don publisher  to  the  risk  of  a  punish- 
ment very  different  from  that  of  a  re- 
fused injunction.  And  the  sovereign 
scorn  or  indifference  with  which  the 
Chancellor  has  refrained,  on  all  simi- 
lar occasions,  from  exercising  the  se- 
vere power,  both  coercive  and  punito- 
ry,  which  the  law  really  has  placed  in 
his  hands,  for  the  enforcement  of  the 
respect  due  to  that  high  tribunal,  ought 
certainly  to  make  all  those  blush  who 
have  insinuated  against  him,  like  this 
rash,  and  ignorant,  and  malevolent  re- 
viewer, the  charges,  most  alien  to  his 
nature,  of  political  vindictiveness  and 
judicial  intolerance. 

We  shall  conclude  with  one  more  quo- 
tation. The  same  things  have  in  effect 
been  said  before  often  enough;  but 
they  are  things  that  cannot  be  said  too 
often,  nor  considered  too  seriously — 
and  they  never  will  be  said  better  than 
by  our  author. 

"  In  an  artificial  state  of  society,  a 
large  demand  for  vicious  excitement  will 


always  exist,  and  there  will  always  be 
found  persons  willing,  for  an  adequate 
remuneration,  to  employ  themselves  in 
supplying,  exciting,  and  propagating,  this 
depraved  appetite.  By  taking  away  the 
prospect  of  gain,  they  are  diverted  to 
some  more  honourable  course.  It  is  im- 
possible to  say  to  what  extent  this  may 
already  have  operated.  It  is  often  seen, 
that  the  appearance  of  an  highly  success- 
ful  work,  by  stimulating  crowds  of  imita- 
tors, gives  a  new  direction  to  the  litera- 
ture of  the  day.  If  such  had  been  the 
consequence  of  some  of  the  publications, 
to  which  the  principle  in  question  has 
lately  been  applied,  it  is  certain  that 
public  morals  and  taste  would  have  ex- 
perienced a  serious  shock.  We  see  the 
application  of  the  law  to  those  individual 
works,  but  we  cannot  know  how  many 
aspirants  after  the  rewards  and  distinc- 
tions of  literature,  would,  if  the  law  had 
not  deterred  them,  have  adopted  the  same 
tone,  and  echoed  the  same  sentiments, 
varying  only  the  style  and  form,  so  as  to 
adapt  their  writings  to  the  tastes  and  ca- 
pacities of  every  class.  The  more  adven- 
turous would  probably  have  struck  out 
some  new,  and  yet  unknown  line  of  li- 
centious composition  ;  they,  in  their 
turn,  would  have  had  their  followers  and 
imitators,  and  no  one  can  say  how  far  the 
extension  of  profligacy  might  have  attest- 
ed the  success  of  their  labours. 

"  The  loss  which  may  possibly  be  suf- 
fered by  the  author  of  a  work,  not  of  a 
criminal  nature,  is  another  popular  ground 
of  objection  to  the  law  on  this  subject. 
If  it  be  meant  by  those  who  adopt  it,  that 
this  law  may  be  erroneously  applied  to 
productions  which  are  clearly  harmless, 
it  can  only  be  said  that  such  objections 
apply  equally  to  all  human  laws,  for  they 
are  all  open  to  maladministration.  When 
such  instances  occur,  the  judge,  and  not 
the  law,  is  in  fault.  But  if  it  be  said,  that 
when  a  work,  really  within  the  rule, — 
a  work,  the  propriety  and  innocence  of 
which  are  by  no  means  clear,  may  even- 
tually be  found  capable  of  supporting  an 
action,  and  that  the  author  may  then  have 
been  injured  by  the  denial  of  an  injunc- 
tion in  the  meantime,  the  answer  is,  that 
while  his  case  was  uncertain,  he  had  no 
right  to  such  relief.  The  extent  of  Ids  suf- 
fering is,  that  he  must  have  recourse  to  an  ac- 
tion, the  only  remedy  ivhich  the  law  gives  for 
the  generality  of  u<ro?igs.  His  success  in  that 
jn-oceeding  iv'll  of  course  be  followed  by  ample 
damages,  measured,  not  merely  by  the  loss  he 
has  suffered,  but  by  the  indignation  natural- 
ly excited  by  tlie  defendant's  conduct.  It  is 
true,  that  the  latter  may,  perhaps,  be  un- 
able to  pay  j  and  this  is  the  only  contiri- 
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gency  by  which,  in  such  cases,  the  author 
can  ultimately  be  a  loser.  It  is,  however, 
a  misfortune  not  peculiar  to  his  case. 
Every  one  is  liable  to  be  injured  by  per- 
sons incapable  of  making  compensation. 
Poverty  and  insolvency  are  evils  which  it  is 
not  in  the  power  of  the  law  to  cure. 

"  It  is  satisfactory  that  there  is  no  rea- 
son for  supposing  any  loss  of  this  kind  to 
have  been  sustained  in  the  cases  which 
have  hitherto  occurred.  In  the  two  first 
of  them,  the  plaintiffs  have  themselves 
acquiesced  in  the  decision.  They  have 
not  thought  fit  to  have  recourse  to  ac- 
tions, either  with  a  view  to  damages,  to 
secure  the  future  sale,  or  to  relieve  their 
feelings  from  the  wounds  which  the  doubts 
of  the  Lord  Chancellor  are  said  to  inflict 
in  cases  of  this  sort :  No  appeal  has  been 
made  from  his  judgments  to  a  jury.  The 
third  case  has  only  lately  occurred,  and, 
as  some  further  proceedings  may  perhaps 
be  taken,  we  shall  suppress  the  reflections 
it  suggests.  In  the  instances  in  which 
the  piracy  has  been  quietly  submitted  to, 
the  parties  who  have  not  thought  their 
cases  fit  to  be  laid  before  a  Chancellor  or 
a  jury,  can  scarcely  complain  of  the  law 
having  been  improperly  applied  against 
them. 
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"  But,  granting  that  some  loss  should 
occasionally  be  thus  incurred,  it  is  one, 
the  danger  of  which  has  been  voluntarily 
encountered,  and  which  will  seldom  fall 
on  persons  peculiarly  deserving  of  sym- 
pathy. When  Wilkes  was  asked  by  a  fo- 
reigner, how  far  the  law  of  England  would 
permit  libel  and  sedition  to  be  carried,  he 
is  said  to  have  replied  that  he  did  not  yet 
know,  but  that  he  was  trying  to  ascertain 
it  experimentally.  The  same  spirit  stitt  ac- 
tuates some ;  they  make  it  their  business  to 
achieve  all  the  mischiefs  of  which  the  press  can 
be  made  the  instrument)  while  studying  to 
evade  the  punishment  due  to  their  intentions. 
Such  persons  may  now  and  then  experi- 
ence from  this  rule  a  short  interruption 
of  their  profits,  but  it  can  scarcely  be 
thought  desirable  that  OUR  LAWS  should 
be  altered  to  suit  THEIR  VIEWS,  and  to  give 
increased  encouragement  to  THEIR  PUR- 


We  have  no  notion  who  the  author 
of  this  admirable  tract  is ;  but  \ve  can 
scarcely  suppose  that  the  talents  he  has 
displayed,  leave  a  wide  field  for  specu- 
lation as  to  this,  among  the  profes- 
sional circles  of  London. 
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I  like  not  the  humour  of  bread  and  cheese.' 


FROM  the  days  of  Job,  downwards, 
COMFORTERS  (to  me)  have  always 
seemed  the  most  impertinent  set  of 
people  upon  earth.  For  you  may  see, 
nine  times  in  ten,  that  they  actually 
gratify  themselves  in  what  they  call 
"  consoling"  their  neighbours;  and  go 
away  in  an  improved  satisfaction  with 
their  own  condition,  after  philoso- 
phizing for  an  hour  and  a  half  upon 
the  disadvantages  of  yours. 

There  are  several  different  families 
of  these  benevolent  characters  abroad ; 
and  each  set  rubs  sore  places  in  a  man- 
ner peculiar  to  itself. 

First  and  foremost,  there  are  those 
who  go,  in  detail,  through  the  history 
of  your  calamity,  shewing  (as  the  case 
may  be)  either  how  completely  you 
have  been  outwitted,  or  how  exceed- 
ingly ill  or  absurdly  you  have  con- 
ducted yourself — and  so  leave  you 
with  "  their  good  wishes,"  and  an  in- 
vitation to  "  come  and  dine,  when 
your  troubles  are  over." 

Next,  there  are  those,  a  set,  I  think, 
still  more  intolerable,  who  press  the 
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necessity  of  your  resolving  immediate- 
ly upon  "  something ;"  and  forthwith 
declare  in  favour  of  that  particular 
measure,  which,  of  all  the  pis  alters  of 
your  estate,  is  the  most  perfectly  de- 
testable. 

Thirdly  come  the  "  whoreson  ca- 
terpillars/' who  are  wha.t  people  call 
"  well  to  do"  in  the  world  j  and  espe- 
cially those  who  have  become  so  (as 
they  believe)  by  their  own  good  con- 
duct. These  are  very  particularly  vile 
dogs  indeed !  I  recollect  one  such — 
(he  was  an  opulent  cheese-monger,) 
who  had  been  porter  in  the  same  shop 
which  he  afterwards  kept,  and  had 
come  to  town,  as  he  used  to  boast, 
without  cash  enough  to  buy  a  night's 
lodging  on  his  arrival. 

This  man  had  neither  love  nor  pity 
for  any  human  being.  He  met  every 
complaint  of  distress  with  a  history  of 
his  own  fortunes.  No  living  creature, 
as  he  took  it,  could  reasonably  be 
poor,  so  long  as  there  were  birch 
brooms  or  watering-pots  in  the  world. 
He  would  tell  those  who  asked  for 
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work,  that  "  idleness  was  the  root  of 
all  evil  ;"  prove  to  people  "  that  a  pen- 
ny was  the  seed  of  a  guinea,"  who 
were  without  a  farthing  in  the  world  ; 
and  argue  all  day,  with  a  man  who 
had  nothing,  to  shew  that  "  out  of  a 
little,  a  little  might  he  put  by." 

Fourthly,  and  in  the  rear,  march 
those  most  provoking  ruffians  of  all, 
who  uphold  the  prudence  of  always 
"putting  the  best  face"  (as  they  term 
it)  upon  an  affair.  And  these  will 
cure  your  broken  leg  by  setting  it  off 
against  somebody  else's  hump  back, 
and  so  soundly  demonstrate  that  you 
have  nothing  to  complain  of;  or  ad- 
mit, perhaps,  (for  the  sake  of  variety) 
the  fact  that  you  are  naked ;  and  pro- 
ceed to  devise  stratagems  how  you 
shall  be  contented  to  remain  so. 

And  it  is  amazing  what  a  number  of 
(mad  upon  that  particular  point,)  but 
otherwise  reasonable  and  respectable 
persons,  have  amused  themselves  by 
proving,  that  The  Poor  have  an  enviable 
condition.  The  poor  "  Poor  !"  They 
seem  really  to  have  been  set  up  as  a 
sort  of  target  for  ingenuity  to  try  its 
hand  upon  ;  and,  from  Papin,  the 
Bone  Digester,  down  to  Cobbett,  the 
Bone  Grubber, — from  Wesley,  who 
made  cheap  physic,  and  added  to  every 
prescription  "  a  quart  of  cold  water," 
to  Hunt  who  sells  roasted  wheat  (vice 
coffee)  five  hundred  per  cent  above  its 
cost — an  absolute  army  of  projectors 
and  old  women  has,  from  time  to  time, 
been  popping  at  them.  High  among 
these  philosophers,  indeed  I  might  al- 
most say  at  the  head  of  them,  stands 
the  author  of  a  tract  called,  "  A  Way 
to  save  Wealth  ;"  which  was  published 
(I  think)  about  the  year  164-0,  to  shew 
how  a  man  might  thrive  upon  an  al- 
lowance of  TWOPENCE  per  day. 

The  observations  prefatory  to  the 
promulgation  of  this  inestimable  se- 
cret, are  worthy  of  everybody's — that 
is  every  poor  body's — attention. 

First,  the  writer  touches,  generally, 
upon  the  advantage  of  "  thin,  spare 
diet  ;" — exposing  how  all  beyond  is 
"  mere  pitiable  luxury  ;" — enumera- 
ting the  diseases  consequent  upon  high 
living  ;  and  pointing  out  the  criminal 
acts  and  passions  to  which  it  leads ; — 
evidently  demonstrating,  indeed,  to 
tlie  meanest  capacity,  that  no  man  can 
possibly  eat  goose,  and  go  to  Heaven. 

Shortly  after,  he  takes  the  question 
up  upon  a  broader  ground  ;  and  exa- 
mines it  as  one  of  mere  worldly  policy, 
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and  of  mere  convenience. — "  The  man 
who  eatsjlesh,  has  need  of  other  things 
(vegetables)  to  eat  with  it ;  but  that 
necessity  is  not  felt  by  hhn  who  eats 
vegetables  only." — If  Leadenhall  mar- 
ket could  stand  against  that,  I  am  mis- 
taken. 

The  recipes  for  cheap  dishes  will  no 
doubt  (when  known,)  come  into  gene- 
ral practice ;  so  they  shall  be  given  in 
the  Saver  of  Wealth's  own  words. — 
Here  is  one — (probably)  for  a  Christ- 
mas dinner. 

"  Take  two  spoonfuls  of  oatmeal  ; 
put  it  into  two  quarts  of  cold  water, 
then  stir  it  over  the  fire  until  it  boils, 
and  put  in  a  little  salt  and  an  onion. 
And  this,"  continues  our  Economist, 
— "  this  does  not  cost  above  a  farthing ; 
and  is  a  noble,  exhilarating  meal !" — 
For  drink,  he  afterwards  recommend^ 
the  same  dish,  (unboiled  ;) — and  no 
form  of  regimen,  it  must  be  admit- 
ted, can  be  more  simple,  or  conveni- 
ent. 

Now  this  man  was,  certainly,  (as 
the  phrase  is,)  "  something  like"  a 
projector  in  his  way.  And  it  seems 
probable  that  he  met  with  encou- 
ragement ;  for,  passing  the  necessities, 
he  goes  on  to  treat  upon  the  elegancies 
of  life. 

Take  his  recipe  for  instance,  next, — 
"  For  dressing  (cleaning)  a  hat." 

"  Smear  a  little  soap  on  the  places 
of  your  hat  which  are  felthy,  and  rub 
it  with  some  hot  water  and  a  hard 
brush.  Then  scrape  it  with  the  back  of 
a  knife,  what  felth  sticks  ;  and  it  will 
bring  both  grease  and  soap  out." — The 
book  of  this  author  is  scarce  ; — I  sus- 
pect the  hatters  bought  it  up  to  pre- 
vent this  secret  from  being  known. 

Only  one  more  recipe — and  really 
it  is  one  worthy  to  be  written  in  letters 
of  gold ;— worthy  to  stand  beside  that 
never-to-be-forgotten  suggestion  of 
Mrs  Rundell's — (she  who  now  in  the 
kitchen  of  the  gods  roasts ! — that 
"  roasts,"  in  a  proper  sense,  not  is 
roasted,} — her  immortal  direction  to 
prevent  the  creaking  of  a  door, — "  Rub 
a  bit  of  soap  on  the  hinges  !" — This  it 
is. 

c<  To  make  your  teeth  white." 

"  Take  a  little  brick  dust  on  a  towel, 
and  rub  them." — The  mechanical  ac- 
tion, (the  reader  sees)  not  the  chemi- 
cal ;  but  potent  notwithstanding. 

But  Mrs  llundell  deserves  better 
than  to  be  quoted,  in  aid,  on  an  occa- 
sion like  this ;  nay,  merits  herself  to 
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take  rank,  and  high  rank,  among  our 
public  benefactors.  Marry,  I  say,  that 
the  thing  is  so,  and  shall  be  so  :  for, 
even  amidst  all  the  press  and  crowd  of 
her  moral  and  culinary  precepts, — 
even  while  she  stands  already,  as  a 
man  may  say,  "  in  double  trust,' 
teaching  us  good  life.in  one  page,  and 
good  living  in  another ;  here,  hold- 
ing up  her  ladle  against  "  excessive 
luxury,"  such  as  "  Essence  of  Ham" 
— (praised  be  her  thick  duodecimo, 
but  for  which  the  world  had  never 
known  that  there  was  such  a  perfume ;} 
and,  presently,  pointing  out  the  im- 
portance, and  weeping  over  the  rarity 
of  such  "  creature  comforts"  as  strong 
coffee,  and  smooth  melted  butter  ; — 
ever  and  anon,  even  amid  all  these  com- 
plicated interests,  the  kind  lady  finds 
room  to  edge  in  a  thought  or  two  about 
the  poor. 

Pour  echantill&n, 

"  The  cook  should  be  charged," 
says  Mrs  11.,  "  to  save  the  boiling  of 
every  piece  of  meat  or  ham,  however 
salt ;  the  pieces  of  meat  which  come 
from  the  table  on  the  plates ;  and  the 
bones  made  by  the  family."  "  What  a 
relief,"  adds  she,  "  to  the  labouring 
husband,  to  have  a  warm,  comfortable 
meal !" — The  rind  of  a  ham,  for  in- 
stance, after  Mrs  R.  had  extracted  the 
"  Essence  ?" 

And  again  she  goes  on. — "  Did  the 
cook  really  enter  into  this,  (the  love 
of  her  fellow  creatures  ;)  she  would 
never  wash  away  as  useless  the  peas, 
or  groats,  of  which  soup,  or  giyiel,  have 
been  made  ; — broken  potatoes  ; — the 
outer  leaves  of  lettuce  ; — the  necks  and 
feet  of  fowls,"  &c. ;  "  which  make  a 
delicious  meat  soup,  especially  for  the 
sick." — (Sure,  people  would  be  falling 
sick,  on  purpose  to  eat  it !) 

The  sick  soup  essay  concluding  with 
a  farther  direction  to  the  cook,  not  to 
take  the  fat' off  the  broth,  "  as  the  poor 
like  it,  and  are  nourished  by  it !"  and 
with  a  calculation  which,  if  we  know 
anything  of  the  mathematics,  might 
make  Demoivre  himself  look  to  his 
laurels  ; — "  Ten  gallons  of  this  soup," 
concludes  Mrs  R.,  "  from  ten  houses, 
would  be  a  hundred  gallons  ;  and  that, 
divided  among  forty  families,  would 
be  two  gallons  and  a  half  to  each  fa- 
mily." 

Tain  Marti  quain  Mercuric  I  And 
done  with  chalk  upon  a  milk  tally, 
ten  to  one  else  ! — Tarn  Cocker  quam 
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Kitchener  !  And  this  lady  is  dead  !  It 
almost  makes  us  waver  in  our  faith  ! — 

Turn  sour  ye  casks  of  table  beer, 
Ye  steaks,  forget  to  fry  ; 
Why  is  it  you  are  let  stay  here, 
And  Mrs  Rundell  die  ? 

But  whims,  (if  they  happen  to  take 
hold  at  all,)  take  the  strongest  hold 
commonly  upon  strong  understand- 
ings. 

Count  Rumford,  though  an  ingeni- 
ous man,  had  a  touch  of  this  bon  chere 
a  pen  d' argent  disease ;  and  his  Essays 
afford  some  pleasant  illustrations  of 
the  slashing  style  in  which  men  con- 
struct theories,  when  the  practice  is  to 
fall  upon  their  neighbours. 

After  exhausting  himself  upon  the 
smoky  chimnies  of  the  world,  the  Count 
strips  to  the  next  of  its  nuisances, — 
the  beggars. 

He  was  to  feed  the  poor ;  (encore  the 
Poor  !)  and  the  point  was,  of  course, 
how  to  feed  them  at  the  cheapest  rate. 

<f  Water,"  then,  he  begins — (the 
cunning  rogue  !)  "  Water,  I  am  in- 
clined to  suspect,  acts  a  much  more 
important  part  in  nutrition,  than  has 
been  generally  supposed."  This  was 
a  good  active  hobby  to  start  upon  ; 
and,  truly,  his  Countship,  in  the  se- 
quel, does  outride  all  the  field. 

First,  he  sets  out  an  admirable  ta- 
ble, at  which  he  dines  TWELVE  HUN- 
DRED persons,  all  expenses  included, 
for  the  very  reasonable  cost  of  one 
pound  fifteen  shillings  English. 

But  this  (which  was  three  dinners 
for  a  penny)  was  nothing ;  and,  in  a 
trice,  the  Count,  going  on  with  his  re- 
ductions, brings  down  the  meal  for 
twelve  hundred,  to  one  pound  seven 
shillings.  And,  here,  he  beats  our  Sa- 
ver of  Wealth  (the  contractor  at  two- 
pence a  day)  hollow;  because,  with 
his  dinner  found  for  a  farthing,  a  man 
must  be  an  example  of  debauchery — 
a  mere  rascal — to  think  of  getting 
through  such  a  sum  as  twopence  a-day; 
out  of  which,  indeed,  he  might  well 
put  by  a  provision  for  himself  and  his 
wife,  in  old  age ;  and  fortunes  for  two 
or  three  of  his  younger  children. 

The  Count's  running  commentary 
upon  these  evolutions,  too,  is  a  chef 
d'ceuvre  in  the  art  of  reasoning.  At 
one  time,  it  seems,  he  dieted  hitTflock, 
partly  upon  bread  begged  publicly  in 
charity,  and  partly  upon  meat  which 
was  the  remnant  of  the  markets.  Even 
out  of  evil  the  wise  man  shall  bring 
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good.  The  charity  bread  was  found 
extremely  dry  and  hard  ;  "  but,  there- 
fore," says  the  Count,  "  we  found  it 
answer  better  than  any  other ;  because 
it  made  mastication  necessary,  and  so 
prolonged  the  enjoyment  of  eating." 
As  for  the  meat,  he  soon  finds  that  an 
article  quite  •unnecessary,  and  actually 
omits  it  altogether  in  the  people's 
soup,  without  the  fact  being  discovered ! 

But  the  crowning  feature  of  all,  (and 
there  I  leave  Count  Rumford,)  is  the 
experiment  which  he  makes  in  eating 
(to  be  quite  certain)  upon  himself  ; 
arguing  upon  the  nutritious  and  sto- 
mach-satisfying qualities  of  a  parti- 
cular "  cheap"  dish,  he  puts  the  thing 
to  issue — thus  : 

"  I  took  my  coffee  and  cream,  with 
my  dry  toast,  one  morning"  (hour  not 
given)  "  at  breakfast,  and  ate  nothing 
between  that  and  four  o'clock.  I  then 
ate,"  Qthe  particular  dish,]]  I  believe, 
however,  it  was  a  three  farthing  one, 
"  and  found  myself  perfectly  refresh- 
ed" And  so  the  Count  finishes  his 
dissertation  upon  food,  by  declaring 
the  Chinese  !  to  be  the  best  cooks  in 
the  world. 

Now,  I  confess  that  (at  first  sight) 
there  would  seem  to  be  something  ac- 
complished here.  No  doubt,  if  our 
labourers  would  eat  farthing  dinners, 
and  get  rid  of  that  villainous  propensity 
which  they  have  to  beaf-steaks,  their 
"  savings,"  and  consequent  acquisition 
of  property,  would  be  immense.  But 
does  the  Count  not  perceive,  and  did 
it  never  strike  his  coadjutors,  that,  if 
this  system  were  acted  upon,  all  the 
poor  would  become  rich  ?  when  they 
would  be  an  incomparably  greater  nui- 
sance than  they  are  in  their  present 
condition.  I  grant  the  existing  evil, 
but  do  not  let  us  exchange  it  for  a 
greater.  The  question  is  a  difficult 
one,  but  there  be  minds  that  can  cope 
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with  it.  Such  a  turmoil  as  to  what  the 
poor  shall  eat !  I  say,  there  are  plenty 
of  them — let  them  eat  one  another. 

People  must  not  be  startled  by  the 
apparent  novelty  of  this  plan  ; — those 
who  can  swallow  Count  Rumford's 
dinners,  may,  I  am  sure,  swallow  any- 
thing. I  have  examined  the  scheme, 
which  I  propose  narrowly,  and  (pre- 
judice apart)  can  see  no  possible  objec- 
tion to  it.  Jt  is  well  known,  that  rats 
and  mice  take  the  same  mode  which 
I  hint  at,  to  thin  their  superabundant 
population;  and  what  are  the  poor,  but 
mice  in  the  cheese  of  society  ?  Let  the 
public  listen  only  to  this  suggestion, 
and  they  will  find  that  it  ends  all  dif- 
ficulty at  once.  I  grant  that  there 
might  be  some  who  would  be  ravenous, 
at  first,  upon  their  new  diet ;  *  espe- 
cially any  who  had  been  living  upon 
Mrs  Rundell's  soup ;  but  that  is  an 
evil  which  would  correct  itself;  be- 
cause, so  admirably  operative  and  per- 
fect is  the  principle,  the  mouths  would 
diminish  in  exact  proportion  with  the 
meat.  Upon  my  system,  (and,  I  re- 
peat, I  can  see  no  objection  to  it),  the 
poor  might  go  on  pleasantly,  reducing 
their  numbers  at  their  leisure,  until 
one  individual  only,  in  a  state  of  ne- 
cessity, should  be  left ;  and  if  it  were 
worth  while  to  go  on  to  niceties,  I  could 
provide  even  for  him  under  my  ar- 
rangement, by  having  him  taught  to 
jump  down  his  own  throat,  like  the 
clown,  in  "  Harlequin  Conjurer."  Cer- 
tain it  is,  we  hear,  on  every  side, 
that,  if  the  poor  go  on  increasing,  they 
will  soon  eat  up  the  rich  ;  and,  sure- 
ly, if  anybody  is  to  be  eaten  by  them,  it 
ought,  in  fairness,  to  be  themselves. 
And,  moreover,  as  it  is  shrewdly  sus- 
pected that  too  many  of  them  are  al- 
ready eaten  up  with  laziness,  why, 
hang  it,  if  they  are  to  be  eaten  at  all, 
let  them  be  eaten  to  some  purpose. 


*  Compere  Matthieu,  I  think,  makes  this  remaik  somewhere,  in  a  general  defence 
of  cannibalism.     But  my  project  does  not  go  so  far. 
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A   CHAPTER  ON  GOBJ.INS. 


I  am  thy  Father's  Ghost !" — SHAKESPEARE. 


IT  is  well  observed  by  Pierre  de 
Loyer,  (an  ingenious  author  of  the 
15th  century.,)  who  discussed  the  mat- 
ter de  spedris,  with  much  labour  and 
research,  that  there  is  no  topic  upon 
which,  in  all  classes,  talkers  are  so 
little  apt  to  tire.  And,  besides  the 
deep  interest  which  even  the  incredu- 
lous take  in  tales  of  spirits,  there  are 
two  other  facts  connected  with  the  sub- 
ject, both  seemingly  contrary  to  the 
common  course  of  cause  and  effect ; — 
many  persons,  who  believe  implicitly 
in  the  reality  of  apparitions,  feel  very 
little  inconvenience  or  apprehension 
from  their  possible  propinquity ;  while 
others,  who  have  no  jot  of  faith  in  their 
existence,  are  subject,  nevertheless, 
very  frequently,  to  nervous  uneasiness, 
when  they  think  of  them.  It  would 
be  difficult,  perhaps,  even  by  an  ana- 
lysis of  that  transitory  commodity  call- 
ed COURAGE,  to  explain,  or  account 
for,  the  laet  of  these  anomalies ;  but 
thus  much  we  may  be  sure,  that  nei- 
ther real  danger,  nor  even  the  belief  of 
it,  is  absolutely  necessary  to  the  ex- 
citement of  fear.  While  the  soldier 
who  has  fought  twenty  battles,  will 
quit  his  tent  because  a  bat  flies  into  it ; 
or  one  man  shrinks  from  handling  the 
rat,  which  he  sees  another  take  alive 
out  of  his  waistcoat  pocket ; — so  long 
as  both  these  individuals  feel  a  horror 
at  the  presence  of  objects  which  they 
know  to  be  neither  dangerous,  nor  mis- 
chievous, nor  offensive,  so  long  John- 
son's argument  for  the  reality  of  ap- 
paritions, must  go  for  little — that  many 
who  deny  them  with  their  tongues, 
confess  them  by  their  terrors. 

There  be  infidels  who  fear,  and  be- 
lievers who  are  at  ease.  The  faithful, 
who  tremble  not,  are  chiefly  among  the 
old.  The  incredulous,  who  fear,  will 
be  among  the  young  and  the  enthusi- 
astic. Whether  it  be  that  our  sympa- 
thies, like  our  appetites,  become  (ge- 
nerally) callous  in  the  decline  of  life, 
or  that,  by  a  special  dispensation  of 
Providence,  we  lose,  as  we  advance  in 
years,  some  of  that  aversion  to  death, 
and  to  its  symbols,  which  belongs  to 
the  earlier  stages  of  existence,  certain 
it  is,  that  usage  has  thrown  upon  the 
aged,  almost  entirely,  the  duty  of  act- 
ing and  officiating  about  the  dead  ; 


and  the  crone  of  seventy,  who,  though 
she  believes  valiantly  every  lie  that  su- 
perstition ever  invented,  "  watches"  a 
corpse,  or  "  lays  it  out,"  for  the 
wretched  bribe  of  half-a-crown,  would 
shrink,  almost  on  any  terms,  from  im- 
posing the  same  task  upon  her  care- 
less, blooming,  laughing,  light-heart- 
ed grand-daughter  of  eighteen. 

It  is  a  sad,  and,  in  some  sort,  a  hu- 
miliating reflection;  but  there  is  a 
stage  of  life  from  which  the  step  to 
eternity  seems  but  a  short  one ; — a 
state  (although  few  -reach  it)  which  is 
almost  a  link  between  the  day-light 
and  the  grave.  We  constantly  find 
persons  in  age  (particularly  women) 
keeping  the  clothes,  &c.  "  by  them," 
in  which  they  desire  to  be  buried.  On 
the  other  hand,  youth  has  not  merely 
a  horror  of  the  "  appliances,"  and 
concomitants  of  dissolution,  but  a  cer- 
tain shrinking  and  averseness  from  the 
sight  even  of  living  dotage,  or  ex- 
treme infirmity.  The  author  of  the 
Antiquary,  with  his  usual  happy  tact, 
notices  the  dislike  which  people  (es- 
pecially the  uneducated)  feel  to  being 
left  alone  with  very  aged  persons ;  and 
a  German  writer  tells  us,  that  he  was 
compelled  to  quit  a  public  vehicle,  be- 
cause a  somewhat  extraordinary  fe- 
male happened,  as  well  as  himself,  to 
be  travelling  in  it.  He  describes  her 
as  "  extremely  old, — probably  more 
than  eighty  years  of  age ;  of  unusual 
stature,  very  coarsely  featured,  and  af- 
fected (though  in  apparent  health)  by 
an  evident  decay  of  mind  and  faculty:" 
and  adds,  that  it  is  difficult  for  him 
to  describe  the  sensations  which  were 
produced  by  her  presence. — "  It  was 
most,"  he  says,  "  like  what  one  would 
feel,  I  think,  at  being  left  alone  with 
an  insane  person.  I  seemed  to  be  near 
something  which  was  not  in  its  proper 
and  natural  state.  A  human  form  sat 
before  me,  which  was  already  the  pro- 
perty of  the  tomb.  It  was  returning 
to  dust  before  my  eyes,  and  I  could 
not  look  on  to  witness  the  process.  I 
could  better  have  borne  the  presence 
of  a  corpse,  than  of  the  object  which 
I  am  describing ;  for  death  itself  is 
quiescent ; — this  was  death  in  anima- 
tion." 

This  is  a  little  too  German,  but 


640 


A  Chafer  on  Goblins. 


there  is  something  in  it  notwithstand- 
ing. 

On  the  occasional  nervous  misgiv- 
ings of  unbelievers,  an  Italian  heretic 
speaks, — and  to  his  cc  own  case  in 
point." 

"  I  do  not  wonder,"  he  sets  out, 
"  that  ordinary  scatter-brained  peo- 
ple, who  never  know  their  minds  upon 
any  question,  should  waver  as  to  the 
truth  or  falsehood  of  supernatural 
visitations.  Such  people,  naturally, 
doubt  by  day-light,  and  believe  as  soon 
as  it  gets  dark.  But  why  is  it,  that 
/,  who  wish  to  believe,  and  yet  can- 
not,— who,  for  twenty  years,  have  been 
dying  to  see  a  ghost,  and  am  sure  that 
I  shall  never  see  one  as  long  as  I  live ; 
why  is  it,  that,  under  certain  circum- 
stances, I  have  been  disquieted,  when 
the  subject  has  crossed  my  mind?" 

Being  quartered  near  Bologna,  (he 
served  probably  in  the  army,)  the  same 
author  meets  with  a  rat/haunted  house, 
and  makes  an  experiment  whether  he 
can  convince  his  nerves  as  well  as  his 
understanding.  The  precise  character 
of  the  spectre  whom  he  is  to  meet  is 
not  mentioned ;  but  he  goes  to  the  un- 
tenanted  mansion  about  eleven  o'clock 
at  night ;  the  girls  admiring  his  fear- 
lessness; the  young  men  enraged  at 
his  impudence ;  and  the  old  people, 
of  both  sexes,  somewhat  displeased  at 
his  presumption  ! — Afterwards,  he  de- 
scribes the  manner  in  which  he  passed 
his  time. 

"  Of  course,  I  saw  nothing.  And 
I  expected  to  sec  nothing,  unless  that 
some  trick  would  be  practised  for  the 
purpose  of  alarming  me.  But  my 
night,  notwithstanding,  was  far  from 
being  a  pleasant  one.  I  wished  that 
something  might  appear  to  me ;  and 
yet,  I  was  not  at  ease.  I  remained  firm, 
so  long  as  I  kept  my  a.ttentionfixed  upon 
the  business  in  which  I  was  engaged  ; 
but,  the  moment  that  the  effort  was 
relaxed,  I  became — not  alarmed — but 
— uncomfortable.  Strange  thoughts 
forced  themselves,  whether  I  would  or 
not,  upon  my  mind ;  and,  though  I 
felt  their  folly  perfectly,  yet  I  could 
not  shake  them  off.  I  wanted,  after 
sometime,  to  fasten  the  door  of  the 
room  in  which  I  was  sitting ;  and  I 
found  an  unconquerable  aversion  come 
over  me  to  rising  from  my  chair.  And 
the  matter,  (what  was  worse,)  at  one 
tune,  seemed  to  be  getting  worse  every 
moment.  I  felt  as  though  I  should 
lose  the  full  control  of  my  senses.  I 


looked  round  the  room  a  dozen  times, 
and  did  not  care  to  look  the  thirteenth. 
I  tried  to  sing,  and  could  not.  I  took 
up  a  book,  which  I  had  brought  with 
me,  but  could  not  read  three  sentences 
together.  Then  I  talked  rapidly — any 
jargon — inwardly — to  myself ; — tried 
to  count, — to  recollect  verses,"  &c. 

He  goes  through  the  affair,  in  the 
end,  with  extreme  exertion  and  dis- 
comfort : — "  And  yet,  had  I  been  ask- 
ed," he  concludes,  ' '  at  the  time  when 
I  felt  most  distressed, — whether  I  had 
any  thing  to  apprehend  ?  I  should 
have  answered,  most  certainly,  (even 
at  the  time,)  that  I  had  not." 

This  man  was  the  victim  of  a  lively 
imagination ;  and  it  is  no  more  won- 
derful that  he  should  have  shrunk 
from  a  peril,  which  he  knew  existed 
only  in  his  own  fancy,  than,  it  would 
be  if  he  had  wept  at  reading  a  pathetic 
narrative,  which  he  knew  to  be  a  fable. 
Besides,  there  are  modes,  and  degrees 
— and  very  different  degrees,  of  what 
we  call  "  belief." 

It  is  difficult  to  dismiss  entirely  from 
the  mind  any  matter,  however  appa- 
rently incredible,  which  has  been  po- 
sitively stated  as  a  fact.  Juries  very 
often  find  verdicts  against  the  real 
weight  of  evidence  in  a  case,  because 
it  cannot  be  shewn,  to  demonstration, 
that  some  single  fact  sworn  to  is  a 
falsehood.  That  becomes  a  doubt,  when 
the  point  is  of  life  or  death,  which 
would  be  no  doubt  at  all,  upon  a  crisis 
less  terrific.  And,  admit  but  one  sha- 
dow of  a  doubt  in  the  mind  of  our 
Italian  adventurer,  and,  at  once, — fear 
apart, — you  account  for  half  his  an- 
xiety. Mere  expectation — whether  of 
good  or  evil — will  be  restless.  Hope  is 
every  jot  as  great  a  trembler  as  alarm. 
A  child  cries  even  after  it  grasps  the 
particular  object  which  it  has  coveted. 
Andtheraan  who  could  not  "read  three 
sentences,"  when  he  was  waiting  to 
see  whether  he  should  see  a  ghost, 
would  have  been  as  much  agitated, 
probably,  if  he  had  been  waiting  to 
see  whether  he  had  got  the  twenty 
thousand  pound  prize  in  the  Lottery. 
That  there  is  much,  too,  as  regards 
this  subject,  in  the  old  argument  of 
"  nursery  education,"  cannot  be  deni- 
ed. Take  notice  how,  with  our  nur- 
sery nervousness  about  apparitions, 
we  retain  also  our  nursery  taste. 

People  are  fond,  (whether  they  be- 
lieve it  or  not,)  in  general,  of  marvel- 
lous narrative;  but,  nine  tiincs  in  ten, 
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it  must  be  the  genuifte  narrative  of  the 
housemaid,  or  else  it  will  hardly  do. 
Fairy  tales  please  ;  but  (in  England) 
they  do  not  touch  the  soul.  The  Ger- 
man devilry  suits  us  rather  better  ;  but 
even  Germany  lays  the  scene  too  much 
in  the  mountain  and  in  the  mine.  In 
England,  for  a  ghost  story,  we  like  an^ 
old  garret, — say  in  Hatton  Garden; 
with  plenty  of  dust,  rats,  and  mice, 
and  a  cockloft,  or  so,  over ; — and,  if  a 
man  has  hanged  himself  in  it,  why,  so 
much  the  better. 

But  the  German  terrible,  besides 
that  it  wants  this  our  national  locus 
in  quo,  takes  a  course  commonly  that 
the  English  do  not  pleasantly  fall  in 
with.  Almost  all  the  northern  legends 
set  out  with  a  man's  taking  the  bounty 
money  of  the  devil ;  so  that  we  guess 
pretty  well,  in  the  beginning,  how  he 
is  to  be  disposed  of  in  the  end.  And 
we  feel  but  little  interest  about  a  man, 
after  he  has  made  a  bargain  of  this  sort. 
He  is  above  (or  below)  our  sphere. 
As  "  the  gods  take  care  of  Cato,"  so 
such  a  man  becomes  the  protege  of  the 
nether  powers.  There  is  no  hope  of 
good  fortune  at  all  for  him ;  and  very 
little  choice  as  to  his  fate.  He  must 
either  be  damned,  as  Shakespeare  says, 
<c  for  keeping  his  word  with  the  devil;" 
or  else,  he  must  be  damned  "  for  co- 
zening the  devil."  And,  even  where 
there  is  (as  happens  sometimes)  a  sort 
of  point  reserved ;  some  plea  of  usury 
against  the  fiend,  or  coming  out  of  the 
victim  under  the  Insolvent  Act,  still 
we  are  not  satisfied.  There  is  a  cer- 
tain love  of  equity  always  present  to 
the  human  mind.  True,  the  contract 
is  with  the  devil ;  but,  we  think,  that 
even  the  devil  should  have  his  due. 

Thus  it  is,  that  Faustus  and  Don 
Juan  both  come,  dramatically,  to  the 
same  end;  but  Faustus,  upon  the  Eng- 
lish stage,  will  never  be  interesting  in 
any  shape ;  while  Juan  is  interesting 
in  every  shape,  and  in  every  country. 
There  is  the  decided  difference,  in  spi- 
rit, between  the  two  characters.  Faus- 
tus  may  make  his  bargain  under  pres- 
sure, but  still  he  does  make  it ;  Juan 
never  makes  any  bargain,  and,  (as  we 
think,)  would  refuse  to  make  one. 
Faustus  seals  his  doom  wilfully  ;  Juan 
judges  ill.  Faustus  does  not  rise,  ei- 
ther as  to  courage  or  talent,  in  our  es- 
timation, when  he  avails  himself,  and 
with  his  eyes  open,  of  the  assistance 
of  the  evil  spirit ;  Juan  is  all  energy, 
all  force,  and  natural  power  ;  and  the 
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very  step  which  seals  his  destruction  is 
the  triumph  of  unshaken  courage  and 
misbelief.. 

In  point  of  fact,  however,  nothing 
does  tell  in  England  like  the  regular 
Middlesex  Ghost;— with  the  white 
shroud,  and  the  pale  face ;  and,  if  with 
a  chain  and  a  long  beard,  the  more 
agreeable ;  arid,  above  all, — he  should 
be  silent.  Indeed,  it  will  be  observed, 
that  your  spectre  proper,  is,  by  all  ac- 
counts, naturally  taciturn ; — not  speak- 
ing, in  any  case,  until  he  is  spoken  to; 
— even  female  ghosts  do  this.  And,  I 
should  say,  indeed,  that  apparitions 
must  be  compelled  to  speak,  even  when 
accosted ;  and  not  merely  permitted  to 
do  so,  as  has  vulgarly  been  imagined. 
For  your  spectre,  be  it  remarked,  al- 
ways loses  ground  the  moment e '  he  or 
she"  opens  "  his  or  her"  mouth.  All 
our  eminently  successful  stage  ghosts 
have  been  either  totally  silent,  or  have 
discoursed  only  in  monosyllables.  The 
Castle  Spectre,  and  the  Bleeding-  Nun, 
always  keep  the  galleries  breathless. 
The  statue  in  Don  Juan  steps  upon 
the  very  marrow  of  his  audiences.  But 
Hamlet's  ghost  (in  spite  of  the  criti- 
cisms in  the  Spectator,)  does  now-a- 
days  very  little ; — one  never  is  quite 
sure  that  he  really  is  a  ghost,  until  he 
disappears  down  the  trap.  And  the 
only  talking  ghost  I  ever  met  with,  at 
all  effective,  (even  in  the  reading  of,) 
is  one  in  a  play  of  Beaumont  and  Flet- 
cher's, (The  Lovers  Progress,}  where 
the  master  of  an  inn  walks  about  after 
his  death,  singing,  and  seeing  that  his 
guests  are  properly  attended  to.  But, 
apart  from  the  feelings  and  tastes  of 
others,  to  come  for  a  moment  to  my 
own. — Touching  the  reality  (as  well 
as  the  amusingness)  of  spectral  appear- 
ances, I  protest,  altogether,  against  be- 
ing put  down  as  a  scoffer.  I  have  my 
own  personal  cause  of  belief,  and  per- 
haps it  may  seem  a  peculiar  one ;  but 
that  lies  entirely  between  me  and  my 
conscience.  I  will  not  believe,  with  Dr 
Johnson,  upon  the  ground  of  "  com- 
mon credit/'  because  I  have  known 
that  credited  by  hundreds  which  John- 
son himself  would  have  rejected. 
People  believed,  only  the  other  day,  in 
the  miraculous  conception  of  Joanna 
Southcott ; — people  believed  that  Miss 
M' Avoy,  of  Liverpool,  could  see  what 
was  o'clock  with  her  eyes  shut; — there 
are  people  who  believe  that  Prince 
Hohenlohe  is  able  to  work  miracles  ; 
and  that  Mr  Hume  is  a  statesman,  and 
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master  of  finance ; — so  a  truce  to  com- 
mon belief,  for  ever,  as  an  argument. 
Then  the  antiquity  of  an  opinion  (with 
me)  will  not  go  much  farther  than  its 
common  prevalence ;  for  there  have 
been  ancient  opinions,  and  very  reve- 
rend ones,  which  have  turned  out  to  be 
mistaken.  Other  such  opinions  have 
grown  weak,  like  wine,  by  over  keep- 
ing. Lampridius  tells  us  of  Cauls,  in 
his  timej  carried  by  advocates,  and 
orators^  and  pleaders; — it  being  be- 
lieved that  they  imparted  such  a  power 
of  persuasion  to  the  wearer  as  no 
judge  or  tribunal,  or  assembly,  could 
withstand.  But  it  is  well  known,  at 
the  present  day,  that  Cauls  can  do  no- 
thing but  save  people  from  being 
drowned  ;  and  even  that  fact  may  go 
near  to  be  doubted  in  another  century 
or  two.  Then,  if  neither  our  current 
opinion,  nor  ancient  opinion,  will  help 
us  in  this  strait,  still  less  could  I  rely 
upon  any  thing  in  the  shape  of  testi- 
mony. In  the  first  place,  we  have  had 
no  ec  testimonies"  at  all — that  is,  none 
worth  consideration — very  lately ;  and, 
again,  there  was  testimony,  and  plenty 
of  it,  to  the  cures  of  Cagliostro  and 
Dr  Loutherbourg.  Besides,  I  never 
heard  a  story  yet,  which  (faith  set 
apart)  was  not  capable  of  solution. 
Either  the  party  who  saw  was  mad, 
or  asleep,  or  intoxicated,  or  he  deceived 
himself,  or  he  was  deceived  by  others, 
or — and  this  last  explanation  is  abso- 
lutely a  cutting  of  the  gordian  knot 
— he  lied.  There  is  really  more  in  this 
point,  as  Canton  says,  "  than  good 
people  will  think.''  I  was  reading  over 
all  the  evidence  in  the  famous  Dia- 
mond Necklace  case  the  other  day; 
and  I  found  it  as  impossible,  in  a  great 
many  statements,  to  get  on  without 
that  solution,  as  Hannibal  would  have 
found  it,  in  the  Alps,  to  get  on  with- 
out vinegar.  Again,  I  don't  know  of 
any  really  shrewd  man,  who  has  seen 
a  ghost  since  the  gas  lights  were  in- 
troduced in  our  streets;  no  thief  (be- 
fore conviction)  ;  no  resurrection  man, 
or  experienced  Old  Bailey  counsel,  has 
been  so  visited.  I  don't  think  Sir 
William  Garrow  ever  saw  a  ghost. 
These  spirits  hate  cross  examination. 
Therefore,  to  prevent  all  mistakes,  or 
after-claps,  or  jostlings  in  my  belief, 
I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  believe 
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upon  a  ground  of  my  own  ;  and  I  do 
believe,  be  it  known  by  these  presents 
— I  believe — upon  the  mere  probabili- 
ty of  the  fact ! 

And  what  a  heaven — listen  ye  Pa- 
gans ! — does  such  a  faith  open  to  its 
proselytes !  the  mind  of  a  man  who 
believes  must  be  kept  so  constantly  on 
the  gui  mve !  not  a  door  can  bang 
upon  its  hinges  in  the  dark,  nor  a  cat 
squall  in  a  gutter  after  twilight,  but 
to  him  it  is  an  object  of  deep — of  vital 
— interest !  the  anxious  curiosity  which 
the  living  feel  as  to  the  condition  of 
the  dead,  he  (the  believer)  has  hope, 
to  say  the  least,  of  gratifying.  While 
grovelling  infidels  must  content  them- 
selves to  know  the  present,  he  looks 
for  intelligence,  nay  for  counsel,  as  to 
the  future. 

Va,  tout  cela,  I  protest  I  think  we 
are  almost  as  much  indebted  to  the 
inventor  of  a  new  ghost  story,  as  we 
should  be  to  the  man  who  could  in- 
vent, in  cookery,  a  new  dish.  And 
there  is  a  world  of  veracious  anecdote 
(too  briefly  given)  in  the  old  writers, 
which  a  hand  that  could  command 
"  the  lie  with  circumstance,"  might, 
in  detail,  render  irresistible. 

What  an  admirable  tale,  for  in- 
stance, might  be  constructed  upon  the 
legend  of  the  Sunday  evening  card 
party  ;  when,  three  persons  being  en- 
gaged at  whist,  a  fourth  (in  black)  is 
suddenly  added  to  the  company,  who 
takes  the  vacant  chair  and  hand  ! 

There  is  another  Sunday  evening 
anecdote,  of  a  party  (it  was  in  Italy,) 
who  were  dancing ;  and  found  all  at 
once,  to  their  amazement,  that  they 
had  two  musicians  instead  of  one.  This 
intruder's  character  was  discovered 
almost  immediately,  by  the  shape  of 
the  foot  with  which  he  beat  time. 

Pierre  Loyer  gives  a  third  instance 
of  a  huge  skeleton  who  suddenly  ap- 
peared at  a  ball ;  to  the  consternation 
of  dancers,  musicians,  and  attendants. 
He  came  out  from  behind  a  door, 
where  he  was  seen  "  footing  it,"  for 
several  minutes,  to  himself ;  and  gal- 
loped "  down  the  middle,"  with  pre- 
ternatural strength  and  velocity.* 

It  seems  probable  to  me,  however, 
that  these  three  unbidden  guests  were 
not  ghosts  properly,  or  Revenans,  but 
incarnations  of  the  fiend  in  persona. 


*  Every  soul  in  the  ball-room  saw  this  spectre,  except  one  blind  fiddler  ;  so  I  hope 
his  appearance,  at  least,  will  be  considered  as  fully  "  accredited." 
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So  Maulius  tells  us  how  four  thieves, 
who  were  hanged  in  chains,  became 
reanimated,  and  went  in  rich  clothes, 
to  visit  a  gentleman  at  his  own  house. 
Being  strangers,  they  were  invited  to 
dinner,  and  sat  down  in  form  to  table ; 
but  the  moment  grace  was  said  (this 
ordeal,  the  devil  probably  had  not 
adverted  to)  they  fell  down  and  be- 
came mere  carcases,  as  before. 

The  same  incapacity  of  the  evil  one 
to  resist  certain  sounds  and  ceremo- 
nies, was  attended  in  another  case  with 
more  unhappy  consequences.  A  decent 
woman  in  the  Low  Countries,  who 
practised  a  little  in  sorcery,  was  re- 
turning home  one  evening  upon  the 
back  of  a  demon,  after  a  jollification  ; 
when,  flying  over  a  church  (about  two 
miles  high)  the  chimes  happened  to 
play  the  hundredth  psalm ;  upon  which 
he  (the  demon)  dropped  her  imme- 
diately, and  she  broke  her  bones  by 
the  fall.  This  woman  probably  owed 
her  mischance  entirely  to  having 
studied  Don  Calmet,  who  decries  the 
broomstick,  in  his  work,  as  a  monture, 
infra  dignitatem;  but  witches  who  take 
my  advice  will  still  adhere  to  the  be- 
som. There  has  been  no  lady  within 
my  recollection,  (since  Mrs  Thornton 
rode  at  York,)  who  could  have  mount- 
ed the  devil,  with  any  certainty  of 
keeping  her  seat.  A  broomstick  must 
be,  I  should  think  (to  the  prudent) 
a  very  pleasant,  easy-going,  Lord 
Mayor's  sort  of  pad ;  and  it  has  this 
peculiar  advantage  over  a  demon,  that, 
if  all  Sternhold  and  Hopkins  were 
performed  in  its  hearing,  the  operation, 
as  it  cannot  hear,  would  be  entirely 
ineffective. 

Bodin  thinks  it  possible  that  some 
spectres  have  appeared  with  dishonest 
views ;  and  puts  a  case  indeed  in  which 
a  ghost  becomes  little  better  than  a 
swindler.  A  comes  to  the  bedside  of 
B,  and  says — "  I  am  the  ghost  of 
your  grandfather,  who  died  last  night ; 
I  am  in  purgatory  ;  cause  masses  to  be 
said  to  deliver  me  ;" — this  A,  all  the 
while,  being,  in  fact,  no  relation  at 
all  to  B,  but  A  himself  a  robber 
hanged  three  weeks  before.  This  cer- 
tainly, in  a  court  of  law,  would  be  ob- 
taining masses  under  false  pretences  ; 
but  Bodin  doubts  afterwards  whether 
the  apparition  be  really  the  spirit  even 
of  A,  or  whether  it  is  not  some  devil, 
who,  for  his  own  purposes,  takes  the 
robber's  shape.  Writers,  however,  ge- 
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nerally,  on  this  particular  subject,  are 
apt  to  differ  in  opinion.  The  same 
Bodin,  speaking  of  certain  feats  per- 
formed by  a  jackass,  near  Milan, 
maintains  that  the  performer  must 
have  been  a  man  in  the  likeness  of  an 
ass ;  while  Reginald  Scot,  noticing  the 
suggestion,  treats  the  matter  in  quite 
a  different  light ;  and  says  that  Bodin 
must  have  been  an  ass,  in  the  likeness 
of  a  man. 

Be  this,  however,  as  it  may,  the  de- 
vil is  a  rogue  sometimes. — His  attack 
upon  the  attorney  (Field)  at  Shenley, 
was  the  most  uncandid  thing  in  the 
world.  He  went  to  Field  as  a  client, 
and  induced  him  to  take  an  exorbitant 
fee.  Now,  besides  that  the  exorbitant 
fee  was  all  in  Field's  "  vocation/'  the 
thing  altogether  is  not  fairly  done.  It 
is  like  the  crimp's  trick  of  slipping  a 
shilling  slyly  into  a  man's  pocket,  in- 
stead of  putting  it,  according  to  the 
statute,  into  his  hand.  So  again  in 
the  case  of  the  Irishman,  who  used  to 
find  roasted  potatoes  at  night  under 
his  pillow.  This  is  taking  a  man  at 
his  foibles. 

A  good  stomach,  by  the  way,  seems 
pretty  generally  to  have  given  hope 
to  the  tempter.  William  of  Malmes- 
bury,  who  is  a  great  authority  in  mat- 
ters of  this  nature,  relates  an  instance 
of  a  monk  who  had  something  like  a 
hearty  appetite,  and  was  very  partial 
to  a  preparation,  I  believe,  of  hot  grey 
pease.  One  day  feeling  a  longing  be- 
tween breakfast  and  dinner, — here  pro- 
bably, lay  the  sin,  luncheons,  in  a 
monk,  being  accounted  a  gluttony, — 
lo  !  there  came  into  his  cell  a  beauti- 
ful young  lady,  who  lighted  a  fire  in 
the  grate  ;  took  some  grey  pease  from 
a  cupboard ;  dressed  them  to  admira- 
tion; and  disappeared,  leaving  them 
smoking.  But  the  devil  was  cozened  this 
time,  and  lost  his  pease  and  his  labour 
to  boot  ;  for  the  monk,  conquering 
his  hunger  until  the  hour  of  refection, 
went  to  his  superior,  and  related  the 
whole  circumstance.  Upon  which  the 
prior  said — "  Eat  !  for  pease  were 
made  by  God  for  man."  And  the  monk 
did  eat,  and  spared  not,  (taking  care 
to  say  grace  first,)  and  declared  that 
he  had  never  eat  pease  better  cooked 
in  his  life. 

The  same  writer,  William  of  Malmes- 

bury,    relates    another  story,   which 

might  make  a  volume — of  two  women, 

mother  and  daughter,  who  kept  an  inn 
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on  a  by-road  near  Rome  ;  and.,  when 
a  guest  arrived,  used  to  turn  him  into 
an  ass,  or  a  goat ;  and  so  sell  him  to 
the  next  comer  for  what  he  would 
fetch.  But  it  has  always  seemed  to 
me  that  the  ass  and  the  goat  here  are 
parabolical ;  although  William  of  Mal- 
mesbury,  in  his  simplicity,  has  taken 
the  words  in  their  literal  sense.  As, 
for  example — when  a  guest  arrived  at 
this  inn,  the  old  woman  made  an  ass  of 
him — which  might  well  be  ;  and  so  on 
to  the  young  one,  mutatis  mutandis. 

On  the  point  of  outwitting  a  demon, 
the  new  German  story,  built  probably 
upon  the  legend  of  Lord  Ly  ttleton,  is 
the  best.  A  student  at  a  German 
University  fancies  one  night,  when  he 
has  been  in  bed  about  an  hour,  and 
certainly  has  not  gone  to  sleep,  that  his 
mother  comes  to  his  bedside,  and 
warns  him  of  his  approaching  death. 
He  was  to  have  died  on  the  third 
night  from  that  on  which  he  saw  the 
vision ;  and  fell  ill,  (and  probably 
would  have  died) — on  the  morning  of 
the  third  day ;  the  physician,  however, 
who  was  sent  for,  gave  his  patient, 

Erivately,  a  powerful  opiate  draught ; 
e  slept  for  eighteen  hours  ;  and,  when 
he  awoke,  it  was  too  late  for  the  ghost 
to  keep  her  word. 

Some  demons  have  been  rather 
waggishly  than  fraudulently  inclined. 
In  Switzerland  there  was  such  a  one, 
when  time  was,  who  passed  for  a  far- 
mer, and  was  called  Maitre  Pierre. 
This  caitiff  made  a  quantity  of  pigs 
out  of  trusses  of  straw,  and  taking 
them  to  market,  sold  them  to  a  butch- 
er. And  the  butcher  drove  them 
safely,  three  parts  of  the  way  home, 
until  passing  through  a  brook,  the 
running  water  dissolved  the  spell ;  and 
the  pigs  became  trusses  of  straw  again. 
A  farther  wonder  occurs  in  this  case, 
when  the  butcher  goes  to  complain  of 
the  cheat.  He  finds  Maitre  Pierre 
gone  to  bed  at  his  inn,  and  sends  the 
chambermaid  of  the  house  up  stairs  to 
wake  him.  But  as  the  girl  lays  hold 
of  the  conjurer's  leg,  it  comes  off  in  her 
hand  ;  and  the  same  accident  happens 
when  she  touches  his  head ;  upon 
which  the  girl  runs  down  stairs  in  af- 
fright, and  the  whole  family,  butcher 
included,  ran  up ;  and  Maitre  Pierre 
is  found  walking  about  the  room  in 
excellent  health  and  spirits.  He  re- 
funds the  money  for  the  pigs  ;  and,  of 
course,  is  seen  no  more. 

Another  rogue,  who  was  a  juggler 
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at  Magdeburg,  shewed  a  horse  that 
could  read,  and  so  forth,  for  money. 
But  one  day,  his  audience  being  small- 
er than  usual,  he  declared  that  he 
would  entertain  such  people  as  the 
Prussians  no  longer.  And  then  throw- 
ing the  bridle  of  his  horse  loose  into 
the  air,  the  horse  leapt  up  after  it. 
And  the  conjurer  laid  hold  of  the 
horse's  tail  and  went  up  ;  and  the  con- 
jurer's wife  laid  hold  of  the  conjurer's 
tail  and  went  up ;  and  the  conjurer's 
wife's  maid  laid  hold  of  the  conjurer's 
wife's  tail  and  went  up ;  and  so  they 
all  went  up  together.  Whence  the 
vulgar  saying — "  To  go  to  heaven  in 
a  string ;"  improperly  supposed  to 
have  been  first  spoken  of,  and  concern- 
ing the  penitent  hanged. 

It  is  really  amazing  how  anybody 
can  deny  themselves  the  pleasure  of 
believing  such  strange  facts  as  these  ; 
and  especially  the  following. 

An  over-affection  for  his  profession 
or  calling  in  this  world,  may  tend  to 
make  a  person  unquiet  in  the  next. — 
One  Christopher  Murcig,  an  apothe- 
cary's-assistant  at  Crossten,  in  Silesia, 
died  on  the  14th  of  March,  1660,  and 
was  buried  on  the  15th.  But,  on  the 
16th,  he  was  seen  again,  in  his  place, 
behind  the  counter,  weighing  drugs, 
and  pounding,  with  an  immense  noise, 
in  the  mortar.  The  horror  of  the  new 
shopman,  at  the  sight  of  this  coadju- 
tor, may  easily  be  imagined  ;  but, 
when  the  clock  struck  ten,  (for  this 
was  in  the  morning,)  the  apparition 
took  the  new-comer's  cloak  and  hat 
from  a  nail,  and  went  forth,  as  he  had 
been  used  to  do  at  that  hour,  to  visit 
the  patients.  It  was  afterwards  found 
that  he  called  upon  several  sick  per- 
sons in  the  town  ;  and  burned  one 
man's  wrist,  in  feeling  his  pulse,  so 
that  the  mark  of  his  thumb  and  fin- 
ger remains  to  this  day. 

Some  accounts  there  be,  extant,  and 
very  extraordinary  ones  too,  of  ap- 
parent good  conduct  by  devils,  in 
their  visits  u,pon  this  earth.  Giraldus 
Cambrensis  tells  of  one  fiend  who  act- 
ed with  great  propriety  for  some  time 
as  a  gentleman's  butler.  He  was  ac- 
counted to  have  the  best  hand  at  stir- 
ring a  fire  of  any  servant  in  the  house- 
hold ;  and  it  was  observed,  after  he 
was  gone,  that  he  had  always  snuffed 
the  candle  with  his  fingers. 

Another  demon  (according  to  the 
same  author)  took  orders,  and  became 
a  clergyman  !  This  certainly  does,  at 
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first  sight,  seem  very  strange  indeed  ; 
but  yet  it  derives  some  support  from 
another  anecdote  told  by  Jean  Evegue, 
d'Asie.  There  is  the  proverb,  too, 
moreover,  as  to  the  devil's  building 
beside  the  church  ;  from  which  one 
might  perhaps  augur,  that  he  would 
get  into  it  if  he  could. 

As  the  legend  goes,  however,  this 
fiend  conducted  himself  with  great 
propriety  in  his  profession;  and  his  real 
quality  was  discovered  only  by  a  slip 
in  conversation.  Talking  one  day  with 
a  gentleman  upon  subjects  in  ancient 
history,  some  act  or  other  was  canvass- 
ed about  the  time  of  Pontius  Pilate  ; 
when  his  reverence  enforced  his  state- 
ment of  the  matter,  by  saying,  "  The 
thing  was  so ;  for  /  saw  it."  Upon 
which,  concludes  the  historian,  "  he 
blushed  exceedingly,  and  vanished." 

Both  these  last  devils,  no  doubt, were 
of  the  genus  called  Blue  Devils  ;  and, 
from  the  blushing  of  the  latter,  the 
phrase,  "  to  blush  blue,"  may  proba- 
bly have  been  derived.  Or  perhaps,  in- 
deed, they  might  not  have  been  devils 
at  all ;  but  merely  different  incarna- 
tions of  the  wandering  Jew;  whose  ha- 
bit of  changing  his  shape,  from  time  to 
time,  is  notorious ;  and  who  has  been 
detected  more  than  once,  like  the  fiend- 
parson,  by  the  over-strength  of  his  me- 
mory. 

There  is  another  demon,  too,  on  re- 
cord, besides  the  butler,  who  desired 
to  be  a  servant ;  and  he  haunted  the 
kitchen  of  a  certain  Bishop  of  Saxony, 
in  human  shape.  This  fiend  assisted 
•very  commonly  in  the  culinary  ar- 
rangements ;  and  is  said  to  have  been 
the  first  inventor  of  the  "  devil'd  bis- 
cuits." 

If  such  be  the  fact,  however,  I  should 
opine  that  the  discovery  was  accident- 
al, and  that  his  fiendship  came  rather 
with  a  hope  to  learn  cuisine,  than  with 
the  power  of  instructing  in  it.  Be- 
cause, if  the  proverb  as  to  the  devil's 
sending  cooks  (peculiarly)  should  be 
deemed  equivocal,  we  have  it  in  evi- 
dence, twenty  times  over,  that  the  in- 
fernal "  roast  and  boiled"  is  not  what 
it  should  be.  Paul  Grill  and  speaks  of 
a  man  whose  wife  was  a  witch  ;  and 
who  went  out  with  her  one  night  (up 
the  chimney  !)  to  a  banquet.  This 
witness  stated  distinctly,  that  he  found 
a  magnificent  collation  set  out;  but  that 
everything  was  very  ill  drest  indeed  ; 
and  that,  above  all,  there  was  no  salt 
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upon  the  table.  The  event  proves, 
that  the  man  could  not  be  mistaken 
upon  this  point ;  because  he  mention- 
ed the  fact  once  or  twice  to  an  Incubus 
who  stood  behind  his  chair ;  and,  at 
last,  growing  out  of  patience,  he  cried 
aloud, ' ( Good  God  !  will  nobody  bring 
any  salt  ?"  Upon  which  (as  usual  in 
such  cases)  the  table  flew  away.  He 
has  need,  however,  o'  a  lang  spoon,  (as 
the  Seottish  proverb  says,)  wha  sups 
kail  wi'  the  deil.  This  apprentice,  or 
whatever  he  was,  at  the  Bishop's,  be- 
haved very  well  for  some  time ;  but,  at 
length,  quarrelling  with  one  of  the  kit- 
chen lads,  he  took  a  private  opportu- 
nity, tore  him  to  pieces,  and  cooked 
him  (most  likely,  for  practice.)  After 
which,  he  became  so  mischievous,  that 
it  was  found  necessary  to  proceed 
against  him  by  exorcism  ;  and  there  is 
a  long  account  of  his  being  caught  with 
a  great  deal  of  trouble  ;  and  eventual- 
ly laid,  for  an  uncertain  term,  in  a  well 
dripping- pan. 

'  These  goblin  domestics,  indeed,  were 
generally,  in  the  end,  ill  to  deal  with, 
for  their  masters,  as  well  as  their  fel- 
low-servants. A  Spanish  gentleman 
had  one,  whose  business  it  was  to  clean 
a  favourite  horse  ;  and  the  rogue,  be- 
ing idle  and  negligent,  was  chid  occa- 
sionally for  not  well  currying  the  ani- 
mal. But  mark  what  followed.  Get- 
ting tired  of  repeated  jobations,  the 
mischievous  imp  one  day  carried  the 
horse  up  to  the  top  of  a  high  tower, 
and  there  left  him,  with  his  head 
thrust  out  of  a  window.  The  Spaniard, 
returning  home,  was  surprised  to  hear 
his  favourite  neigh  to  him  from  so 
strange  a  situation ;  but  the  demon  had 
disappeared,  and  the  horse  never  could 
be  got  down  any  more. 

All  servants,  in  fact,  who  take  no 
wages,  are  apt  to  be  both  careless  and 
insolent ;  and  the  devil,  were  it  only 
for  his  pert  tongue,  I  should  think  not 
worth  hiring.  In  the  affair  of  the  de- 
mon of  Mascon,  a  jeer  of  his  is  actual- 
ly recorded. — Some  person — I  believe, 
a  man  of  worship — asking  him  rather 
a  weak  question,  with  a  view  to  exor- 
cise him,  he  answered,  "  I  heard  long 
since  thou  wast  a  fool,  and  now  I  am 
sure  of  it."  And,  thereupon,  laugh- 
ed, or  spoke  Greek,  or  committed  some 
other  affront  against  the  good  man,  like 
an  uncourteous  fiend  as  he  was. 

But  I  might  go  on,  almost  for  ever, 
with  strange  legends  and  instances  out 
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of  the  thousand  and  one  volumes,  in 
all  languages,  which  have  been  written 
upon  this  interesting  subject ;  and  not 
meddle  then  with  the  horde  of  divines 
and  metaphysicians  who  have  touched 
the  question,  en  passant,  either  in  the 
way  of  principle  or  illustration. — 
There  is  the  impressive  story  of  the 
Italian  soldier,  who  gave  his  money  in 
charge  at  night  to  his  host ;  which  the 
host,  in  the  morning,  denying,  and  he 
insisting  upon,  he  was  cast  into  prison 
as  a  thief. — What  can  be  more  exem- 
plary than  the  man  in  the  black  cap 
who  sits  under  the  Judge,  upon  the 
trial  for  the  soldier's  life ;  and  when 
the  inn-keeper  swears  he  wishes  "  the 
devil  may  take  him  if  ever  he  had  the 
money,"  seizes  the  self-forfeited  trai- 
tor, and  bursts  through  the  roof  of  the 
court  with  him  ?  Or  what  a  tale  might 
be  formed  upon  the  legend  of  Saint 
Gregory  of  Nice,  who  describes  the 


to  the  number  of  forty,  were  suddenly 
discovered  to  be  witches !  Some  of 
these  girls,  says  the  relater,  were  very 
young ;  and  they  confessed  "  many 
strange  things." 

And,  for  myself,  my  mind  is  made 
up,  as  I  have  said,  to  believing  all  these 
things  without  any  reason  ;  not  mere- 
ly because  I  never  found  anybody  yet 
who  could  give  a  satisfactory  reason  for 
his  belief;  but  also  because  most  of  the 
writers  who  explain  feats  of  sorcery, 
seem  to  me  to  make  them  ten  times 
more  incredible  than  they  were  made 
by  the  sorcerers  themselves.  Thomas 
Ady,  for  instance,  a  writer  upon  witch- 
craft, of  the  year  1656,  after  exposing 
the  monstrous  frauds  of  pretended  con- 
jurors and  wizards,  shews  the  manner 
in  which  their  apparently  miraculous 
feats  are  accomplished,  and  adds  full 
directions  for  doing  the  same,  "  with- 
out harm  or  danger."  Ady's  first  re- 


spectres  and  demons,  in  a  city  infected     cipe  for  conjuring  (ex  uno  disce,  &c.) 
with   the  plague,  walking  about  in    is  not  amiss.     "  Toi"*  TOwf' °  ^air  " 


Take  wref's 

broad  day-light — as  though  growing     he  says,  "  and  put  it  in  your  pocket ; 

and  it  will  make  mad  bulls,  and  every 
other  kind  of  cattle,  run  away  from 
you  !" 

No ;  there  would  be  no  getting  on, 
by  halves,  in  this  way.  For  a  conju- 
rer to  give  up  the  devil,  is  like  a  rope- 
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insolent  upon  the  prospects  before 
them  ?•>— Jean  Eveque  states  a  similar 
fact ;  but,  in  his  case,  the  fiends  went 
about  in  the  shape  of  ecclesiastics. 
Imagine  a  man  sending  for  a  confessor, 
and  a  devil  making  his  bow  ! 

Then  there  are  the  histories,  out  of  dancer's  giving  up  his  pole.  And,  for 
number,  of  persons  frighted  by  ima-  resigning  all  these  beautiful  and  en- 
ginary  spectres ;  all  of  which  lose  their  tertaining  truths,  to  a  man  of  any  spi- 
force,  if  we  give  up  the  existence  of  rit,  the  thing  would  be  impossible, 
spectres  in  reali ty.  There  is  that  bril- 


liant idea  of  the  lady  who  sees  a  female 
at  the  foot  of  her  bed — she  recoils — 
but  the  phantom  distinctly  moves,  and 
extends  its  arm  towards  her.  The  lady 
is  sleeping  in  a  strange  house ;  and 
sees  herself  in  a  looking-glass,  which 
is  framed  in  the  wainscot  of  the  room. 
Or  there  is  the  still  more  entertaining 
adventure  of  the  ape  who  puts  on  the 
coeffure  of  a  deceased  Duchess,  and 
gets  into  her  bed,  to  the  total  rout  of 
the  whole  household,  who  believe  that 
their  late  mistress  is  come  back.  And 
what  a  delicious  idea  is  that  about  the 
boarding-school  at  Lisle,  in  1610  ;  in 
which  one  Antionette  Bourignon  be- 
ing the  mistress,  all  the  young  ladies, 


The  hunter  looks,  with  an  evil  eye, 
upon  enclosure  bills  and  increased  po- 
pulation ;  for  these  are  circumstances 
which  thin  his  game,  and  narrow  his. 
field  of  action ;  and  the  child  of  ro- 
mance looks  back  with  regret  to  those 
wild  beliefs  and  superstitions  of  which 
the  progress  of  science  and  education 
has  deprived  him.  Fodore,  a  French 
writer,  complains,  in  a  fanciful  trea- 
tise, of  the  naturalist  Reamur,  for  ha- 
ving discovered  that  ants  do  not  eat  in 
the  winter.  "  For,  by  undeceiving 
mankind,"  says  he,  "  as  to  the  provi- 
dence of  these  little  creatures,  Mr 
Reamur  has  deprived  poets  of  a  beau- 
tiful moral  illustration." 
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Yes— "Wilberforce  has  set  the  Blacks  to  rights, 
Yet  much  remains :  why  don't  he  bind  the  Whites  ? 

Don  Juan,  Canto  XII. 


IT  is  now,  in  our  opinion,  sufficient- 
ly evident  that  this  great  question  is 
once  again  to  be  forced  in  some  shape 
or  other  upon  Parliament,  in  the  course 
of  the  ensuing  session.  The  Clark- 
sons,  &c.  are  publishing  new  pam- 
phlets with  old  contents.  And  Mr 
Brougham,  in  a  euloge  on  some  of 
these  productions  in  the  last  Edin- 
burgh Review,  talks  openly  of  the 
"  delusive"  conduct  of  the  ministry 
in  the  matter  of  the  Buxton  debate. 
Mr  Brougham  was  present  at  that  de- 
bate, and  he  made  one  of  the  unani- 
mous house  which  accepted  Mr  Can- 
ning's resolutions  :  but  a  few  months 
have  passed,  and  this  eminent  states- 
man has  had  such  opportunities  of  ex- 
amining the  whole  affair  candidly  and 
completely  during  the  interval,  that 
he  has  been  enabled  to  make  up  his 
great  mind,  that  he  was  one  of  a  House 
of  Commons  that  suffered  themselves 
to  be  juggled  by  Mr  Canning,  in  May 
last.  Societies  on  societies,  meanwhile, 
and  associations  upon  associations,  and 
subscriptions  on  subscriptions,  are 
springing  and  spreading  everywhere, 
and  embryo  petitions  begin  already  to 
stir  and  quicken.  Liverpool,  the  en- 
lightened city  of  Liverpool,  in  former 
days  the  great  mart  and  mainspring 
of  the  slave  trade,  the  last  that  clung 
to  that  traffic,  the  one  only  place  that 
for  a  season  Rachel-like  lamented,  and 
would  not  be  comforted  because  it 
was  not — this  very  Liverpool,  takes 
the  lead  in  supporting  the  wildest 
measures  of  those,  whom  for  thirty 
years  she  execrated  as  her  most  relent- 
less enemies.  Blessed  change  !  Salu- 
tary transformation !  The  slave  trade 
of  Liverpool  was — the  Indian  free 
trade  of  Liverpool  is — The  days  of 
the  ultra-antiabolition  spirit  of  Liver- 
pool are  gone  by — the  day  of  the 
ultra-mitigation  spirit  of  Liverpool 
has  dawned  and  grown.  We  live  in 
beautiful  times ! 

The  article  in  the  Edinburgh  Re- 


view is  well,  and  on  the  whole  temper- 
ately written.  This  we  admit  freely : 
because,  whatever  other  people  may  do, 
we  entertain  a  high  respect  for  Mr 
Brougham's  talents,  and  are  always 
gratified  when  we  find  him  abstaining 
from  that  coarse  and  virulent  strain  of 
language,  which  is  one  of  the  sins  that 
most  easily  beset  him,  and  which  has 
indeed  done  more  to  degrade  him  in 
the  general  eye,  than  many  of  his  more 
serious  offences.  When  we  have  said 
this,  however,  we  are  afraid  we  have 
exhausted  praise.  The  article  con- 
tains no  new  FACTS  of  the  smallest 
importance,  and  exhibits  no  felicitous 
application  of  intellect  to  the  expo- 
sition of  obscure  or  con  troverted  TRUTH. 
It  is  a  mere  string  of  old  common- 
places, calmly  and  cleverly  expressed — 
interspersed  with  a  few  specimens  of 
glaring,  and  we  can  scarcely  believe, 
involuntary  misrepresentation,  both  as 
to  facts  and  as  t0  principles — of  which 
more,  perhaps,  in  the  sequel. 

In  the  meantime,  it  is  our  intention 
to  direct  our  own  readers'  attention 
both  to  the  true  facts  and  the  true 
principles,  on  the  consideration  of  which 
this  case  must  be  judged.  We  shall 
have,  after  a  fair  and  full  examination 
of  both,  no  difficulty  in  bringing  home 
the  guilt  of  flagrant  and  systematic 
deviation  from,  and  suppression  of, 
FACTS,  to  those  who  were  beaten  in  the 
Buxton  debate,  and,  we  think,  about 
as  little  in  shewing  that  all  the  three 
parties  who  were  represented  in  that 
discomfited  knot,  are  chargeable,  ei- 
ther with  a  total  blindness  to  the  true 
principles  of  reason,  as  applicable  to  the 
question  before  us,  or  with  the  worse 
fault  of  pretending  such  blindness,  for 
the  purpose  of  diverting  suspicion  from 
the  glances  of  a  penetrating,  pervading, 
and  most  unscrupulous  selfishness. 

The  report  of  the  debate  above  men- 
tioned, published  by  the  Mitigation 
Society,  and  enriched  with  the  preface 
and  commentaries  of  that  body,  has 


*  See  a  paper  in  this  Magazine,  No  LXXXI.—  for  October  last. 
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been  already  more  than  once  spoken  example,  should  we  be  compelled  to 
of  by  us.  It  is,  in  fact,  the  most  im-  talk  of  the  Society  for  the  Mitigation  of 
portent  publication,  in  every  point  of  West  Indian  Slavery  ?  The  Society  for 


view,  to  which  the  present  controversy 
has  yet  given  rise.     It  is  here  that  we 


the  Mitigation  of  the  Mitre,  or  the  So- 
ciety for  the  Mitigation  of  the  Duties  on 


can  consider  at  leisure,  the  expressed    East  Indian  Sugar,  would  be  far  nearer 

the  truth.  Mr  Buxton's  far-famed 
motion  about  the  slaves  was  made  on 
the  15th  of  May  last ;  Mr  Whitmore's 
motion  about  the  sugar  followed  on  the 
23d  day  of  the  same  month.  The  same 
people — certainly  the  same  influence — 
figured  on  both  occasions.  Mr  Wil- 
berforce  was  one  of  the  great  men  on 
both.  What  have  the  avowed  ob- 
jects and  views  of  Mr  Wilberforce  to 
do  with  the  question  aboift  the  duties 
on  sugar? — These  gentlemen  are  so 


sentiments  of  all  parties — it  is  here 
that  we  can  compare  the  conflicting 
statements,  and  balance  the  opposed 
arguments,  of  the  leaders;  and  it  is 
here  also,  unless  we  be  very  greatly  mis- 
taken, that  we  can  most  clearly  detect 
the  system  of  chicaneries  by  which  the 
humbler  tools  of  one  side  are  at  least 
suffered  to  back  the  open  warfare  of 
its  chiefs.  Before  a  new  debate  occurs, 
it  were  well  that  the  old  one  should 
be  thoroughly  sifted  and  understood. 


The  Edinburgh   Reviewer  distinctly    confident  of  support  from  their  own 
charges  the  ministers  with  having  con-    set,  and  from  the  gaping  multitudes 
this 


ducted  themselves  on  tins  occasion 
like  hypocrites  and  knaves — we  at 
least  know  not  what  other  meaning 
can  be  given  to  the  epithet  "  delusive" 
already  quoted  from  this  performance. 
The  charge  is  no  light  one,  and  we 
venture  to  prophesy,  that  it  will  be 
effectually  answered  in  the  proper 
quarter.  But  we,  in  the  meantime, 
shall  take  the  liberty  to  reverse  the 
situation  of  the  parties,  and  placing 
the  mitigators  themselves  at  the  bar, 
see  what  answer  they  can  make  to  cer- 
tain charges  of  the  very  same  charac- 
ter, which  every  attentive  and  candid 
reader  of  the  volume  in  question  must 
have  in  some  measure  anticipated. 

Our  general  assertion  is  simply  this : 
The  speakers  on  Mr  Buxton's  side  are 
chargeable  with  many  mistatements  as 
to  matters  of  fact,  and  the  mitigation 
commentators  still  more  grievously  so. 
In  proving  this,  we  shall  at  least  do 
some  good ;  for  we  shall  teach  these 
persons  to  be  more  cautious  the  next 
time  they  come  before  the  senate  and 
the  public :  we  shall  probably  have 
shorter  speeches,  and  less  triumphant 
annotations  euro,  variorum.  Some  ob- 
stacles, at  all  events,  will  be  brushed 
away  from  the  threshold,  and  the  ri- 
val champions  will  both  come  with 
greater  ease  into  their  true  arena,  and 
have  a  salutary  fear  before  their  eyes, 
in  case  they  should  be  tempted  to 
think  of  bringing  any  but  the  right 
weapons  with  them. 

A  word  or  two  more,  however,  in 
limine.  It  is  really  very  annoying  to 
see  the  extent  to  which  the  abuse  of 
words  and  phrases  has  been  carried  in 
the  whole  of  this  matter.  Why,  for 


whom  their  sweet  words  command  and 
stultify,  and  so  certain,  at  the  same 
time,  that  they  are  not  to  be  bearded, 
as  to  the  truth  and  essence  of  all  their 
schemes,  by  any  person,  far  less  any 
party  whatever  in  Parliament,  that  it 
is  not  wonderful  they  should  venture 
much.  And  yet— if  anybody  had  pre- 
dicted a  year  before,  that  the  next 
motion  about  West  Indian  slavery 
would  be  made  in  the  same  week  with  a 
motion  about  East  Indian  sugar,  people 
in  general  would  have  utterly  disbelie- 
ved it. — ' '  No/'it  would  have  been  said, 
"  that  will,  to  be  sure,  be  in  their 
minds ;  but  you  are  going  too  far  now. 
They  are  not  quite  so  regardless  of  ap- 
pearances ;  religious  as  they  are,  they 
are  a  little  more  wise  in  their  genera- 
tion, notwithstanding,  than  you  seem 
to  give  them  credit  for." — Probably  no 
answer  would  have  been  made  to  this  ; 
and  yet  the  event  has  shewn  itself. 
Say  what  people  may,  these  men  are 
not  to  be  altogether  despised.  The 
very  audacity  of  their  proceedings  half 
redeems  their  folly.  This  open  and 
thorough-going  reliance  upon  the  gul- 
libility of  John  Bull,  shews  an  inti- 
mate and  even  intense  acquaintance 
with  the  assailable  points  of  the  na- 
tional character.  There  are  two  quack- 
ish  ways  of  doing  things ;  the  con- 
ciliatory, that  is,  thepluckless  method, 
of  late  too  often  adopted  by  those  who 
ought  to  be  most  above  it ;  and  the 
bold  brazen  method — the  method  of 
the  Bishes,  the  Burgesses,  and  the 
Buxtons.  This  last  has  been  adopted, 
and  with  much  success,  by  the  Socie- 
ty for  the  Mitigation  of  the  Duties  on 
East  Indian  Sugar.  They  were  re- 
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solved  to  have  their  two  debates — there  a  decent  establishment,  are  compelled 
were  two  strings  to  their  one  bow,  and 
they  must  have  them.  They  had  them 
both,  and  they  had  the  assurance  to  do 
the  thing  at  once.  They  did  not  waste 
time  in  pumping  for  apologies.  They 
did  what  they  were  resolved  to  do  at 
once.  The  moment  the  one  string  was  pregnant  with  the  most  appalling  hor- 
snapt,  the  other  was  fitted  on,  and  rors !  Marie  Antoinette  in  the  Temple, 
tightened  for  the  discharge.  All  this  or  even  in  the  Conciergerie,  was  no- 
was  as  it  should  have  been.  Fas  cst  ab 


to  figure  in  the  haram  of  some  great 
Plenipotentiary  ;  or,  if  their  personal 
charms  find  no  favour  in  his  eyes,  to 
spin  hemp,  and  carry  pails  of  water, 
beneath  the  sway  of  Hassan  the  chief 
of  the  black  eunuchs.  The  picture  is 


hoste  doceri.  Would  the  real  friends 
of  England  and  of  the  negroes,  had  the 
wit  or  the  courage  to  act  upon  the 
same  principle  now  and  then !  If  it 
were  but  for  the  sake  of  variety,  the 
experiment  is  worth  their  trying — and 
at  any  rate  it  is  but  a  little  variety  in 
quacking. 

Since  we  are  talking  of  the  audacity 
of  these  agitators,  we  may  as  well  ex- 
hibit one  more  specimen  of  this  great 
quality  of  their  logic  ere  we  go  far- 
ther. Mr  Clarkson  shrewdly  and  sa- 
gaciously illustrates  the  sin  and  horror 
of  West  Indian  bondage,  by  asking 
how  AN  ENGLISH  GENTLEMAN  would 
like  to  be  made  a  slave  of  at  Algiers 
or  Tripoli — and  whether,  if  this  Eng- 
lish gentleman  had  a  wife  and  a  family 
of  daughters  to  partake  his  enslaved 
condition  there,  this  would  have  any 
other  effect  than  that  of  greatly  in- 
creasing his  misery  ? — And  why,  says 
he,  why  not  talk  of  AN  ENGLISH  GEN- 
TLEMAN, since  there  have  been  in- 
stances of  AFRICAN  PRINCES  carried 
off,  and  enslaved  ? — This  passage  is 
triumphantly  quoted  by  the  author  of 
the  Critique  on  Clarkson's  Pamphlet, 
in  the  last  Number  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review. 

The  argument  is  assuredly  one  that 
comes  home  to  our  business  and  our 
bosoms.  An  English  gentleman,  a 
member  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  or 
of  the  House  of  Commons,  or,  at  any 
rate,  we  shall  say  of  the  Mitigation 
Society,  is  lugged  out  of  his  bed  in 
London,  and  finds  himself,  after  a 
brief  voyage,  stript  to  the  skin,  and 
labouring  beneath  a  brazen  sun  in  the 
field  of  some  Bey  of  Morocco.  His 
wife  and  daughters,  torn  from  their  pi- 
ano-fortes, their  Sunday-schools,  their 
little  tea-parties,  and  the  weekly  luxury 
of  Mr  Edward  Irving,  or  Mr  Rowland 
Hill — torn  from  the  arms  of  their  na- 
tural protectors  and  from  the  hope  of 


thing  to  this — and  yet  it  seems,  muta- 
to  nomine,  de  tefabula  narratur. — You, 
the  English  gentleman,  can  have  no 
right  to  shudder — for  African  princes 
have  been  dealt  with  after  the  same 
fashion  in  Barbadoes. 

We  might  "  deny  the  butler  and 
the  coach-horse" — we  might  deny  the 
"  African  prince" — but  let  it  be  so  for 
the  moment.  What  earthly  relation 
is  there  between  an  African  prince  and 
an  English  gentleman  ?  In  what  does 
the  misery  of  a  new-made  slave  con- 
sist?— Is  it  not  in  his  being  carried 
from  a  good  state  of  existence  into  a 
bad  one,  and  in  being  subjected  to  the 
caprice  of  another,  instead  of  enjoying 
the  free  command  of  his  own  motions  ? 
The  better  his  previous  condition  was, 
will  not  his  present  one  be  the  worse 
to  endure  ?  And  is  it  not  obvious,  that 
if  any  one  thing  be  more  likely  than 
all  besides  to  embitter  his  reflections, 
it  will  be  the  discovery,  (should  such 
be  forced  upon  him,)  that  the  human 
being,  to  whose  power  he  is  subjected, 
stands  in  reality  lower,  everyway  lower, 
in  the  scale  of  humanity,  than  him- 
self? These  are  questions  which  we 
apprehend  the  worthy  Mr  Clarkson 
himself  will  have  no  hesitation  about 
answering  in  the  affirmative.  And  what 
is  the  consequence  ? — We  believe  we 
might  almost  save  ourselves  the  trouble 
of  saying  a  word  about  it. 

Who  is  an  African  prince,  and  what 
is  it  that  he  has  to  lose  ?  If  he  be  a 
sovereign  prince,  (which,  of  course, 
Mr  Clarkson  would  consider  as  the  se- 
verest case  of  all,)  what  manner  of 
man  is  he  ?  Is  he  not  some  ferocious 
brutal  savage,  the  oppressor  of  some 
benighted  and  most  miserable  horde 
of  savages  ?  Is  he  not  a  creature  who 
amuses  himself  every  day  with  cutting 
off  human  heads — and  that  sometimes 
with  his  own  royal  hand  ?*  Are  not 
all  the  festivals  of  his  reign  so  many 
solemn  exhibitions  of  everything  that 
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is  most  abominable,  and  most  incredi- 
ble to  us  ?  When  he  prays  to  the 
demon  of  his  beastly  worship,  does  he 
not  water  the  holy  soil  with  blood 
poured  out  like  water  ?  Are  not  his 
children  shut  up  like  wild  colts  ? — Are 
not  his  uncles— his  brothers,  seared  in 
the  eye — branded  on  the  cheek  — 
maimed — mutilated — murdered  every 
day,  amidst  the  grim  applause  of  the 
more  plebeian  victims  that  await  the 
brand  or  the  hatchet  of  the  next  whim 
of  this  crowned  brute  ?  Are  not  his 
walls  and  his  floors  paved  with  Afri- 
can skulls  ?  Are  not  his  reins,  if  he 
has  a  horse,  strung  with  African  ears, 
noses,  and  viler  trophies  ?  Does  any 
man  dare  to  deny  that  such  is  the  state 
of  things  in  those  African  districts 
from  which  the  immense  majority  of 
slaves  have  at  all  periods  been  abstract- 
ed ?  Does  any  man  dare  to  deny,  that 
their  princes  were,  and  are  the  chief 
patrons  of  all  the  enormities  of  that 
slave  trade,  which  ceased  to  appear  the 
extreme  of  horror,  only  because  it 
could  not  be  contemplated  otherwise 
than  with  them  in  its  foreground  ?  Does 
any  man  dare  to  deny  that  which  has 
been  asserted  by  so  many  witnesses  of 
the  most  unimpeachable  veracity,  that 
half  these  African  princes  would  at  this 
moment  give  even  their  own  ears  to 
see  the  slave  trade  re-established  among 
them  in  all  its  pristine  vigour  ? — or 
doubt,  in  opposition  to  the  celebrated 
taunt  of  Duke  Ephraim  himself,  that 
for  the  want  of  that  method  of  dispo- 
sing of  their  prisoners  of  war  and  their 
victims  of  caprice,  the  banks  of  those 
unexplored  and  melancholy  rivers  are 
bathed  at  this  hour  in  a  deeper  deluge 
of  this  African  blood  ? 

Hear  for  a  moment  Mr  Macleod, 
(in  his  Account  of  the  African  Prince 
of  Dahomy :) 

"  In  order  to  -water  with  their  blood  the 
graves  of  the  king's  ancestors,  and  to  sup- 
ply them  with  servants  of  various  descrip- 
tions in  the  other  world,  a  number  of  hu- 
man victims  are  yearly  sacrificed  in  solemn 
form  ;  and  this  carnival  is  the  period  at 
which  these  shocking  rites  are  publicly 
performed. 

"  Scaffolds  are  erected  outside  the  palace 
wall,  and  alarge  spacefenced  in  round  them. 
On  these  the  king,  with  the  white  strangers 
who  think  proper  to  attend,  are  seated,  and 
the  ministers  of  state  are  also  present  in  the 
space  beneath.  Into  this  field  of  blood  the 
victims  are  brought  in  succession,  with  their 
arms  pinioned  ;  and  a  Fetisheer,  laying  his 
hand  on  the  devoted  head,  pronounces  a 


[Nov. 

few  mystical  words,  when  another  man 
standing  behind  with  a  large  scimitar,  se- 
vers the  sufferer's  head  from  his  body,  ge- 
nerally at  a  single  blow,  and  each  repetition 
of  this  act  is  proclaimed  by  loud  shouts  of 
applause  from  the  surrounding  multitude, 
who  affect  to  be  highly  delighted  with  the 
power  and  magnificence  of  their  sovereign. 

"  His  bards,  or  laureats,  join  also  at  this 
time,  in  bawling  out  his  strong  names  (their 
term  for  titles  of  honour)  and  sing  songs 
in  his  praise.  These  scenes  are  likewise  en- 
livened by  a  number  of  people  engaged  in 
a  savage  dance  around  the  scaffolds  :  should 
the  foot  of  one  of  those  performers  slip,  it 
is  considered  an  ill  omen ;  the  unfortunate 
figurante  is  taken  out  of  the  ring,  and  his 
head  instantly  struck  off,  whilst  the  dance 
continues  without  interruption,  as  if  nothing 
unusual  had  occurred. 

"  The  people  thus  sacrificed,  are  gene- 
rally prisoners  of  war,  whom  the  king  of- 
ten puts  aside  for  this  purpose,  several 
months  previous  to  the  celebration  of  his 
horrid  festival ;  should  there  be  any  lack  of 
these,  the  number  is  made  up  from  the  most 
convenient  of  his  own  subjects.  There  are 
years  in  which  they  have  single,  andothers  in 
which  they  have  double  customs.  One  of 
the  latter  occurred  when  I  was  there,  and 
an  enormous  number  (several  hundreds) 
were  said  to  have  fallen.  But  the  amount, 
probably,  was  considerably  exaggerated ; 
for,  as  Mr  Abson  had  dispensed  with  view- 
ing this  part  of  the  ceremony,  he  could  on- 
ly judge  from  the  report  of  those  who  were 
anxious  to  magnify  the  grandeur  of  their 
king,  and  Mr  James,  who,  three  different 
years,  took  the  trouble  to  count  the  victims, 
never  reckoned  more  titan  sixty -Jive  ^  on  any 
one  occasion. 

"  Their  bodies  are  either  thrown  out  in- 
to the  fields  to  be  devoured  by  vultures  and 
wild  beasts,  or  hung  by  the  heels  in  a  mu- 
tilated state,  upon  the  surrounding  trees,  a 
practice  exceedingly  offensive  in  so  hot  a 
climate.  The  heads  are  piled  up  in  a  heap, 
for  the  time,  and  afterwards  disposed  of  in 
decorating  the  walls  of  the  royal  simlomics, 
or  palaces,  some  of  which  are  two  miles  in 
circumference,  and  often  require  a  renewal 
and  repair  of  these  ornaments. 

"  Adahoonza,  after  a  successful  attack 
upon  Badagry,  having  a  great  number  of 
victims  to  sacrifice,  ordered  their  heads  to 
be  applied  to  this  purpose.  Mr  Abson,  in 
his  account,  says,  '  the  person  to  whom 
the  management  of  this  business  had  been 
committed,  having  neglected  to  make  a  pro- 
per calculation  of  his  materials,  had  pro- 
ceeded too  far  with  his  work,  when  he  found 
that  there  would  not  be  a  sufficient  number 
of  skulls  to  adorn  the  whole  palace;  he 
therefore  requested  permission  to  begin  the 
work  anew,  that  he  might,  by  placing  them 
farther  apart,  complete  the  design  in  a  re- 
gular manner.  But  the  king  would  by  no 
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means  give  his  consent  to  this  proposal,  ob- 
serving, c  that  he  would  soon  find  a  suffici- 
ent number  of  Dadagry  heads  to  render 
the  plan  perfectly  uniform,'  and  learning 
that  a  hundred  and  twenty-seven  were  re- 
quired to  complete  this  embellishment,  he 
ordered  that  number  of  the  captives  to  be 
brought  forth,  and  slaughtered  in  cold 
blood.' 

"  Messrs  Norris  and  Abson,  who  had 
frequent  opportunity  of  visiting  the  bed- 
chamber of  Bossa  Ahadee,  found  the  pas- 
sage leading  to  it  paved  with  human  skulls. 
They  were  those  of  his  more  distinguished 
adversaries  captured  at  different  times,  and 
placed  in  that  situation  '  that  he  might 
nightly  enjoy  the  savage  gratification  of 
trampling  on  the  heads  of  his  enemies.' 
The  top  of  the  little  wall  which  surround- 
ed this  detached  apartment,  was  adorned 
likewise  with  their  jaw-bones.  What- 
ever may  have  been  the  frailties  of  Ahadee 
and  his  successors,  it  would  seem  from  all 
this  that  the  dread  of  ghosts  and  hobgob- 
lins formed  no  part  of  their  characters. 

"  From  Mr  Abson,  who  had  lived  thirty- 
seven  years  in  this  country,  the  greater  part 
of  which  he  had  been  governor  of  William's 
Fort,  the  African  Company's  chief  settle- 
ment in  this  quarter,  and  who,  ex-ojficio, 
attended  at  the  celebration  of  these  annual 
festivities,  I  had  many  relations  of  the  bar- 
barous acts  which  he  had  witnessed. 

"  The  immolation  of  victims  is  not  con- 
fined to  this  particular  period,  for  at  any 
time  should  it  be  necessary  to  send  an  ac- 
count to  his  forefathers  of  any  remarkable 
event,  the  king  dispatches  a  courier  to  the 
shades,  by  delivering  his  message  to  who- 
ever may  happen  to  be  near  him,  and  then 
ordering  his  head  to  be  chopped  off  imme- 
diately ;  and  it  has  not  unfrequently  hap- 
pened during  the  present  reign,  that,  as 
something  new  has  occurred  to  the  king's 
mind,  another  messenger  (as  Mr  Canning 
very  justly  observed,  like  the  postscript  of 
a  letter)  has  instantly  followed  on  the  same 
errand,  perhaps  in  itself  of  the  most  trivial 
kind. 

"  It  is  considered  an  honour  where  his 
majesty  personally  condescends  to  become 
the  executioner,  in  these  cases ;  an  office 
in  which  the  present  king  prides  himself  in 
being  very  expert.  The  governor  was  pre- 
sent on  one  occasion,  when  a  poor  fellow, 
whose  fear  of  death  out-weighing  the  sense 
of  the  honour  conferred  on  him,  on  being 
desired  by  the  king  to  carry  some  message 
to  his  father,  humbly  declared  on  his  knees, 
that  he  was  unacquainted  with  the  way  ;  on 
which  the  tyrant  vociferated  '  I'll  shew  you 
the  way,'  and,',with  one  blow,  made  his  head 
fly  many  yards  from  his  body,  highly  in- 
dignant that  there  should  have  been  the 
leact  expression  of  reluctance. 

"  The  performance  of  the  annual  sacri- 
fices is  considered  a  duty  so  sacred,  ftiat  no 
VOL.  XIV. 


allurement  in  the  way  of  gain — no  addi- 
tional price  which  the  white  traders  can  of- 
fer for  slaves, — will  induce  THE  KING  to 
spare  even  a  single  victim  of  the  establish- 
ed number  ;  and  he  is  equally  inexorable 
with  respect  to  the  chiefs  of  his  enemies, 
who  are  never,  on  any  aecount,  permitted 
to  live  if  they  fall  into  his  hands. 

"  I  had  once  occasion  to  witness  a  very 
marked  instance  of  this  vindictive  and  un- 
relenting spirit.  In  a  warlike  excursion  to- 
wards the  Mahee,  or  Ashantee  borders,  an 
enemy's  town  was  surprised,  and  a  great 
number  of  the  inhabitants  were  either  kill- 
ed or  made  prisoners ;  but  especial  care 
was  taken  that  the  head  of  the  prince  of 
that  district  should  be  sent  to  Abomey,  and 
that  every  branch  of  his  family  should,  if 
possible,  be  exterminated ;  for  it  was  one 
which  had  often  given  the  Dahomian  for- 
ces a  great  deal  of  trouble.  A  merciless 
massacre  of  these  individuals  therefore  took 
place,  in  obedience  to  strict  injunctions  to 
that  effect ;  and,  it  was  believed,  that  not 
one  of  the  breed  was  left  alive. 

*4  A  youth,  however,  about  seventeen 
years  of  age,  one  of  the  sons  of  the  obnoxi- 
ous prince,  had  managed  to  conceal  his 
real  quality,  and  not  being  pointed  out, 
succeeded  in  passing  among  the  crowd  of 
prisoners  to  the  Dahomian  capital,  where, 
after  selecting  that  proportion  thought  ne- 
cessary for  the  ensuing  sacrifices,  the  cap- 
tors sent  the  remainder  to  Grigwee,  to  be 
sold  at  the  factories.  This  young  man 
happened  to  be  purchased  by  me,  and  he 
lived  thenceforth  in  the  fort,  in  a  sort  of  ge- 
neral rendezvous  or  trunk,  as  it  is  called, 
for  those  belonging  to  that  department. 

"  In  a  very  short  time  after  this  trans- 
action, it  somehow  transpired  at  Abomey, 
that  there  yet  lived  this  remnant  of  the 
enemy's  family  ;  and  in  order  to  trace  him 
out  (for  the  scent  had,  in  some  degree,  been 
lost,  not  knowing  whether  he  had  been  dis- 
posed of  to  the  English,  French,  or  Por- 
tuguese, or  whether  he  was  not  actually 
embarked,)  the  king  fell  upon  a  scheme, 
which  strongly  displays  that  species  of  cun- 
ning and  artifice  so  often  observed  among 
savages. 

"  Some  of  his  Half  heads  (who  may  very 
appropriately  be  termed  his  mortal  mes- 
sengers, in  contradistinction  to  the  immor- 
tals sent  to  the  shades,)  arrived  one  evening 
at  the  fort,  and  with  the  Coke,  (a  stern  and 
hard-hearted  villain)  who,  in  the  absence  of 
the  Yavougah,  was  the  next  Caboceer,  de- 
manded admittance  in  the  king's  name, 
prostrating  themselves  as  usual,  and  cover- 
ing their  heads  with  dust.  On  entering, 
they  proceeded  immediately  to  that  quarter 
where  the  slaves  were,  and  repeated  the  ce- 
remony of  kissing  the  ground  before  they 
spoke  the  Icing's  word,  that  is  to  say,  de- 
livered his  message.  The  Coke  then  made 
a  long  harangue,  the  purport  of  which  was 
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to  signify  the  king's  regret  that  animo- 
sity should  have  so  long  existed  betv/een 
him  and  the  chief  of  that  country  which  he 
had  just  despoiled,  and  to  express  his  sor- 
row for  the  fate  of  a  family  which  had  suf- 
fered from  his  displeasure,  through  false 
accounts  and  misrepresentations.  For  this 
reason  he  was  now  most  anxious  to  make 
every  reparation  in  his  power  to  a  son  yet  re- 
maining of  that  prince,  and  would  readily 
re-establish  him  in  the  rank  and  possessions 
of  his  father,  could  he  only  find  him  out. 
Completely  duped  by  this  wile,  the  unsus- 
pecting lad  exultingly  exclaimed  '  I  am 
the  son  of  the  prince  !'  Then,  replied  the 
Coke,  with  a  hellish  joy  at  having  succeed- 
ed in  his  object,  c  you  are  just  the  person 
we  want;'  upon  which  these  Half  heads 
seized  him,  and  began  to  bind  his  hands. 
Finding  by  this  time  the  real  state  of  the 
case,  which  at  first  it  was  impossible  to 
comprehend,  I  strongly  protested  against 
their  seizing  a  slave  whom  I  had  regularly 
purchased,  and  complained  loudly  of  the 
insult  offered  to  the  Company's  Fort — but 
all  in  Vain.  I  then  earnestly  entreated  them 
to  offer  the  king  his  own  price,  or  selection 
of  goods,  and  to  beg,  as  a  favour  to  me,  that 
he  might  be  spared,  strongly  urging  the 
plea  also,  that  when  once  embarked,  he 
would  be  as  free  from  every  apprehensions 
respecting  him  as  if  he  had  killed  him. 

*'  The  Coke  coolly  replied,  that  I  need 
give  myself  no  farther  trouble  to  make  pro- 
posals, for  he  dared  not  repeat  one  of  them 
to  the  king ;  and  I  was  at  last,  after  an  in. 
effectual  struggle,  compelled  to  witness, 
with  the  most  painful  emotion,  this  ill-fated 
youth  dragged  off  in  a  state  of  the  gloomi- 
est despair : — a  despair  rendered  more  dis- 
mal from  the  fallacious  glimpse  of  return- 
ing happiness  by  which  he  had  been  so  cru- 
elly entrapped. 

"  He  was  immediately  hurried  away, 
and  murdered,  to  glut  the  vengeance  of  this 
pitiless  and  sanguinary  barbarian." 

Let  it  not  be  dreamt  for  a  single 
moment,  that  we  are  either  writing  or 
quoting  with  the  view  of  defending 
either  the  slave  trade  or  slavery.  Far 
from  us  be  such  abomination.  But 
the  question  which  awaits  the  decision 
of  the  English  Parliament,  or,  more 
properly,  of  England,  is  perhaps  the 
most  delicate  that  ever  engaged  the 
attention  of  a  great  nation  ;  and  it  is 
not  fit  that  the  public  mind  should, 
ere  the  moment  comes,  be  familiarized 
exclusively  with  one  side  of  the  affair. 
It  is  very  easy  to  talk  with  the  most 
hypochondriacal  of  poets  about "  find- 
ing our  brother  guilty  of  a  skin  unlike 
our  own" — it  is  very  easy  to  talk  with 
this  good  Quaker  about  an  English 
gentleman,  and  his  wife  and  daughters, 


made  slaves  of  at  Algiers ;  but  this  is 
not  the  way  to  come  at  the  truth  of 
the  case.  We  must  remember  not  only 
who  we  are — God  knows,  that  consi- 
deration involves  enough  of  reflection  ! 
— but  also  who  and  what  they  are 
about  whose  feelings  we  are  harangued. 
There  is  some  other  difference  besides 
that  of  the  skin  ;  and  however  bad  a 
thing  slavery  may  be  in  itself,  and 
however  wrong  it  may  have  been  in 
free-born  Britons  ever  to  have  done 
anything  that  tended  to  procreate 
slavery,  it  still  is  true,  that,  giving  to 
the  word  slavery  any  meaning  it  has 
as  yet  borne,  no  British  hand  was  ever 
yet  the  instrument  of  turning  any  one 
African  into  a  slave.  Unless,  indeed, 
it  should  be  so,  that  some  reigning 
African  Prince  has  been  kidnapped  for 
or  by  us  ;  and  then,  to  be  sure,  a  hu- 
man being  has  been  most  unjustifiably 
drawn  from  a  sphere  of  most  exquisite* 
as  well  as  most  legitimate  enjoyment 
— which,  may  Heaven  forgive  ! 

The  true  state  of  the  matter  is  this : 
— The  far  greater  part  of  the  rich  and 
extensive  Continent  of  Africa  has  been, 
from  the  earliest  period,  possessed  by 
negroes.  From  the  earliest  period,  there 
can  be  no  doubt  whatever,  that  the 
peoples  of  this  race  have  uniformly 
lived  as  savages  and  as  slaves.  We 
know  of  no  age  in  which  they  were  not 
slaves  at  home ;  and  we  know  of  no 
age  in  which  they  did  not  sell  each 
other  for  slaves,  to  whoever  would  buy 
them.  The  negro  inhabiting  his  own 
hut,  has  always  known  that  his  head 
might  be  cut  off  next  hour,  at  the  ca- 
price of  his  negro  tyrant.  The  negro 
following  the  standard  of  his  negro 

Erince  into  war,  never  did  so  without 
aving  the  most  perfect  knowledge, 
that  if  he  were  taken  prisoner  by  the 
negro  enemy,  the  best  hope  he  could 
nourish,  was  that  of  being  sold  for  a 
slave.  These  are  indisputable,  and 
indeed  indisputed,  facts.  And  accord- 
ingly the  feelings  and  manners,  the 
whole  souls  and  beings,  of  negroes,  have 
ever  been  imbued  with  the  sense  of 
degradation  ;  and  their  whole  charac- 
ter has  teemed  from  time  immemorial, 
and  teems  now,  with  all  the  vices  to 
which  the  most  intense  mixture  of 
cowardice  and  ferocity  can  give  birth. 
Their  princes  have  always  been  det- 
pots  ;  and  that  in  a  sense  to  which  no 
word  in  any  language  not  African  can 
do  adequate  justice.  Their  women 
have  always  been  the  most  degraded  ot 
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slaves — their  women  have  always  been 
loaded  with  the  severest  toils  of  their 
husbandry,  such  as  it  is,  and  has  been 
— their  intellect  has  stood  still  for 
many  thousand  years  ;  and  has,  up  to 
this  moment,  done  absolutely  NO- 
THING— their  superstitions  are  the 
most  foul — their  whole  ideas  are  the 
most  degraded — their  manners  are  the 
most  brutal — their  enjoyments  the 
most  base  of  which  human  nature  has 
ever  furnished  any  specimen.  And 
now  mark  this : — Throughout  by  far 
the  greater  part  of  these  horrible  ages, 
they  have  not  been  meddled  with, 
in  any  shape  whatever,  on  their  own 
soil,  by  people  of  any  other  race 
but  their  own.  Their  degradation 
has  been  their  own ;  and  in  spite  of 
all  that  can  be  said  about  the  in- 
terference of  modern  Europeans,  that 
degradation  is  at  this  moment  their 
own  handywork.  All  that  has  been 
done  from  without,  is  as  a  drop  in 
the  bucket  to  that  ocean  of  crime 
and  brutality  into  which  their  own 
base  and  uncontrolled  passions  have 
poured  their  eternal  reservoirs  of  vo- 
luntary evil. 

It  is  very  painful  to  make,  and  it 
cannot  be  pleasing  to  listen  to,  such 
statements ;  but  how  avoid  them  ?— 
seeing,  as  we  do,  that  it  is  the  uniform 
cant  of  the  persons  we  have  to  deal 
with,  to  talk  and  write  about  the  ne- 
groes, as  if  they  really  were  upon  a  le- 
vel in  all  things  but  good  luck  with 
every  other  part  of  the  great  family  to 
which  they  unquestionably  belong — 
as  if  their  degraded  condition  were  en- 
tirely the  work  of  whites — as  if,  but 
for  us,  they  were,  and  would  be,  ca- 
pable of  just  the  same  actions,  anima- 
ted with  just  the  same  feelings,  and  in 
possession  of  just  the  same  advantages, 
as  ourselves. — This  is  one  of  the  great 
primary  blunders  with  which  their 
talk,  non  m  (God  knows !)  sed  scepe 
cadendo,  is  making  people  so  familiar, 
that  they  lose  the  power  of  analysing 
and  detecting  them.  Look  at  the 
whole  Buxton  debate.  There  is  not, 
throughout  the  whole  of  it,  one  single 
allusion  to  what  the  negroes  were  ere 
any  European  meddled  with  them — 
or,  which  was  indeed  the  necessary 
consequence  of  that  omission,  to  what 
it  really  is  of  which  a  negro  can  be  de- 
prived by  being  made  a  European's 
bondsman. 

This  is  one  of  the  great  preliminary 
blunders  which  a  plausible  set  of  nar- 


653 

row-minded  imbeciles,  and  a  far  more 
despicable  knot  of  cunning  mercantile 
specula  tors,  have  been  eternally  uphold- 
ing. The  former,  we  dare  say,  have 
become  so  accustomed  to  the  chime, 
that  they  will  scarcely  trust  their  ears 
when  they  hear  the  idle  melody  check- 
ed by  another  note.  But  there  is  an- 
other blunder,  perhaps  still  more  con- 
temptible, of  which  we  must  also  say 
a  word  or  two,  ere  we  proceed  to  the 
real  business  before  us. 

It  is  assumed,  then,  that  he  who  is 
a  slave,  is  necessarily  and  uniformly 
placed  in  a  more  unhappy  condition 
than  he  could  possibly  be  placed  in 
were  he  not  a  slave.  We  have  already 
seen  what  an  African  negro  loses  when 
he  becomes  a  slave.  We  have  seen  how 
closely  his  feelings,  under  that  change, 
may  be  supposed  to  resemble  those  of 
AN  ENGLISH  GENTLEMAN  subjected 
to  Dahomy  or  Calabar  bondage.  But 
lay  aside,  for  a  moment,  the  actual 
change.  Take  the  negro  as  he  now  ex- 
ists in  the  West  Indies,  and  compare 
him,  not  with  the  negro  as  he  exists  in 
Ashantee,  but  with  the  labouring  pea- 
sant as  he  exists  in  England  or  in 
Scotland — in  the  most  happy  of  all  Eu- 
ropean countries — under  tne  most  be- 
nign of  all  human  governments — and 
see  what  is  the  real  state  of  the  case 
— -see  what  the  circumstances  really 
are  in  which  the  actual  conditions  of 
these  two  human  beings  differ.  In 
spite  of  "  the  African  Prince,"  of 
Clarkson,  and  the  Edinburgh  Review, 
we  suppose  the  comparison  will  scarce- 
ly be  objected  to  as  eye  facie  unfair,  by 
the  friends  of  the  negroes. 

We  are  not  about  to  speak  just  at 
present  of  the  blessings  of  religious  in- 
struction and  moral  feeling,  and  the 
enjoyments  of  civil  privileges.  Ne- 
groes have  never  been  robbed  of  any- 
thing that  can  deserve  to  be  talked  of, 
seriously,  we  mean,  under  any  of  these 
heads,  by  Europeans.  We  are  about 
to  speak  of  the  labouring  peasant  strict- 
ly as  such — of  his  physical  state— of 
his  comforts  and  means,  strictly  per- 
sonal and  domestic. 

The  friends  of  East  Indian  sugar 
always  set  out  with  the  gross  hardship 
of  labouring,  without  being  paid  for 
labour.  The  negro,  say  they,  gets  no 
wages  from  his  master ;  and  therefore 
he  is  below  all  other  human  beings. 

Now,  it  is  very  true,  that  the  negro 
gets  no  shilling  or  fifteenpence  a-day 
paid  him  every  Saturday  evening  by 


The  West  Indian  Controversy.     No.  II. 


654 

the  overseer  of  the  farm  on  which  he 
works  :  but  does  he  get  no  equivalent  ? 
In  the  first  place,  take  the  year  over, 
he  labours  infinitely  less  than  any  la- 
bourer in  this  country.  Mr  Bridges 
distinctly  pledges  himself  to  this  as- 
sertion, and  the  Mitigation  Critique, 
on  his  Pamphlet,  passes  it  sub  si- 
lentio.  In  the  second  place,  he  is  en- 
tirely clothed  at  his  master's  cost, 
and  he  is  allowed — no  matter  for 
the  present  how,  but  the  fact  is  so 
—he  is  allowed  as  much  free  time  to 
himself,  as  enables  him  to  support 
himself  and  his  family,  if  he  has  one, 
throughout  all  the  seasons  of  the  year, 
in  a  more  comfortable  manner  than  any 
labourer  in  Scotland  ever  dreams  of, 
and  probably  quite  as  well  as  any  Eng- 
lish peasant,  out  of  the  most  rich,  and 
favoured,  and  luxurious  counties  of 
England.  In  the  third  place,  over  and 
above  supporting  himself  most  com- 
fortably— over  and  above  his  house,  for 
which  he  pays  neither  rent  nor  tax — 
over  and  above  the  poultry,  eggs, 
yams,  molasses,  and  rum,which  he  eats 
and  drinks,  he  is,  when  he  is  at  all  re- 
gular in  his  habits  of  life,  able  to  re- 
alize money.  Mr  Bridges  tells  us,  in 
his  pamphlet,  that  he  has  known  negro 
labourers  worth  L.400  or  L.500  ; 
and  offering  the  loan  of  such  sums  to 
their  masters  and  overseers.  And  in 
general,  there  is  no  doubt  at  all  of  the 
fact,  that  every  well-behaved  negro 
labourer  does  realize  money.  Indeed 
if  they  had  no  money  to  spare,  how 
should  they  go  and  spend  so  much 
time  at  markets — a  practice  which, 
the  said  markets  having  sometimes 
been  held  on  Sunday,  Mr  Wilberforce 
is  so  violent  in  denouncing.  In  the 
fourth  place,  whenever  the  negro  la- 
bourer is  ill,  he  is  not  only  excused 
work,  but  anxiously  provided  with 
every  sort  of  medical  advice  and  medi- 
cine, at  the  sole  expense  of  his  supe- 
rior. In  the  fifth  place,  his  negress  is 
not  allowed  to  work  at  all  when  preg- 
nant ;  and  she  lies  in  in  comfort,  be- 
ing attended  by  a  doctor,  whom  the 
master  pays.  In  the  sixth  place,  an 
additional  allowance  of  food  and  clo- 
thing is  made  for  every  child ;  so  that 
a  pair  are  just  so  much  the  richer  the 
more  children  they  have.  In  the  se- 
venth place,  when  negro  men  or  wo- 
men get  old,  they  are  supported  en- 
tirely by  the  master  on  whose  fields 
they  have  toiled — they  have  no  fears 
for  an  unprotected  and  unprovided-for 
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old  age — they  have  never  heard  of 
work-houses,  or  alms-houses — they 
have  never  seen  a  negro  slave  begging 
his  bread.  In  a  word,  as  to  all  these 
matters,  (and  surely  Mr  Cobbett  him- 
self will  admit  they  are  tolerably  im- 
portant ones,)  the  situation  of  the  ne- 
gro slave  is,  toto  ccelo,  above  that  of  the 
poor  labouring  man  here  at  home  in 
Britain.  For  as  to  Ireland,  it  really 
would  be  too  much  of  a  joke  to  pile  up 
arguments  where  the  whole  affair  must 
be  self-evident. 

The  facts  we  have  been  mentioning 
are  always  kept  out  of  view  as  much 
as  possible,  and  sometimes  they  are 
even  partially  contradicted  by  the  wri- 
ters of  pamphlets  on  the  East  India 
sugar  side  of  the  question ;  but  our 
readers  may  depend  upon  it  they  are 
facts  notwithstanding;  and  they  are 
facts,  too,  which  neither  Wilberforce, 
nor  Mr  Buxton  the  Brewer,  nor  any 
other  man  whatever,  will  dare  to  dis- 
pute in  the  House  of  Commons ;  be- 
cause all  these  people  very  well  know 
that  they  are  facts ;  and  that  if  they  da- 
red to  deny  them,  there  are  members 
enough  there  who  have  personally 
known  the  West  Indies,  and  who  would 
immediately  answer  them  for  once  and 
for  ever.  But  though  all  this  be  so,  these 
gentlemen  are  by  no  means  exhaust- 
ed— they  will  turn  upon  us  with  the 
most  ardent  impatience,  and  they  will 
make  sundry  objections,  which  we 
shall  give  ourselves  the  trouble  both  of 
anticipating  and  of  demolishing. 

And  first,  they  will  say,  there  is  no 
intermission  (we  are  only  quoting  from 
the  Mitigation  preface)  in  the  labour 
of  the  healthy  slave,  except  the  time 
allowed  for  breakfast,  dinner,  sleep, 
Sunday,  and  the  twenty-six  or  thirty-six 
days  more  allowed  in  the  course  of  the 
year  as  holidays  and  otherwise. — And 
what  then?  is  our  answer.  What  are  the 
intermissions  in  the  labour  of  a  labour- 
ing man  here  at  home  ?  Are  there  any 
intermissions  at  all,  except  the  time 
that  goes  for  meals,  sleep,  Sunday  ? 
And  is  it  not  one  of  his  severest  evils, 
that  he  has  it  not  in  his  power  to  in- 
termit his  labour  in  cases  of  ordinary 
illness,  as  the  negro  has  ?  And  when 
his  labour  is  intermitted  from  the  se- 
verity of  the  weather,  or  any  other 
such  cause,  who  pays  him  his  wages 
— that  is,  supports  him  and  his  fami- 
ly ? 

But  secondly,  say  they,  it  may  be 
very  true  that  a  well-behaved  negra 
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has  it  in  his  power  to  make  money  ; 
but  what  avails  this,  since  he  has  not 
the  legal  power  of  bequest  ? 

This  is  one  of  the  topics  that  have 
been  most  unrelentingly  dwelt  upon ; 
and  in  the  strict  letter  of  the  law,  the 
thing  is  as  they  say.  But  what  then  ? 
is  once  more  our  answer.  Practically, 
the  slaves  are  universally  permitted  to 
leave  not  only  money,  but  houses  and 
lands,  to  whomsoever  they  please. — 
This  is  the  custom,  the  practice,  the 
universal  practice.  And,  accordingly, 
amidst  all  this  mass  of  Pamphlets,  Re- 
ports, Appeals,  Views,  Considerations, 
is  there  ONK  instance  produced  of  the 
peculium  of  a  negro  being  seized  by 
his  master,  or  of  his  bequests  being  in 
any  manner,  or  form,  or  degree  what- 
ever, interfered  with  ? — No.  No  such 
fact  is  stated.  If  it  could  have  been 
stated,  sure  enough  may  we  be,  it  would 
have  been  so. 

We  admit,  however,  that  that  which 
does  take  place  by  custom  and  prac- 
tice, ought  to  be  made  capable  of  ta- 
king place  by  law.  Mr  Canning  pro- 
posed that  every  negro  who  had  enter- 
ed into  the  state  of  marriage,  should 
be  allowed,  by  law,  to  execute  a  legal 
will ;  and  we  have  already  said,  that 
this  appeared  to  us  to  be  a  very  beau- 
tiful idea.  As  it  is,  there  is  no  hard- 
ship practically  felt  by  the  negro  as  to 
this  matter ;  and  the  White  clamour 
about  it  has  therefore  been  cant,  and 
nothing  but  cant. 

But,  thirdly,  say  they : — The  negro 
is  subjected  to  corporal  punishment ; 
and  "  he  is,  or,  at  least,  may  be,  brand- 
ed on  the  flesh,"  like  a  horse  or  sheep. 
Now,  as  to  the  branding,  no  person 
born  in  the  West  Indies  can  be  so  dealt 
with :  that  is  the  law.  Since  the  slave 
trade  has  been  put  an  end  to,  this, 
therefore,  has  altogether  ceased  :  and 
it  must  be  recalled  by  these  pamph- 
leteers now,  either  from  gross  igno- 
rance of  what  they  pretend  to  have 
spent  their  lives  in  studying,  or  from 
a  wilful  and  deliberate  determination 
to  excite  popular  feelings,  cost  what  it 
may  on  the  score  of  truth.  So  much 
for  the  branding.  As  for  the  corporal 
punishment,  it  has  been  already  vir- 
tually abolished,  in  regard  to  women 
altogether  •  and  it  is  not  practised  with 
severity,  in  regard  to  the  men.  Com- 
pared with  the  corporal  punishments 
inflicted  in  our  own  army  and  navy, 
the  thing  is  as  nothing.  No  negro  man 
is  whipped  to  the  breaking  of  the  skin, 


unless  in  very  extraordinary  cases  of 
guilt,  or  by  an  accident  which  his 
master  regrets.  When  Lord  Bathurst 
wrote  out  to  Jamaica  some  years  ago, 
about  mutilation  of  negroes,  the  only 
feelings  excited  in  the  minds  of  the 
West  Indian  planters,  were  wonder 
and  indignation ; — indignation  against 
the  most  brazen  calumniators  who  had 
dared  to  insinuate  such  atrocities,  and 
wonder  that  Lord  Bathurst  should 
have  been  so  green  as  to  put  any  faith 
in  such  stories  from  such  men.  But 
the  negro  is  compelled  to  labour — this 
is  the  taunt  which  nothing  can  prevent 
from  being  repeated.  He  is  compell- 
ed. Yes,  but  why  ?  Because  he  will 
not  labour  otherwise.  This  is  the  fact 
— this  is  the  result  of  actual  and  ex- 
tensive experience.  Hear  Mr  Bar- 
ham. 

"  A  few  negroes  under  peculiar  circum- 
stances, may  have  laboured  for  hire,  but 
the  evidence  of  all  the  colonies  in  the  West 
Indies  (in  seme  of  which  there  are  abun- 
dance of  free  negroes,  and  abundance  of 
people  who  would  gladly  hire  them)  proves, 
that,  constituted  as  he  now  is,  the  negro 
will  not  work  but  under  coercion.  Hayti 
proves  it — Africa  proves  it." 

The  Edinburgh  Reviewer  dwells 
most  vehemently  on  Hayti.  Hear 
what  follows. 

"  The  cultivation  of  Hayti  seems  to  be 
now  confined  to  the  raising  of  provisions, 
which  requires  very  little  labour,  and  to  the 
gathering  of  coffee  and  cotton  from  the 
trees  already  planted.  As  to  Africa,  even 
though  in  one  particular  part  there  should 
be  a  class  of  men,  who  will  undertake  tem- 
porary jobs  for  hire,  and  even  though  there 
may  be  some  symptoms  of  voluntary  labour 
at  Sierra  Leone,  produced  by  moral  im- 
provement, yet  such  exceptions  destroy  not 
the  general  evidence  of  that  vast  continent. 
Indeed,  the  latter  case  rather  confirms  out 
statement.  It  is  far  from  our  meaning, 
that,  by  moral  improvement,  any  change 
may  not  be  effected ;  what  we  mean  to  say, 
is,  that  till  such  improvement  shall  have 
taken  place,  the  negro  will  only  work  by 
coercion.  A  curious  proof  of  this  will  be 
found  in  Mr  John  Hay's  Narrative  of  the 
Grenada  Insurrection,  published  by  Ridg- 
way,  page  106.  This  gentleman  was  some 
time  detained  at  Guadaloupe,  then  under 
the  government  of  Victor  Hugues.  Pu- 
nishment by  the  whip  had  been  then  totally 
abolished  ;  but,  instead  of  it,  a  military  tri* 
bunal  had  been  established,  consisting  of 
five  whites  and  blacks,  who  made  a  tour  of 
the  island  once  a  month,  in  order  to  try  and 
punish  such  negroes  as  had  neglected  their 
work.  They  tocre  condemned  to  be  chain- 
ed ly  the  middle  and  ancle  for  five  to  fif~ 
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teen  years.  The  more  refractory  were  shot, 
which  very  frequently  happened.  Mr  Hay 
relates  this  incidentally,  and  not  for  the  pur- 
pose of  founding  any  argument  upon  it. 

"  But,  indeed,  we  hardly  need  to  appeal 
to  experience  for  the  proof.  By  the  clearest 
conclusions  from  facts  that  cannot  be  dis- 
puted, we  may  assure  ourselves,  a  priori, 
that  it  must  be  so.  The  labour  of  a  few 
days,  builds  as  good  a  habitation  as  the 
negro  desires;  and  the  labour  of  a  few 
more,  supplies  him  with  food  for  the  year. 
Clothing  he  hardly  wants,  and  artificial  de- 
sires he  has  none  so  strong  as  the  desire  to 
pass  his  time  in  idleness.  By  what  then  but 
force  can  he  be  brought  to  work  ?  We  must 
here  call,  with  the  Greek  mathematician, 
for  ground  to  stand  on.  Ground  there  is 
none ;  and  we  might  as  soon  expect  to  put 
a  machine  in  motion  by  a  power,  which 
should  be  weaker  than  the  power  that  re- 
sists, as  we  might  expect  the  free  negro  to 
labour  for  hire,  till  some  adequate  want 
shall  impel  him.  To  teach  him  artificial 
wants,  must  be  a  work  of  time  and  uncer- 
tainty ;  and  the  case  is  hopeless,  unless  we 
can  bring  him  under  the  same  impulse 
•which  acts  on  the  free  labourer  everywhere 
else.  All  the  world  over,  this  is  neither 
more  nor  less  than  the  want  of  food  ;  and 
if  the  negro  is  to  work,  that  stimulus  must 
be  applied  to  him,  or  he  must  remain  un- 
der the  whip ;  for,  as  to  confinement  or  dis- 
grace, he  would  hardly  feel  them  as  a  pu- 
nishment. 

*'  Such  are  not  the  most  pleasing  views  of 
human  condition,  but  we  must  not  shut 
our  eyes  to  them,  unless  we  would  grossly 
deceive  ourselves.  The  slave  probably 
would  prefer  his  present  state  under  the 
whip,  to  that  into  which  we  would  thus 
lead  him ;  and,  no  doubt,  that  physically 
he  suffers  less  in  his  present  state,  than  he 
would  then  do  at  first ;  but  the  process  is 
unavoidable ;  and  if  you  would  convert 
him  into  a  free  labourer,  there  is  no  other 
way  to  teach  him. 

"  But  how  may  the  thing  be  effected  ? 
Half  an  acre  is  sufficient  for  his  cottage  and 
his  food  ;  the  kind  of  land  he  wants  is  of 
little  value,  and  is  divided  amongst  pro- 
prietors so  numerous  as  to  render  a  combi- 
nation impossible.  Sooner  than  let  their 
land  lie  waste,  these  proprietors  would  un- 
derbid each  other,  and  the  negro  would  thus 
obtain  what  land  he  wants,  at  a  rent  which 
the  labour  of  a  week,  perhaps,  would  pro- 
cure him.  Another  week  would  serve 
for  its  cultivation,  and  the  remaining  fifty 
weeks  he  would  remain  idle.  It  does  not 
seem  that  any  law  could  reach  this  case  ; 
nor  could  it  be  prevented,  unless  all  the 
land  were  in  one  proprietor," 

The  truth  is,  that  no  man  labours 
without  the  application  of  some  stimu- 
lus ;  and  the  negro,  the  laziest  of  all 
men,  is  the  least  likely  to  do  so.  Cor- 
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poral  punishment,  no  doubt  of  that, 
is  a  disgusting  thing,  and  we  should 
most  certainly  rejoice  in  seeing  it  al- 
together banished,  (unless  in  terrible 
cases  indeed,)  both  from  the  West  In- 
dian plantations,  and  from  the  British 
army,  and  the  British  navy.  An  ex- 
ternal stimulus  of  some  sort,  however, 
is  necessary,  when  there  is  none  suf- 
ficient within.  The  lazy  soldier  cleans 
his  musket,  because,  if  he,  does  not,  he 
will  be  whipped ; — the  lazy  negro  works 
in  the  sugar  field  for  the  same  reason. 
The  poor  labourer  at  home,  however 
lazily  inclined,  works,  because,  if  he 
does  not,  he  and  his  family  must  starve. 
This  last,  we  are  pretty  sure,  is  not 
the  feeblest,  nor  the  least  painful  of 
these  engines.  Starving  is  worse  than 
the  scourge,  and  the  fear  of  wife  and 
children  starving  is  worse  than  a 
thousand  scourges.  Let  the  soldier 
and  the  negro  be  tried  with  the  stimu- 
lus of  the  labouring  peasant,  and  see 
how  either  of  them  will  relish  the 
change.  Ay,  and  whether  it  please 
them  or  not,  let  them  be  kept  to  it. 

A  fourth  point  of  clamour  is  thus 
stated  by  the  Mitigation  Society,  in 
their  preface,  (p.  14.) — "  In  the  sea- 
son of  crop,  which  lasts  for  four  or  five 
months  of  the  year,  their  labour  is  pro- 
tracted, not  only  throughout  the  day, 
as  at  other  times,  but  during  either 
half  the  night,  or  the  whole  of  every 
alternate  night."  Now,  what  is  the 
truth  ?  It  is  this : — On  all  estates  that 
are  managed  with  any  sort  of  care  and 
skill — that  is  to  say,  on  all  estates,  but 
an  infinitesimally  small  proportion,  the 
negroes  make  their  "  spells,"  as  they 
are  called,  so  that  the  turn  for  night 
work  comes  round  only  twice  a  week 
for  each  "spell."  This  is  the  fact.  It  is 
also  a  fact  pretty  well  known,  that  sol- 
diers have  such  things  as  night-watches 
or  guards  all  the  year  over  ;  and  it  is 
a  fact  of  which  no  man  that  has  ever 
made  one  voyage  in  a  king's  ship  can 
be  ignorant,  that  no  sailor  ever  can  sleep 
more  than  four  hours  at  a  time.  Ano- 
ther fact  most  certain  and  indisputa- 
ble, is,  that  be  the  hardship  of  the 
crop  season  what  it  may,  all  negroes 
whatever  are  found  to  be  fatter  and 
better  at  the  end  of  it,  than  at  its  be- 
ginning. Let  them  make  of  this  what 
they  please — deny  it  they  cannot.  Nor 
can  it  be  denied,  that  if  all  the  negroes 
were  made  freemen  to-morrow,  they 
would  still — that  is,  if  they  were  to 
continue  as  labourers  in  the  cultiva- 
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tion  of  the  sugar  cane  in  the  West  In- 
dies, be  compelled,  by  the  nature  of 
the  plant  and  the  climate,  to  do  a  cer- 
tain portion  of  night  work,  as  well  as 
of  day  work,  during  the  season  of  the 
sugar  crop. 

Thefftk  item  of  the  ditty  shall  be 
given  also  in  their  own  words  : — "  It 
is,"  say  they,  "  an  universal  principle 
of  colonial  law,  that  all  blacks,  or  co- 
loured persons,  are  presumed  and  ta- 
ken to  be  slaves,  unless  they  can  le- 
gally prove  the  contrary.  The  liberty, 
therefore,  even  of  free  persons,  is  thus 
often  greatly  endangered,  and  some- 
times lost.  They  are  liable  to  be  ap- 
prehended as  run-away  slaves." — We 
have  quoted  the  ipsissima  verba  here : 
the  same  thing  is  stated  fifty  times 
over,  in  different  shapes,  in  all  their 
speeches;  and  in  all  their  pamphlets  ; 
but  isdt  the  more  true  for  all  that  ? — 
NO — oijce  more,  NO. 

The  simple  truth  is  this,  that  no 
man,  either  black  or  coloured,  is  ever 
taken  up  and  obliged  to  give  an  ac- 
count of  himself  and  his  status,  UN- 
LESS HE  BE  COMMITTING  AN  ACT  OP 

VAGRANCY.   If  he  be  found  a  vagrant, 
and  without  any  proof  of  his  freedom, 
in  a  country  where  the  number  of  free 
persons  of  colour  is  so  extremely  small, 
where  is  the  hardship  of  being  taken 
for  a  run-away  slave  ?  or  rather,  where 
is  the  possibility  of  being  taken  for 
anything  else  ?  Remain  in  your  own 
parish,  or  if  you  leave  it,  to  beg  on  the 
street  or  highway,  bring  the  evidence 
of  your  manumission,  or  the  register 
of  your  free  birth  with  you  in  your 
pocket,  and  you  are  safe.    But  do  not 
expect  to  become  a  licensed  beggar, 
only  by  being  able  to  pass  a  given  val- 
ley, mountain,  or  stream,  and  telling  a 
lie.    The  preface  chimes  and  chimes 
about  the  "  onus  probandi  being  laid 
on  the  negro" — the  onus  probandi  never 
is,  nor  can  be,  laid  upon  him,  unless  he 
be  found  in  the  commission  of  an  un- 
lawful act ;  and  universally,  if  a  white 
man  claims  an  individual  negro  for  his 
slave,   the   onus  probandi  is  on   the 
claimant.     At  present,  vagrants  are 
sold : — it  were  well,  perhaps,  and,  in- 
deed, we  believe  the  West  Indian  body 
have  themselves  recommended,  that 
this  should  be  done  away  with,  the  va- 
grant being  sent  to  a  house  of  industry 
instead.     Whether,  however,  this  al- 
teration could  be  at  all  to  the  negro 
vagrant's  taste,  is  extremely  question- 
able. 
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A  sixth  charge  made  in  many  of  the 
Wilberforcean  speeches,  and  repeated 
in  the  Wilberforcean  commentary,  re- 
fers to  the  alleged  hostility  of  the  co- 
lonial legislatures  to  manumission. — 
That  the  charge  should  have  been 
made  in  the  House  of  Commons,  was 
much ;  but  that  it  should  have  been 
made  over  again  in  the  pamphlet,  is 
really  more  than  astonishing.     It  was 
answered,  in  the  speech  of  Mr  Mar- 
ryatt,  and  answered  so  fully,  and  with 
such  an  overwhelming  detail  of  facts, 
that  we  could  not  have  believed  it  pos- 
sible that  even  the  Mitigation  should 
have  ventured  so  soon  to  raise  the 
same  cry  again.     The  detailed  state- 
ments of  Mr  Marryatt,  we  must  be  ex- 
cused from  going  into.     Everybody 
ought  to  study  the  book  where  the 
speech  is  embodied,  and  we  must  con- 
tent ourselves  with  referring  to  it; 
but  one  plain  and  unvarnished  fact, 
of  a  much  more  general  nature,  can- 
not be  overlooked,  and  it  is  this ;  that 
whatever  taxes  lie  upon  manumission 
now,  are  imposed,  not  for  the  sake  of 
the  masters,  but  for  that  of  the  slaves. 
Some  masters  have  been  brutal  enough 
to  wish  to  free  themselves  from  the 
necessity  of  supporting  their  old  and 
worn  out  slaves,  by  a  summary  process 
of  manumission;  and  it  is  only  to 
guard  against  the  possibility  of  this — 
it  is  only  to  guard  the  poor  old  black 
from  the  danger  of  being  turned  adrift 
to  starve  after  his  hands  are  enfee- 
bled, that  a  small  sum  is  levied  from 
the  master,  (after  all,  it  is  but  a  few 
pounds,)  which  sum  goes  not  into  the 
public  exchequer,  but  into  a  fund,  out 
of  which  the  negro  is  to  have  the  right 
of  drawing  the  means  of  life,  in  case 
he  ever  should  sink  into  a  state  of  des- 
titution.    Such  is  the  fact,  and  such 
has  been  the  commentary  thereon  of 
the  most  charitable  of  their  species. 

But,  let  us  consider,  for  a  moment, 
the  reason  of  the  thing,  abstracted  from 
questions  of  minute  detail.  What  are 
the  feelings  which  a  man  is  likely  to 
entertain  in  regard  to  his  slave?— 
Grant  them  the  full  use  of  their  own 
favourite  simile — grant  that  the  black 
man  is  really  in  the  eyes  of  the  white 
no  more  than  a"  black  horse — grant  all 
this,  for  a  moment,  absurd  as  it  is, — 
and  what  is  the  consequence  ?  A  ne- 
gro is  worth  £80, — such  seems  to  be 
the  average  admitted  on  all  sides. 
Now,  does  a  man  who  possesses  a  herse 
worth  L.80  treat  that  horse  with  un- 
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necessary  cruelty — does  he  lash  him, 
does  he  starve  him,  does  he,  in  any- 
way whatever,  molest  him,  if  he  can 
possibly  avoid  it? — no — laying  the 
feelings  of  humanity  altogether  out  of 
the  question,  the  sense  of  interest  is 
the  sure  safeguard. 

My  prosperity  lies  in  the  strength 
and  thriving  of  my  horse — the  sleek- 
ness of  his  coat,  which  shews  that  he 
is  well  fed  and  lodged,  shews  also,  that 
I  am  proprietor  of  a  valuable  animal  : 
the  ragged  skin  and  tottering  limbs, 
which  attest  his  bad  condition,  are  al- 
so the  symbols  of  my  own  patrimonial 
loss,  and  the  loss,  so  far  as  the  animal 
goes,  of  my  poverty.  In  like  manner  as  to 
manumission,  who  will  believe  that  the 
colonial  assemblies  hate  manumission, 
when  it  is  evident,  that  every  indivi- 
dual planter  who  sits  there,  increases 
the  value  of  his  own  slaves  in  exactly 
the  same  proportion  wherein  the  total 
number  of  slaves  within  his  colony  is 
diminished?  Would  the  sheep-farmers 
on  Cheviot  be  miserable  in  hearing 
that  the  sheep-farmers  of  Argyle  had 
lost  their  sheep? — They  would  rejoice, 
because  they  would  know  that  their 
own  wool  and  mutton  would  fetch  a 
larger  price  in  the  market.— We  must 
carry  the  principles  of  common  sense 
with  us  wherever  we  .go,  and  unless 
we  believe  that  the  West  Indians  are 
not  only  the  brutal  knaves,  which  they 
have  so  liberally  been  styled,  but  the 
brutal  fools  also,  which  we  believe  even 
Mr  Buxton  the  Brewer  has  not  yet 
done  them  the  honour  to  call  them,  we 
must  believe  that,  like  all  other  human 
beings,  they  have  a  care  of  their  own 
property, — are  kind  to  animals  who 
cannot  thrive  on  cruelty,  and  encou- 
rage, not  discountenance  and  oppose, 
those  measures  by  which  the  value  of 
their  own  possessions  is  and  must  be 
most  effectually  increased. — No  new 
slaves  can  be  got  from  Africa  now :  it 
follows,  as  the  strictest  of  logical  con- 
sequences, that  those  who  are  in  the 
West  Indies  are  dealt  with  in  the  man- 
ner esteemed  most  conducive  to  their 
long  life  and  sound  health, — and  that 
this  manner  is  the  manner  of  kindness 
and  attention,  we  presume,  no  one  ever 
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doubted  or  could  doubt.  The  other 
branch  of  the  charge  has  precisely  the 
same  answer.  The  fewer  slaves  there 
are,  the  more  valuable  are  the  slaves 
which  I  possess;  and,  therefore,  I 
must  be  rejoiced  when  I  hear  of  my 
neighbour  manumitting  his  negroes. 

Having  cleared  away  this  rubbish, 
we  shall  proceed  to  quote  some  of  the 
.very  sensible  remarks,  with  which  Mr 
Barham  *  introduces  a  plan,  of  which 
we  shall  have  more  to  say  in  the  se- 
quel. 

"  One  of  the  measures  recommended  by 
the  colonies,"  says  he,  "  is  the  facilitating 
individual  emancipation  ;  and  certainly  it 
is  desirable,  that  there  should  be  no  im- 
pediment in  the  way  of  those,  who  ate  dis- 
posed to  give  freedom  to  their  Slaves,  as  a 
reward,  or  from  kindness;  but  no  error 
could  be  more  pernicious  than  to  suppose, 
that  general  emancipation  can  arrive  by 
multiplying  individual  emancipations.  The 
case  of  the  Negro  has  by  some  been  com- 
pared to  that,  which  once  existed  in  our 
own  and  most  other  countries,  where  (as 
has  been  justly  said)  slavery  was  at  last  ex- 
tinguished by  the  enfranchisement  of  the 
last  slave.  But  the  cases  differ  essentially. 
When  the  European  slave  was  enfran- 
chised, he  passed  into  the  general  mass  of 
the  free  population.  Not  thus  is  it  with 
the  negro:  when  he  is  enfranchised,  he 
passes  not  into  the  condition  of  the  free 
community,  but  forms  a  separate  class  of 
his  own  ;  (as  we  see  in  every  colony)  the 
most  wretched  class  of  the  whole  popula- 
tion. The  reason  of  this  is  evident ;  namely, 
that  he  is  not  yet  in  that  state  of  moral  im- 
provement, in  which  freedom  is  a  good. 

"  It  will  perhaps  be  said,  that  the  case 
will  become  different  when  the  number  of 
emancipated  negroes  becomes  greater ;  but 
experience  does  not  warrant  this  opinion. 
We  do  not  observe,  that  the  free  blacks 
are  more  improved  where  they  are  more 
numerous  :  we  can  hardly  discern  any-, 
where,  that  one  step  has  ever  been  taken  by 
them  VOLUNTARILY  towards  civilization; 

NOR  EVER  WILL  THERE,  TILL  THEIR 
WHOLE  CHARACTER  BE  PREVIOUSLY 

CHANGED.  But  as  they  become  more 
numerous  they  will  become  more  danger- 
ous ;  and,  be  where  it  may,  whenever  they 
become  sufficiently  strong,  unless  altered 
in  character,  they  will  drive  out  the  whites, 
and  make  the  remaining  blacks  slaves  to 
themselves.^ 


"  Considerations  on  the  Abolition  of  Negro  Slavery,  and  the  Means  of  Practically 
Effecting  it.  By  J.  F.  Barham,  Esq.  The  Second  Edition.  London :  Printed  for 
James  Ridgway,  Piccadilly,  1823. 

f  There  is  nothing  of  which  a  negro  slave  has  such  horror  as  that  of  becoming  the 
slave  of  a  free  negro,  for  these  arc  generally  found  to  be  the  severest  of  masters.  I  would 
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«  Of  all  the  projects  that  have  ever  been 
imagined,  that  of  declaring  all  the  children 
free,  who  shall  be  born  after  a  certain  time, 
is  the  one  which  would  bring  with  it  the 
most  certain  ruin.  Indeed,  we  may  fix 
the  date  at  which  that  ruin  would  arrive : 
this  would  be  (if  it  did  not  happen  sooner) 
at  the  first  moment  when  this  generation 
had  reached  maturity. 

"  Those,  who  expect  that  this  genera- 
tion  would  resemble  the  free  labourers  of 
other  countries,  are  strangely  deceived.  Let 
men  conclude  what  they  will,  from  cases  of 
exception,  we  know  that  the  negro  race  is 
so  averse  to  labour,  that  without  force  we 
have  hardly  anywhere  been  able  to  obtain 
it,  even  from  those  who  had  been  trained  to 
work  ;  and  now  we  are  to  expect  it  from 
those  who  have  been  trained  to  idleness  ! 

"  No — if  ever  general  emancipation  is 
to  come  without  general  ruin,  it  must  come, 
not  by  emancipating  slaves,  but  by  eman- 
cipating slavery  ,•  by  gradually  extracting 
from  the  condition  of  slavery  all  its  ingre- 
dients, till  at  last  the  whole  mass  of  slaves 
shall  at  once  glide,  as  it  were,  into  freedom. 
From  the  former  course  we  could  expect 
only  an  idle  and  vicious  population  ;  in  the 
latter,  every  step  we  take  is  good  in  itself, 
and  leads  to  good.  In  the  former  process, 
the  farther  we  go  the  greater  is  the  danger  ; 
in  the  latter,  every  day  would  bring  addi- 
tional security." 

Now,  The  Edinburgh  Reviewer, 
with  the  usual  good  faith  and  sound 
logic  of  that  periodical,  expatiates  on 
one  or  two  instances  of  comparative  and 
even  complete  emancipation,  bestowed 
without  apparent  evil  results  on  the 
slaves  of  one  or  two  particular  estates, 
as  if  these  were  sufficient  to  destroy  the 
notions  which  Mr  Barbara,  and,  in- 
deed, all  actually  acquainted  with  the 
West  Indies,  have  entertained  in  re- 
gard to  the  possibility  of  any  general 
emancipation,  hoc  statu.  But  is  not 
the  fallacy  self-evident  ?  I  set  free  the 
slaves  of  my  farm — well,  what  can 
they  do?  Every  other  proprietor  in  the 
island  retains  his  negroes  in  their  old 
condition.  Whither  then  can  my  new- 
made  freemen  go — to  what  can  they 
turn  themselves  ?  They  see  themselves 
surrounded  by  a  territory,  every  inch 
of  which  is  property,  and  everywhere 
furnished  with  a  population  of  la- 
bourers adequate  to  its  cultivation. 
Other  arts  besides  those  of  the  agri- 
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cultural  life,  to  which  they  have  been 
bred,  they  have  none.  The  conse- 
quence is,  that  they  must  continue  to 
labour  my  fields  or  they  must  starve 
elsewhere.  But  how  widely  different 
the  case  of  a  general,  an  insular,  ay, 
an  archipelagogical  emancipation  !  All 
hands  are  set  free — if  all  be  willing  to 
take  to  the  mountains,  and  content  them 
with  the  supply  of  the  few  wants  of  sa- 
vage life,  what  resistance  can  a  handful 
of  whites  offer  to  their  determination  ? 
Without  them  we  are  all  ruined,  and 
to  keep  them  we  have  neither  the 
power  of  authority  nor  that  of  temp- 
tation. Away  they  go— our  fields  lie 
desolate  and  we  are  beggared — they 
raise  easily,  in  the  meantime,  in  that 
teeming  climate,  the  roots  necessary  for 
their  subsistence,  and  soon  gaining 
courage  from  the  sense  of  their  num- 
bers and  our  weakness,  they  issue 
from  the  hills  savages  restored  to  all 
the  half-smouldered  passions  of  their 
race  ;  they  issue  to  waste,  to  destroy, 
to  massacre,  and  convert  Jamaica— 
the  West  Indies — from  end  to  end,in- 
to  a  faithful  copy  of  their  native  or 
ancestral  Nigritia.  Such  would  be, 
we  doubt  not,  the  result  of  any  such 
rash  measure  adopted  now :  and  what 
the  consequences  would  be  to  the  plant- 
ers, what  the  consequences  would  be 
to  England,  it  is  not  very  difficult 
to  see : — but,  "  there  is  balm  in  Gi- 
lead,"  q  uoth  the  Godly  Scribe  of  the  Mi- 
tigation Report, — "  though  we  might 
get  less  sugar  from  the  West  Indies," 
say  they  in  their  Appendix,  "  we  might 
get  plenty  of  it  from  some  other  quar* 
ter  !!!"—' 

But  after  all,  Brougham's  review  is 
no  more  as  to  this  matter  than  a  re- 
petition of  what  both  Mr  Buxton  and 
he  himself  said,  and  Mr  Baring  an- 
swered, on  the  15th  May.  In  advert- 
ing to  Brougham's  instances  of  suc- 
cessful emancipation,  this  distinguish- 
ed mercantile  Member  expressed  him- 
self as  follows : — 

"  The  honourable  Mover  of  the  Resolu- 
tion had  given  cases  of  Negro  slavery  which 
had  been  put  an  end  to  without  any  con- 
vulsion or  ill  consequences  having  follow- 
ed. Those  who  spoke  of  these  instances 


not  willingly  undervalue  the  virtues  of  the  slaves,  (and  attachment  to  their  masters, 
when  kindly  used,  they  certainly  have  in  an  eminent  degree,)  but  I  imagine,  that  to  the 
fear  of  being  made  slaves  to  other  negroes  we  must  in  some  degree  attribute  that  adhe- 
rence to  their  masters,  which  the  slaves  have  often  manifested  in  cases  of  insurrection.— 
Note  by  Mr  Barham. 

VOL.  XIV.  4  0 
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could  hardly  express  themselves  in  terms 
of  sufficient  delight.  They  were  full  of  the 
beauty  of  the  scene,  in  observing  how  gra- 
dually the  whole  mass  of  slavery  melted 
and  sunk  away,  without  disorder  of  any 
kind,  or  any  measures  on  the  part  of  the  Le- 
gislature being  needed,  to  prevent  the  danger 
and  mischief  usually  anticipated.  But  he 
begged  leave  to  say,  that  the  instances 
mentioned  are  cases  so  little  in  point,  that 
it  would  require  much  candour  to  suppose 
they  could  be  selected,  with  good  faith,  by 
those  who  brought  them  forward.  In  New 
York,  the  white  population  was  about  a 
million.  Its  slaves,  at  the  time  of  their  li- 
beration, did  not  exceed  five  thousand.  It 
was  impossible  that  the  whites  could  fear 
anything  from  the  emancipation  of  the  few 
slaves  that  were  among  them.  It  was  the 
same  in  New  Jersey,  another  instance  which 
had  been  adduced.  There  the  white  popu- 
lation was  very  numerous,  and  the  number 
of  the  slaves  did  not  exceed  ten  thousand. 
In  Pennsylvania  the  whites  were  nearly  as 
numerous  as  in  New  York,  but  the  slave 
population,  owing  to  the  exertions  of  the 
Quakers,  has  at  all  times  been  inconsider- 
able. The  case  of  Columbia  was,  perhaps, 
a  little  more  in  point.  Yet,  according  to 
the  statement  of  the  honourable  Mover,  the 
free  population  was  more  than  double  that 
of  the  slaves,  and  the  fate  of  that  country 
can  hardly  be  considered  as  yet  sufficiently 
settled,  to  draw  any  sober  conclusions  from 
what  is  passing  there.  In  Ceylon,  another 
of  his  examples,  the  slaves  were  in  a  state 
of  vassalage,  more  like  the  condition  of  the 
ancient  peasantry  of  England,  and  all  class- 
es consisted  of  men  who  derived  their  ori- 
gin from  the  same  source,  viz.  the  Malabar 
race.  That  country  was  under  a  strong 
military  government.  Its  tranquillity  did 
not  rest  on  the  opinion  of  the  freeman  or 
the  slave,  and,  therefore,  neither  in  this  nor 
in  the  other  instances  brought  forward,  is 
there  that  resemblance  with  the  situation  of 
our  West-India  colonies,  where  the  slaves 
out-number  the  whites,  in  the  proportion  of 
at  least  10  to  1,  to  constitute  anything  like 
a  perfect  analogy.  We  are  not,  therefore, 
justified  in  believing,  that  slavery  in  our 
West-India  colonies  would  melt  into  free- 
dom, without  convulsion,  or  that  the  agi- 
tation of  questions  of  this  nature  is  unat- 
tended with  imminent  peril. 

"  It  had  been  said  by  an  honourable 
and  learned  gentleman  (Mr  Brougham) 
that  the  insurrection  of  the  slaves  in  Bar- 
badoes,  which  had  occurred  a  few  years 
ago,  was  not  owing  to  their  having  mista- 
ken the  object  of  the  registry,  a  measure  at 
that  time  about  to  be  established.  He  cal- 
led upon  that  honourable  and  learned  gen- 
tleman for  the  authority  on  which  he  made 
that  assertion  [no  answer.]  He,  (Mr  Ba- 
ring;) on  the  authority  of  the  governor  of 
the  island,  Sir  James  Leith,  maintained, 


that  it  was  in  consequence  of  the  interven- 
tion of  Parliament  at  that  time  being  mis- 
taken by  the  slaves  ;  and  from  that  instance 
of  mischief  having  ensued,  he  argued,  that 
further  evil  may  be  expected  from  the  re- 
petition of  the  same  causes.  Indeed  it  was 
impossible  but  that  the  arguments  in  their 
favour  should  cause  great  excitement  in  the 
minds  of  the  slaves.  If  Parliament  were 
to  deliberate  whether  the  property  of  the 
rich  in  this  country  should  not  be  divided 
among  the  poor — if  the  poor  were  told  that 
it  was  hard  for  them  to  live  upon  bread  and 
water,  while  the  rich  feasted  upon  venison 
and  champaign,  (and,  on  the  principles  of 
Christianity,  good  arguments  on  such  a 
topic  could  not  be  wanting,)  it  would  be  ex- 
hibiting an  entire  ignorance  of  human  na- 
ture to  suppose  that  such  discussions  could 
be  entertained  without  imminent  danger, 
even  in  the  presence  of  a  population  more 
enlightened  and  more  accustomed  to  the  oc- 
casional extravagances  of  free  discussion 
than  the  negroes  of  the  West  Indies." 

In  the  course  of  the  Buxton  debate, 
the  commentaries  on  it,  and  the  sub- 
sequent, as  well  as  preceding  pamph- 
lets, a  great  deal  is  said  about  marriage. 
The  West  Indian  planters  are  uniform- 
ly charged  with  the  guilt  of  "  denying 
the  marriage  tie"  to  their  slaves.  No- 
thing can  be  more  distinct,  nothing 
more  false,  than  the  accusation.  It  is 
very  'true,  that  up  to  this  moment, 
adequate  means  of  religious  instruction 
have  never  been  furnished  to  the  ne- 
groes except  in  particular  places.  The 
fault  of  this,  however,  is  the  fault,  not 
of  the  West  Indian  planters,  but  of 
the  Crown  and  Parliament  of  England, 
who  kept,  and  keep — at  home  to  them- 
selves— the  management  of  all  the  ec- 
clesiastical concerns  of  those  colonies, 
the  appointment,  the  superintendence, 
everything,  except  only  the  payment,  of 
the  colonial  clergy.  But,  to  say  that 
marriage  was  ever  denied  to  the  negroes, 
is  the  most  preposterous,  perhaps,  of 
all  the  gratis  dicta  these  pamphlets 
and  pamphlet-speeches  record.  Who 
will  believe  a  word  of  it  ? — What  says 
Mr  Barham  ? 

"  The  assemblies  may  pass  what  laws 
they  will ;  but  here  are  customs,  manners, 
and  opinions,  to  be  entirely  altered  ;  deep 
prejudices  to  be  rooted  out,  both  in  the 
White  and  Black  population  ;  here  is  the 
character  of  a  people  to  be  changed  ;  above 
all,  some  stimulus  is  to  be  discovered,  and 
brought  into  action,  by  which  those  are  to 
be  induced  to  labour,  who  have  no  wants, 
and  those  to  submit  to  moral  institutions, 
who  have  no  moral  feelings.  If  to  change 
the  character  of  a  people  by  law  be  in  any 
case  the  most  difficult  problem  in  political 
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science,  what  must  it  be  in  that  strange 
anomaly  of  human  society,  which  the  colo- 
nies now  present  to  our  view  ? 

"  The  owners  of  Slaves  may  labour  for 
the  same  object  as  much  as  they  will,  and 
many  have  thus  laboured  all  their  lives,  but 
have  laboured  nearly  in  vain.  Nor  are  the 
causes  of  this  failure  out  of  sight.  The 
changes  to  be  wrought  are  not  within  the 
scope  of  a  master's  mandate  ;  and  his  in- 
fluence with  the  slaves,  as  to  many  things, 
is  less,  exactly  because  he  is  their  master. 
To  any  thinking  mind,  this  will  convey  no 
paradox  :  the  fewer  rights  a  man  retains, 
the  more  tenacious  he  is  of  them.  All  here 
depends  on  opinion :  the  opinion  of  the 
slave  at  present  acknowledges  the  right  of 
his  master  to  his  labour,  because  he  bred 
and  feeds  him  :  he  acknowledges  the  right 
to  enforce  that  labour  by  punishment :  but 
of  any  interference  with  his  domestic  life 
or  pleasures,  he  acknowledges  not  the  right, 
and  is  exceedingly  jealous  of  any  approach 
to  it,  in  the  shape  of  advice  or  influence. 

"  Nothing  can  betray  more  ignorance  of 
the  subject^  than  "when  persons  blame  the 
master  for  not  ENFORCING  marriage 
amongst  his  slaves.  By  persuasion  and 
reward,  sometimes,  a  seeming  acquiescence 
in  this  institution  has  been  obtained  from  a 
few  slaves  ;  but  nothing  would  sooner  ex- 
cite their  open  resistance,  than  any  exer- 
tion of  AUTHORITY  on  the  subject." 

After  this,  perhaps  nothing  more 
need  be  said ;  but  take  once  more  the 
broad  view  of  things.  All  the  world 
knows  that  the  healthy  increase  of  po- 
pulation is  promoted  by  marriage,  and 
indeed  incompatible  with  the  absence 
of  marriage.  Every  one  knows  that 
the  interest  of  the  planters  has  always 
been,  and  is  most  emphatically  now, 
precisely  the  same  thing  with  the  in- 
crease of  this  population.  Will  any 
man  believe,  then,  for  a  moment, 
that  they  have  all  along  exerted  their 
utmost  power  against  themselves  — 
against  their  own  most  clearly  under- 
stood, and  most  undoubted,  patrimo- 
nial interests?  That  they  have  la- 
boured to  make  their  slaves  live  lives 
of  boundless  and  brutal  licentiousness 
— the  two  plainest  and  most  palpable 
consequences  of  this  being  destruction 
to  the  health  of  the  present  race,  and, 
comparatively  speaking,  the  absence  of 
all  offspring  ?  These  ideas  may  do 
with  the  Bethel  Union  and  the  Society 
for  Mitigation,  but  they  will  scarcely 
go  down  witli  rational  Englishmen. 
We  have  all  heard  the  West  Indians 
called  brutes  and  savages,  often  enough, 
as  to  the  feelings  of  the  heart ;  but  it 
is  now  for  the  first  time  that  we  begin 
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to  be  familiarized  with  the  charge  of 
utter  ignorance  and  neglect  as  to  the 
affairs  of  their  own  purses.  And  take 
notice,  too,  with  what  admirable  grace 
this  charge  is  made  the  predominant 
one  NOW — just  at  the  time  when  it  ap- 
pears that  the  negroes,  whose  own  wil- 
ful prejudices  and  licentious  propensi- 
ties were  the  only  obstacles  that  ever 
existed  to  their  at  least  living  as  mar- 
ried people,  have  at  length,  in  good 
earnest,  begun  to  cast  those  old  and 
fatal  prejudices  aside — when  one  rec- 
tor of  Jamaica  has  just  told  the  world 
that  he  has  himself  celebrated  187  ne- 
gro marriages  within  the  last  two  years 
in  his  own  parish !  But  upon  what 
may  not  these  privileged  ones  of  the 
earth  venture,  cloaked  and  cased  as 
they  are  in  their  all-protecting  pano- 
ply, and  resolved,  per  fas  et  nefas,  to 

Compound  for  sugar  they're  inclined  to, 
By  damning  sugar  they've  no  mind  to  ? 

Another  of  the  most  common  themes 
of  declamation,  is  the  present  state  of 
the  law,  as  to  the  admissibility  of  ne- 
gro evidence  in  courts  of  justice  against 
whites.  This  is  the  solitary  point  at 
which  Mr  Canning  stuck  completely  ; 
he  said  he  lamented  the  evil,  and  had 
looked  in  vain  for  the  cure.  Perhaps 
a  few  words  may  simplify  the  matter. 
If  a  negro  slave  appears  to  give  evi- 
dence in  the  case  of  a  white  freeman, 
he  appears  either  against  his  own  mas- 
ter, or  against  some  other  white  man. 
In  the  former  case  the  difficulty  is  so 
obvious,  that  it  is  not  worth  stating  ; 
in  the  latter,  is  it  not  sufficiently  evi- 
dent, that,  if  his  master  chooses  to 
exert  the  influence  he  holds,  the  negro 
must  be  rendered  a  witness  of  most 
dubious,  to  say  the  gentlest  of  it,  cre- 
dibility ?  But  these  are  mere  preli- 
minary difficulties.  Lay  them  alto- 
gether aside,  and  by  what  means  are 
we  to  make  a  heathen  and  a  savage,  or, 
at  least,  one  who  is  but  a  step  above 
these,  a  credible  witness,  in  a  Chris- 
tian and  enlightened  court  of  justice? 
We  are  happy  to  quote  from  Mr 
Barham,  for  this  very  reason,  that  we 
differ  toto  ccelo  from  that  respectable 
writer  as  to  many  points  of  the  case 
he  has  so  ably  discussed.  Hear  him, 
then — hear  once  more  a  Whig,  and  a 
most  distinguished  abolitionist,  quoad 
hoc. 

"  Nothing  could  be  easier  than  to  com- 
ply with  the  constant  requisition,  that  the 
evidence  of  a  slave  should  be  admissible  to 
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a  court  of  justice  ;  but  no  one  has  yet  con- 
tended, that,  till  HE  can  FEEL  THE  OB- 
LIGATION OF  AN  OATH,  till  YOU  HAVE 

at  least  FOUND  SOME  SYMBOL  FAIRLY 
TO  SWEAR  HIM  BY,  his  evidence  shall  be 
regarded  as  credible.  What  will  the  slave 
then  have  gained  ?  The  MOCKERY  of  be- 
ing produced  NOT  to  be  believed.  Set- 
ter for  him  that  he  should  remain  as  he  is, 
than  exchange  a  technical  disability  for  a 
public  exhibition  of  his  incompetence." 

Nothing  can  be  more  sensible  than 
the  more  general  observation  of  the 
same  writer,  that, 

"  Moral  improvement  is  the  hinge  on 
•which  everything  must  turn.  When  that 
is  sufficiently  advanced,  civil  rights  may 
be  freely  granted,  and  emancipation  will 
have  no  danger.  But  moral  improvement 
will  not  be  accomplished  by  vain  recom- 
mendation to  the  colonies  to  do  what  they 
have  not  the  means  of  effecting. 

"  Nothing,  indeed,  could  be  easier  than 
for  the  colonies  to  pass  specious  laws,  which 
would  remove  every  reproach  from  their 
statute  books ;  but  if,  from  existing  cir- 
cumstances, these  laws  could  not  have  any 
practical  effect,  it  were  better  that  the  evil 
should  remain  open  to  public  view,  than 
that  it  should  be  thus  disguised." 

We  have  already  said  a  great  deal 
more  as  to  these  matters  than  we  in- 
tended when  we  began ;  and  yet  we 
have,   comparatively  speaking,   done 
nothing  in   the  way  of  detail.    We 
have  referred,  however,  abundantly  to 
the  sources  whence  the  most  accurate 
and  most  overwhelming  information 
may  be  derived  by  any  one  who  will 
take  the  trouble  of  looking  for  it,  and 
having  done  this,  and  having  most  as- 
suredly said  nothing  but  what  we  have 
satisfied  our  own  minds  is  true  and 
uncontrovertible,   we  now  call  upon 
our  readers  to  say,  what  is  their  opi- 
nion of  the  Mitigation  and  Institution 
Agitators  ?  These  people  profess  to  be 
the  best  Christians  in  the  world ;  in- 
deed they  will  allow  nobody  to  be  a 
Christian  at  all  but  their  own  set ;  they 
profess,  also,  to  be  the  very  princes  of 
philanthropy.  Has  their  conduct  been 
euch  as  might  be  expected  from  the 
open  assumption  of  such  characters  ? 
Have  not  these  Christians — these  par 
excellence  Christians — been  deliberate- 
ly, and  are  they  not  now  unabashedly, 
the  suppressors  and  distorters  of  facts  ? 
Are  they  not  helpless  as  children  in 
logic — are  they  not  beggers  of  the 
question,  and  putters  of  the  cart  be- 
fore  the   horse  at  every   turn   they 
make  ?     Are  they  not  idle,  irrational 
declaimers — -frothy    exaggerates — 


blind  in  reality — or  affecting  blind- 
ness, in  order  that  the  tricks  of  lynx- 
like  perspicacity,  as  to  self-interest, 
may  not  be  suspected  by  the  ignorant 
multitude,  for  whom  alone  their  style 
of  procedure,  their  tone  of  language, 
their  reach  and  grasp  of  intellect,  are 
in  any  measure  adapted.     These  men 
are  all,  take  their  word  for  it,  so  many 
HOWARDS.  Yet,  has  any  one  of  them 
all  either  visited  the  regions  of  which 
they  all  talk  so  much,  in  order  to 
check,  by  personal  examination,  the 
risk  of  false  information  ?  or,  in  point 
of  fact,  paid  one  jot  of  price  in  the 
shape  of  personal  pain  and  privation, 
for  that  all-adorning,  that  all- sancti- 
fying, that  all-subduing,  all-silencing 
NAME  of   peerless  philanthropy,   to 
which   every  one  of  them  conceives 
himself  to  have  as  good  a  right  as  any 
one  of  the  uninitiated  conceives  he  has 
to  the  character  of  an  honest  man,  or 
of  a  loyal  citizen — and  in  which,  best 
of  all  jokes  that  ever  were  jested, 
THEY,  (never  dreaming  but  that  they 
may,  without  impiety,  say,  "  whoever 
is  not  with  us  is  against  us,")  will  al- 
low no  man  whatever  to  have  either 
part  or    lot,    except    he  has   kissed 
their  private  symbols  of  coherence  and 
co-operation,  and  renounced  virtually 
every  other  principle  of  social  compact, 
but  theirs  ? 

We  apprehend  that  we  have  done 
enough  to  justify  these  expressions ; 
but  to  attack  individuals  we  have  no 
wish  whatever,  nor  is  there,  we  are 
persuaded,  the  slightest  necessity  for 
our  doing  so  in  this  instance.  The 
truth  is,  that  the  knowledge  is  every- 
where and  in  every  hand :  the  only 
thing  that  is  needful,  is,  to  call  upon 
men  of  common  understanding  to  turn 
their  eyes  outwards  and  inwards,  and 
consider  what  has  been  going  on—- 
what they  themselves  know  to  have 
been  going  on.  Time  has  been  when 
the  House  of  Commons  would  have 
been  the  natural  sphere  for  such  dis- 
cussions to  take  place  in,  and  for  such 
hints  to  have  emanated  from.  But 
there,  as  we  hare  said  ere  now,  and 
as  all  that  have  sense  to  feel  anything 
have  felt  long  ere  now,  things  of  this 
sort  are  in  these  glorious  days  of  smooth 
speaking  entirely  out  of  the  question. 
There,  every  one  is  the  honourable 
member — 

"  So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men." 
There,  MOTIVES  must  not  be  even 
glanced  at :  there,  if  the  LIE  be  given, 
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the  word,  the  honest  word,  is  only 
uttered  to  be  eat  again  in  the  fast- 
coming  qualm  of  the  all-levelling  en- 
demic. It  is  on  paper  only  that  TKUTH 
Can  be  hinted.  The  only  comfort  is, 
that  when  truth  is  hinted  anywhere, 
there  is  a  principle  not  yet  entirely 
eradicated,  which  renders  that  one 
golden  atom  more  powerful  than  a 
thousand  tons  of  the  blown-up  soul- 
sickening  verbiage  that  would  fain 
oppress  and  smother  it. 

The  truth  is,  then,  that  slavery 
wherever  it  exists  is  an  evil — an  odious 
evil ;  but  that  the  slavery  to  which  the 
negroes  are  subjected  in  the  West  Indies 
is  as  nothing,  compared  with  the  slavery 
to  which  all  negroes  are  born  in  the  na- 
tive country  of  their  race :  that  in  respect 
of  physical  comforts,  the  West  Indian 
negroes  are  superior  to  almost  all  the 
labouring  peasantry  of  the  Old  World  : 
and  that  in  those  matters  wherein 
these  negroes  are  inferior  to  the  la- 
bouring classes  of  European  countries, 
the  inferiority  is  not  by  any  means, 
even  take  the  worst  times  and  the 
worst,  places,  so  great  as  it  would  have 
been  had  they  remained  in  Africa.— 
That  the  moral  condition  of  these 
negroes  ought  to  be  improved,  is  evi- 
dent ;  that  it  must  be  improved  ere 
they  are  made  free  to  do  as  they 
choose,  is  as  evident ; — that  is  to  say, 
if  any  regard  whatever  is  to  be  paid 
either  to  the  welfare  of  our  colonies, 
as  parts  of  our  empire  and  instruments 
of  our  wealth ;  or  even,  laying  these 
matters  altogether  out  of  view,  to  the 
true  interests,  moral  and  intellectual, 
of  the  negroes  themselves.  This,  in 
so  far  as  the  negroes  are  concerned, 
is  the  truth.  Have  the  Wilberforces, 
theBuxtons,  the  Macaulays — have  the 
Broughams,  acted  as  if  this  were  the 
truth  ?  Have  the  Ellises,  the  Mar- 
ryatts — ay,  has  even  Canning,  the  ora- 
tor and  the  statesman  of  the  time — 
primus  absque  secundo — has  even  he 
answered  these  men  as  if  it  were  so  ? 
No. — The  only  man  in  the  House  of 
Commons  who  has  ventured  even  to 
come  within  a  hundred  miles  of  any- 
thing like  the  indication  of  his  true 
feelings,  is  Mr  ALEXANDER  BARING. 
Observe  the  parliamentary  style — 

"  With  every  respect  for  the  motives  of 
the  numerous  petitioners  on  this  subject, 
he  must  confess,  that  he  had  witnessed  too 
much  the  tricks  and  calumnies  by  which 
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these  representations  were  collected,  to 
ascribe  much  weight  to  them,  and  he  con- 
jured the  Right  Honourable  Gentleman, 
as  a  Minister  of  the  Crown,  not  to  be  led 
away  by  petitions  so  got  up — (Only  con. 
ceive  of  Mr  CANNING  really  led  atvay  by 
these  thirigs  !) — They  were  signed  by  per- 
sons,/^ of  whom — (mark  the  few  !) — had 
any  means  of  information,  and  mostly  by 
those,  who  were  in  the  habit  of  annually 
quieting  an  over-timid  conscience  by  a  sub- 
scription to  missions  and  to  some  petition 
about  slavery,  of  the  nature  of  which  they 
knew  nothing,  but  from  the  distorted  exag. 
gerations  of  enthusiasts.  When  it  was  con- 
sidered that  these  petitions  were,  as  is  well 
known,  brought  in  such  loads  to  the  table 
of  the  House,  in  consequence  of  a  plan  or- 
ganized by  a  few  per  sons  in  the  metropolis, 
gentlemen  would  ascribe  to  them  only  the 
•weight  they  deserved." 

In  regard  to  the  interests  of  the  co- 
lonies themselves,  and  their  English 
proprietors,  the  TRUTH  may  be  stated 
almost  as  briefly.  Whatever  may  be 
the  sin  of  slavery,  it  is  no  more  theirs 
than  it  is  that  of  Mr  Wilberforce  or 
Mr  Buxton,  or  of  any  other  given  man 
or  men  now  residing  in  England,  and 
eating  the  fruits  of  English  manors, — . 
to  say  nothing  of  English  breweries. 
The  slave-trade  was  not  the  child  of 
our  West  Indian  colonists.  It  was 
established  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Eli- 
zabeth, (who  took  a  personal  share  in 
it,)  before  we  had  any  of  these  colo- 
nies at  all.  James  I.,  Charles  I., 
Cromwell,  Charles  II.,  James  II.,  but 
above  all,  William  III.,  did  their  ut- 
most to  extend  the  slave-trade.*  Wil- 
liam was  the  king,  and  the  great  Lord 
Somers  the  minister,  who  concluded 
the  Assiento  treaty,  with  which  our 
colonies  had  nothing  to  do,  but  by 
which  England  bound  herself  to  fur- 
nish the  Spanish  colonies  with  144,000 
slaves,  at  the  rate  of  4800  per  annum. 
During  all  this  time,  the  West  Indian 
colonists  of  England  did  nothing  but 
buy  slaves  from  the  British  merchants, 
the  said  merchants  being  <e  encoura- 
ged" in  the  said  traffic  by  a  regular 
sequence  of  Acts  of  Parliament.  Nay, 
farther,  however  much  the  dupes  may 
start,  the  fact  is  certain,  that  the  said 
colonies  began  the  attack  on  the  said 
traffic,  so  favoured  by  the  Govern- 
ment arid  Parliament  of  England. 
Three  different  acts  were  passed  in  the 
colonies  for  the  restriction  of  the  slave- 
trade  between  1760  and  1774,  and  all 
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these  acts  were  npgatived  by  the  Eng- 
lish Parliament — the  Earl  of  Dart- 
mouth, President  of  the  Board,  decla- 
ring, on  the  last  of  these  occasions, 
t(  We  cannot  allow  the  colonies  to  check 
or  discourage,  in  any  degree,  a  traffic 
so  beneficial  to  THE  NATION."  All  this 
was  done  because  this  traffic  was  sup- 
posed to  be  highly  advantageous  to  the 
shipping  and  commerce  of  England. 
England  was  the  guarantee  to  her  co- 
lonies. What  she  sanctioned,  they 
durst  not  call  in  question  ;  how  could 
they  judge  it  to  be  wrong  ?  The  Mi- 
tigation Society  say,  that  the  West  In- 
dians ought  to  remember  that  they 
have  had  ' '  the  advantage  and  the  usu- 
fruct of  the  slaves."  Not  so:  not 
they  only.  The  shipping  interest,  the 
general  commercial  interest,  the  reve- 
nue, the  political  power  of  England, 
have  all  been  equally  gainers.  But  at 
any  rate,  the  nation  patronized  the 
trade — the  nation  created  the  slave  po- 
pulation. The  Acts  of  Parliament  told 
the  colonists  that  they  were  safe  in 
buying — the  Acts  of  Parliament  en- 
treated, almost  commanded,  them  to 
buy.  The  Acts  of  Parliament  of  those 
days  must  be  interpreted  by  reference 
to  the  mind  of  Parliament  in  those 
days ;  and,  doing  so,  no  human  being 
can  suspect  that  any  one  of  those  Par- 
liaments ever  contemplated  negro  sla- 
very as  a  thing  which  ought  not  to  be, 
or  the  contracts  perfected  -under  their 
eye  in  regard  to  that  traffic  as  less  en- 
titled to  the  perpetual  protection  of 
their  authority,  and  their  successors' 
authority,  tha'n  any  other  species  of 
contracts  entered  into  at  the  same 
time  about  land  or  stock  in  England 
itself.  It  is  clear,  then,  that  the  na- 
tion is  bound  to  protect  these  colonies 
from  danger,  and  to  compensate  them 
if  they  sustain  loss.  Whatever  expe- 
riments, therefore,  are  made,  must,  in 
common  justice,  be  made  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  nation.  The  Mitigators 
— even  they — are  indeed  compelled  to 
admit  something  of  this ;  but  it  is  al- 
ways attended  with  a  hesitating,  de- 
tracting, envious,  hypocritical  sneer ; 
insomuch,  that  the  man.  who  reads  the 
Edinburgh  Review  or  their  Reports, 
and  believes  that  they  are  speaking 
bond  fide,  without  any  mental  phari- 
saical  reserve — that  they  speak  freely, 
and  are  ready  to  act  fairly, — any  such 
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man  must  really  be,  as  to  the  matter 
of  intellect,  almost  worthy  of  adding 
one  more  to  their  phalanx.  He  must 
be  the  very  same  sort  of  person  who 
lifts  up  his  eyes  in  a  pious  tremor  when 
he  hears  HENRY  BROUGHAM,  ESQ.  ! ! ! 
— Yes,  BROUGHAM  !  talking  in  St 
Stephen's  Chapel,  about  "  an  indig- 
nant Providence,"  and  "  the  awful 
curse  of  Heaven  on  colonial  iniquity  !"* 
Euge  !  euge  !  euge  ! — We  shall  have 
him  sporting  a  VIEW  OF  CHRISTIANI- 
TY of  his  own  inditing  by  and  by. 

Mr  Barham,  from  whom  we  have 
already  quoted  several  conclusive  pas- 
sages touching  the  misrepresentations 
of  the  Wilberforce  and  Buxton  party, 
is  the  only  writer  on  the  subject  who 
has  ventured  to  draw  out  a  specific 
plan,  whereby,  according  to  the  suppo- 
sition, all  the  difficulties  of  the  case 
are  capable  of  being  surmounted.  Im- 
mediate emancipation,  he  agrees  with 
every  rational  being  in  considering  to 
be,  what  Mr  Pitt  once  called  it, ' '  sheer 
insanity," — (by  the  way,  the  Mitiga- 
tion Society  chooses  to  render  these 
words  of  Mr  Pitt  by  "  an  extremely  de- 
licate measure.")  Ere  any  emancipa- 
tion can  take  place  without  the  gross- 
est injury  to  the  negroes  themselves, 
he  says,  as  all  must  say,  that  a  long 
course  of  moral  and  religious  instruc- 
tion is  necessary.  But  what  is  his 
plan  ?  Neither  more  nor  less  than  that 
the  Governmen  t  of  this  country  should, 
de  piano,  buy  up  the  whole  land  nnd 
slaves  of  these  colonies,  at  a  cost,  as  he 
estimates  it,  of,  at  the  least,  ONE  HUN- 
DRED AND  TWENTY-EIGHT  MILLIONS 

STERLING.  This  trifling  addition  be- 
ing made  to  the  national  debt,  he  pro- 
poses that  the  Government  shall  in- 
demnify itself  by  commencing  a  mo- 
nopoly of  the  trade  of  raising  sugar, 
coffee,  £c.  in  the  West  Indies.  The 
Government,  he  says,  (but  what  says 
history?)  will  be  the  cheapest  and 
thriftiest,  and  therefore  the  most  thri- 
ving and  flourishing,  of  farmers  and 
sugar  growers.  In  short,  we  shall 
make  immensely  rich  by  our  specula- 
tion, and  out  of  our  overplus  of  reve- 
nue be  enabled  to  provide  adequate 
means  for  improving  the  moral  and 
religious,  and  thence,  by  consequence, 
and  at  no  distant  period  of  time,  the 
political  condition  of  the  negroes. 
Mr  Barham  is  a  ;nan  of  clear  views, 
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and  an  excellent  writer  ;  and,  accord- 
ingly, whoever  turns  to  his  book  will 
find  this  plan  laid  down  in  all  due 
detail,  and  the  thing  made  to  wear  a 
feasible  enough  aspect,  primd  facie. 
But  although  it  is  at  present  impos- 
sible for  us  to  go  into  the  matter,  we 
suspect  our  readers  will  really  have  no 
great  difficulty  in  excusing  us.  To 
say  the  truth,  we  have  mentioned  the 
thing  not  so  much  with  a  view  to  the 
detail  and  merits  of  the  plan  itself,  as 
with  the  view  of  letting  plain  people 
see  what  sort  of  difficulties  they  really 
are  that  environ  a  subject  of  which  so 
many  idle  and  ignorant  fools  are  eter- 
nally chattering,  without  semblance  or 
shadow  of  anything  like  modesty  or 
diffidence.  An  addition  of  one  hun- 
dred and  twenty-eight  millions  to  the 
national  burden  under  which  we  al- 
ready labour !  The  prospect  of  Mr 
Canning  turning  farmer-general  of  the 
Westlndian  islands,  and  of  OUR  making 
rich  by  means  of  his  stewardship ! 
And  then  the  patronage  and  the  Whig 
outcry  ! — But,  ohe,  jam  satis  ! — And 
yet  we  cannot  but  smile  at  ourselves 
for  having  omitted  to  state,  that  it  has 
been  suggested,  even  by  Mr  Barham, 
that  we  might  have  a  company  of 
West  Indian  Directors  !  Perhaps  the 
East  Indian  Directors  would  be  kind 
enough  to  volunteer  this  slight  addi- 
tamentmn  to  their  present  toils ! 

Mr  Whitmore  (the  maker  of  the 
motion  of  the  23d  of  May)  came  to  the 
support  of  the  East  Indian  free-traders, 
&c.,  and  to  the  attack  of  the  West  In- 
dian colonists,  on  grounds  and  with 
arguments  of  an  avowedly  commercial 
character.  This  was  all  as  it  should 
have  been:  nothing  could  be  fairer 
than  the  principle  of  action  which  he, 
like  others,  acted  on,  and,  unlike  others, 
avowed  in  the  House.  But  to  what 
doeshisargumentamount?  Oursteam- 
engines,  and  other  machinery,  have, 
said  he,  enabled  us  to  bring  the  cot- 
ton of  the  East  to  England — manu- 
facture it  into  cloth — send  it  back  to 
Hindostan — and,  after  all,  undersell 
the  Hindoo  manufacturer  on  his  own 
soil.  For  this,  says  the  logical  gen- 
tleman, we  owe  some  reparation  to  the 
Hindoo ;  and  that  reparation  ought  to 
be  made,  by  enabling  him  to  come 
into  the  sugar  market  of  Europe,  on 
equal  terms  with  the  West  Indians. 

Now,  in  the  first  place,  be  it  obser- 
ved, that  in  spite  of  fine  phrases,  this 
was  not  a  motion  for  making  the  su- 
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gar  trade  free  and  open,  but  only  for 
admitting  the  East  Indians  to  a  share 
in  the  monopoly  which  already  exists. 

But,  secondly,  we  really  are  blind  to 
the  justice  of  the  plan.  What  you  take 
from  the  cotton  manufacturers  of  In- 
dia, pay  back  from  the  pockets  of  the 
planters  of  Jamaica.  That  is  the  sim- 
ple proposition.  Had  Mr  Whitmore 
proposed  to  restrain  the  manufacturer 
of  England  from  competing  with  the 
manufacturer  of  India,  as  to  the  In- 
dian market,  we  should  have  been  com- 
pelled to  admit,  that  there  was  at 
least  a  greater  semblance  of  equity  in 
the  scheme.  But  the  West  Indians, 
what  have  they  done  about  the  East 
India  cotton  ?  Do  they  not  themselves 
clothe  every  negro  man,  woman,  and 
child,  they  have,  in  cotton  goods  of 
English  manufacture? — and  if  you 
take  from  them  the  sugar  trade,  where- 
in, at  the  present  moment,  from  a  va- 
riety of  circumstances  over  which  they 
have  as  little  control,  as  the  Hindoos 
have  over  the  machinery  of  Soho,  they 
are  not  prospering,  will  no  recompence 
be  due  to  them  in  their  turn,  and  will 
the  East  Indians  be  willing  to  pay  that 
recompence  exclusively  out  of  their 
own  pockets  ? 

But  what  is  the  truth  ?  The  Eng- 
lish cotton  manufacturers  are  strongly 
represented  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
and  the  West  Indian  planters  can 
scarcely  be  said  to  be  represented  there 
at  all. 

This  is  the  true  root  of  all  this  evil. 
We  have  established  these  colonies  de- 
liberately— and  we  have  given  them  co- 
lonial governments  and  assemblies — 
and  we  have  invested  these  with  privi- 
leges and  powers,  which  they  have,  for 
ages,  exercised  under  our  eyes,  and  with 
our  approbation.  With  these  colonial  go- 
vernments weare  now  beginning  to  deal 
exactly  as  if  they  were  possessed  of  no 
lawful  character  or  power  whatever  ; 
and  what  the  consequences  of  this  in- 
terference may  be,  is  a  subject  far 
above  us.  Will  nothing,  however,  be 
accepted  as  a  lesson  ?  Have  we  ma- 
naged all  our  colonies  wisely  and  well  ? 
Have  we  kept  them  all  ?  Is  there  no- 
thing in  the  past  history  of  our  em- 
pire, to  teach  us  prudence  at  least,  if 
we  must  say  nothing  of  justice  ?  Are 
we  prepared,  either  to  see  these  colo- 
nies turned  into  negro-land,  or  in- 
to dependencies  of  some  other  Chris- 
tian power  ?  These  are,  at  least,  ques- 
tions to  which  our  rulers  ought  to  be 
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meditating  an  answer.  Or  if  they  be 
already  resolved  to  answer  both  in  the 
negative,  what  avails  all  this  idle  and 
timid  tampering  ?  Why  not  speak  out 
NOW? 

In  regard  to  the  personal  character, 
and  for  many  of  the  former  acts  of  Mr 
Wilberforce,  we  entertain  feelings  far 
more  respectful,  than  some  of  the  ex- 
pressions into  which  circumstances  of 
more  immediate  influence  may  have 
betrayed  us,  might  seem  to  correspond 
with.  We  allude  to  the  deep  and  most 
serious  fears  which  we  have  been  un- 
able to  throw  aside,  both  as  to  the  wel- 
fare of  the  British  colonies,  and  the  true 
interests  of  the  West  Indian  negroes. 
It  may  be  very  true,  that  government 
was  too  long  of  taking  up  some  of  these 
matters,  and  that  in  so  far  thanks  are 
due  to  those  who  urged  and  impelled 
the  government.  That  the  method  of 
this  interference,  however,  has  been 
most  unwise — that  the  benevolent  spi- 
rit of  Mr  Wilberforce  has  suffered 
itself  to  be  made  both  the  dupe  and 
the  tool  of  people,  with  whom  he 
has  no  natural  bond  of  connection — 
of  whose  real  objects  he  even  now, 
perhaps,  will  entertain  no  suspicion — 
that  their  machinations,  backed  by  the 


CDec- 


authority  of  his  name,  have  already 
been  productive  of  most  fearful  dan- 
gers— that  ere  these  pages  see  the 
light,  they  may  have  been  productive 
of  much  worse — and  that  at  all  events 
there  is  no  farther  need  for  interference 
of  any  kind — these  are  propositions  to 
which  we  anticipate  no  dissent  from 
any  rational  mind,  that  has  conde- 
scended to  bestow  due  attention  upon 
the  important  matter  before  us. 

We  would  fain  hope,  that  whatever 
pertinacity  self-interest  may  dictate 
elsewhere,  Mr  Wilberforce  at  least 
will  take  warning,  and  deny  to  the 
chicaneries  of  the  next  session  that 
support — that  not  much  less  than  fa- 
tal support — which,  from  whatever 
combination  of  ignorance  and  zeal,  he 
was  led  to  bestow  on  those  of  the  last. 
The  public  cannot  be  dangerously  af- 
fected by  the  declamations,  any  more 
than  by  the  calculations,  of  mere  mer- 
chants ;  but  there  are  others  who 
sound  a  trumpet,  to  which  the  Eng- 
lish ear  is  and  ever  should  be  alive, 
and  who  unfold  colours  that  can  ne- 
ver be  too  reverently  honoured,  pro- 
vided only  they  be  displayed  under  the 
guidance  of  Reason. 


WHIG  AND  TORY. 


DEAR  MR  NORTH, 
You  know  it  has  been  said  by  some 
one,  "  Let  me  make  songs  for  a  people, 
and  I  care  not  who  makes  their  laws." 
If  a  song  can  be  supposed  to  be  so  ef- 
fective on  the  opinions  of  the  public, 
how  much  more  potent  an  engine  is  a 
popular  Magazine  !  That  your  politi- 
cal lucubrations,  diffused  as  they  are 
far  and  wide  throughout  the  British 
empire,  have  done  the  state  service,  I 
well  know  ; — as  an  Englishman,  I  ac- 
knowledge the  useful  labours  of  our 
northern  brethren  with  gratitude,  and 
I  willingly  offer  my  tribute  of  praise. 
Your  essays  on  these  subjects  have  an 
energy  of  expression,  and  a  happy 
adaptation  of  humour,  which,  at  least 
as  long  since  as  the  days  of  Horace,  has 
been  observed  to  cut  down  an  adver- 
sary with  more  effect  than  the  most 
weighty  argument.  By  these  means, 
aided  at  the  same  time  by  forcible 
reasoning,  the  public  mind  has  been 
guided  in  the  right  way,  and  a  salutary 
antidote  has  been  afforded  to  those 


poisons  which  faction  of  the  worst  de- 
scription is  continually  scattering  in 
the  way  of  the  heedless,  through  the 
channel  of  a  licentious  press:  In  this 
beneficial  labour  the  pen  of  your 
friend  Tickler  is  eminently  conspi- 
cuous. Like  the  Roman  moralist,  to 
whom  I  have  already  made  allusion, 
he  exposes  his  adversaries  to  ridicule. 
He  excites,  indeed,  the  smiles  of  his 
friends,  but  his  touch  is  sharper  than 
that  of  the  Bard  of  the  Sabine  Villa  ; 
he  brandishes  the  scalping  knife  of  the 
Poet  of  Aquinum ;  and  if  he  tickles, 
it  is  with  a  cat  o'  nine  tails. 

After  this  ample  admission  of  the  me- 
rits of  this  and  other  able  contributors 
to  your  respectable  miscellany,  as  well 
as  those  of  your  own  composition,  lean- 
not  refrain  from  taking  the  liberty  of 
pointing  out  one  particular,  in  which 
I  think  that  you,  he,  and  all  the  rest 
of  your  critical  and  poli tical  fraternity, 
have  fallen  into  an  egregious  error. 
Let  us  calmly  argue  tho  point,  and  I 
do  not  despair  of  convincing  you  that 
11 
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my  view  of  the  subject  is  correct,  and 
that  you  will  bo  induced  to  change 
that  language,  which,  I  must  confess, 
gives  me  pain.  You  and  your  friends, 
the  votaries  of  the  incomparable  Maga, 
all  agree  in  calling  yourselves  Tories  ! 
I  positively  deny  that  you  have  any 
right  or  claim  to  this  obnoxious  ap- 
pellation. What  is  a  Tory  ?  Consult 
history  ; — examine  their  tenets — scru- 
tinize their  doctrines.  Do  they  agree 
with  you  in  any  one  point  except  in 
an  opposition  to  the  Whigs ;  and  when 
I  say  the  Whigs,  I  consider  your  ab- 
horrence of  that  clamorous  corps,  as 
confined  to  the  modern  Whigs,  whom 
Burke  has  well  demonstrated  to  be  ut- 
terly unlike  their  ancient  predecessors. 
They  bear  the  same  name,  indeed,  but 
they  have  no  more  resemblance  to  each 
other  than  there  is  between  Alexander 
the  Great,  and  Alexander  the  copper- 
smith ;  the  character  of  the  Whigs  of 
the  nineteenth  century,  is  no  more 
that  of  the  patriots  who  effected  the  glo- 
rious Revolution  of  1688,  than  Lords 
Somers,  Godolphin,  and  their  com- 
peers, were  copies  of  the  sour  covenant- 
ers of  the  North,  from  whom  the  term 
was  originally  borrowed,  and  thrown 
in  the  face  of  the  friends  of  freedom 
by  their  slavish  adversaries.  As  a  re- 
tort courteous,  the  Liberals  of  those 
days  (they  will  pardon  me  for  using  a 
word  which  is  at  this  moment  in  bad 
odour)  bestowed  on  their  opponents 
the  nick-name  of  Tory,  which  belong- 
ed to  a  savage  horde  of  Irish  banditti, 
the  genuine  prototype  of  those  wretches 
who,  in  the  present  time,  harass  that 
unhappy  country  by  their  nocturnal 
murthers  and  conflagrations. 

This,  good  Mr  North,  is  not  a  title  to 
be  proud  of,  though  persons  of  respec- 
tability have  been  willing  to  be  thus 
characterised,  in  opposition  to  the 
Whigs,  without  too  nicely  canvassing 
the  origin  and  etymology  of  the  name. 
But  what  was  the  political  creed  of 
the  Tory  faction  at  the  era  of  1688? 
Their  distinguishing  tenets  consisted 
in  a  firm  belief  in  the  divine  right  of 
kings,  a  horror  of  opposition  to  regal 
authority,  however  tyrannically  used, 
all  which  was  to  be  submitted  to  with 
passive  obedience ;  and  resistance  to 
the  most  arbitrary  authority  was 
strongly  deprecated.  These  notions 
might  be  pardonable  in  men  who  had 
so  recently  suffered  the  overbearing 
despotism  of  unfeeling  and  cruel  Re- 
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publicans — of  all  tyranny  the  worst. 
Whilst  such  were  their  politics,  in  re- 
ligion, although  they  did  not  entirely 
abandon  the  Reformed  doctrines,  or 
Church  of  England,  they  were  sup- 
posed to  look  on  the  Church  of  Rome 
with  a  partial  eye,  as  its  discipline  was 
more  favourable  to  subdue  the  feelings 
of  freedom  in  the  minds  of  its  votaries, 
who  were  trained  to  a  necessary  de- 
gree of  flexibility  by  the  over-ruling 
influence  of  the  priesthood.  They 
could  even  overlook  the  intolerant 
bigotry  of  James,  for  the  sake  of  ob- 
taining, what  was  to  them,  the  gra- 
tifying quiescence  of  his  absolute  sway. 

The  Whigs  of  the  epoch  of  the  Re- 
volution, were  the  very  reverse  of  all 
this : — Liberty  was  the  great  object 
of  their  care  ;  but  they  hud  the  good 
sense  to  see  that  the  prerogative  of  the 
crown  was  necessary  to  establish  it. 
They  knew  that  this  essential  weight 
was  requisite  to  keep  the  whole  ma- 
chine in  order  ; — nothing  less  could 
restrain  the  ambition  of  the  aristocra- 
cy, and  the  turbulence  of  an  emanci- 
pated people.  With  the  greatest  wis- 
dom, they  denned  the  duties,  as  well 
as  the  rights,  of  the  governed,  and  of 
those  who  govern.  They  saw  the  con- 
nection between  arbitrary  power  and 
Catholicism  ; — they  set  King  William 
on  the  throne,  and  took  effectual  means 
to  secure  the  Protestant  ascendancy. 

Having  thus  taken  a  rapid  view  of 
these  two  parties,  as  they  heretofore 
existed,  let  us  see  to  which  class  Es- 
quires North,  Tickler,  and  Co.  proper- 
ly belong.  Do  we  see,  in  their  wri- 
tings, a  desire  to  invest  the  Sovereign 
with  absolute  power  ?  Whilst  they  ve- 
nerate and  love  our  amiable  Monarch, 
and  whilst  they  record  con  amore  all 
the  homage  of  affectionate  duty  paid 
to  him  by  his  northern  subjects  du- 
ring his  visit  to  their  fine  metropolis, 
we  do  not  see  them  casting  themselves 
under  the  wheels  of  the  Idol  of  Tory- 
ism, which,  like  the  Indian  Jugger- 
naut, crushes  its  devoted  worshippers. 
Do  we  see  them  courting  arid  flirting 
with  the  old  Lady  of  the  seven  hills, 
and  attempting  to  bring  her  into  ri- 
valship  with  her  reformed,  but  (by 
her)  reprobated  Daughter  ?  No— Mr 
North,  your  sentiments  and  your  ar- 
guments all  savour  of  those  which  I 
have  attributed  to  the  Whigs  of  for- 
mer days.  Are  you  then,  my  good 
friends,  Whigs,  and  have  you  been 
4.  P 
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talking  the  language  of  Whiggism  as 
Moliere's  Mons.  Jourdan  did  prose  all 
his  days  without  knowing  it  ?  No,  you 
are  not  Whigs — the  name  which  was 
.honourable  in  King  William's  time, 
is  so  no  longer.  The  adage,  no  less  true 
than  trite,  will  well  apply  here, 
Tempora  mutantur  et  nos  mutamur  in  illis. 

The  supporters  of  the  throne  are  be- 
come more  enlightened ;  they  have 
seen  the  charms  of  liberty,  and  they 
are  convinced  of  the  danger  of  unli- 
mited power  even  to  the  hand  that 
wields  it.  They  have  actually  taken 
post  on  the  very  ground  occupied  by 
the  patriots  of  1688  ;  and  their  adver- 
saries, for  the  mere  sake  of  opposing 
them,  have  left  their  original  station, 
and  retired  to  the  very  confines  of  re- 
publicanism. Here  they  were  met  by 
a  band  of  still  fiercer  foes,  the  Radical 
Reformers.  These  enthusiasts,  with 
more  or  less  affectation  of  adherence 
to  the  pure  principles  of  the  constitu- 
tion, have  evinced  a  determination  to 
overturn  every  stone  of  that  venerable 
fabric  raised  by  the  wisdom  of  our  an- 
cestors. Some  of  these  innovators  may 
be  dupes ;  but  the  great  mass  of  them 
shew,  with  little  disguise,  that  their 
grand  object  is  the  plunder  which 
must  fall  to  the  lot  of  the  most  daring 
amidst  the  general  scramble.  It  can- 
not be  denied,  that  these  miscreants 
are  the  offspring  of  the  Whigs.  The 
wind  of  their  breath  in  the  inflamma- 
tory speeches  in  Parliament,  in  tavern 
dinners,  and  Palace-yard  meetings, 
like  the  fabled  impregnation  of  the 
classical  mares,  by  the  afflation  of 
Zephyrus,  has  engendered  these  mon- 
sters. This  Hipponmnic  progeny  have 
a  strong  resemblance  to  their  origin  ; 
but,  like  the  religious  sects  which  ap- 
proach nearest  to  each  other  without 
actual  coincidence,  their  repulsion  is 
increased  according  to  the  ratio  of  ap- 
proximation. But  the  parent  and 
child  are  far  from  acknowledging  their 
mutual  affinity.  The  Whig,  like  Sa- 
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tan  at  the  infernal  gate,  on  beholding 
the  hideous  features  of  Anarchy  and 
her  brood,  is  ready  to  tell  these  terri- 
fic spectres, 

I  know  ye  not — nor  ever  saw  till  now 
Sight  more  detestable  than  them  and  thee— 

But  the  Radicals,  more  savage  than 
Milton's  hellish  crew,  stand  firm  and 
unreconciled  to  those  who  gave  them 
being ;  satisfied  that  their  own  efforts 
will  in  time  enable  them  to  satiate 
their  <c  immeasurable  famine,"  they 
admit  not  these  allies. 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  imagine,  that 
you,  the  loyal  supporters  of  the  con- 
stitution, are  to  be  classed  with  those 
unfortunate  Whigs,  who  have  de- 
serted the  principles  of  their  pre- 
decessors, and  are  now  rejected  on 
all  sides.  Let  them  possess  and  en- 
joy their  ancient  appellation — it  suits 
them  well — it  declares  the  stock  from 
whence  they  sprung.  But  let  the 
word  Tory  be  erased  from  the  po- 
litical vocabulary  of  the  present  day — 
let  this  shadow  of  a  name  vanish  with 
the  doctrines  which  are  now  extinct, 
and  which  are,  I  believe,  scouted  by 
every  Englishman.  Divest  yourself, 
my  good  Christopher,  without  delay, 
of  this  odious  appellation  ;  Jet  it  be  no 
more  heard  under  the  social  tent  on 
the  heath,  or  in  the  Ambrosian  festi- 
vities of  the  Divan  in  Auld  Reekie. 
Names  are  of  much  power  in  fixing 
the  opinions  of  mankind.  Not  a  few 
persons  may  be  repelled  from  the  in- 
struction of  your  pages,  because  they 
hear  that  Christopher  North  is  a  Tory ! 

If  a  distinguishing  title  is  necessary 
to  a  true  Briton,  let  one  be  found  that 
will  make  manifest  your  real  senti- 
ments, unmixed  with  the  slang  of 
party.  Be  assured  that  such  an  adop- 
tion would  be  duly  appreciated  ;  it 
will  raise  you  in  the  estimation  of 
your  contemporaries,  and  your  name 
will  then  go  down  io  remote  posterity 
with  a  higher  degree  of  honour- 


Semper  honos,  no-menque  tuum,  laudesque  manebunt. 

Believe  me,  dear  Mr  North, 

Your  steady  friend  and  admirer, 

SILURIENSIS. 
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LONDON,  at  this  period  of  the  year,     he   quaintly  calls 
,s  but    one   literature.     Ponderous     Wings"  of  the"  TL 


has 

theology,  and  light  poetry,  solemn 
dramas,  and  romances  wilder  than  fol- 
ly feigned  in  any  preceding  season, 
wait  for  Spring,  and  come  out  with 
Parliament,  the  new  pantomime,  and 
other  habitual  displays  of  that  produc- 
tive time. 

But  the  gloomy  month  of  Novem- 
ber, and  the  still  gloomier  month  that 
"  treads  upon  its  kibe,"  are  cheered 
by  a  whole  carnival  of  minute  volumes, 
recording  the  "  days  of  the  month," 
and  the  "  months  of  the  year,"  the 
shape  of   those  bonnets  and  jupons 
which  have  hitherto  given  new  beau- 
ty to  the  British  fair  ;  memorandums 
of  all  the  innumerable  elegancies  ne- 
cessary to   the  manufacture    of  the 
sex  ;  quadrilles  to  be  danced,  shapes 
to  be  assumed,   and  attitudes  to  be 
imbibed,   by  all  candidates   for  ad- 
miration in  the  year  to  come.     How- 
ever, all  things  go  on  in  melius,  and 
this  year  has  produced  some  very  pret- 
ty and  ingenious  attempts  at  turning 
the  epidemic  curiosity  of  Christmas 
into  channels  of  instruction  and  in- 
tellectual amusement.     Among  those 
in  the  natural  progress  of  improve- 
ment, the  last  is  to  be  presumed  the 
best ;  and  the  work,  whose  title  stands 
at  the  head  of  this  article,  strikes  us  as 
not  merely  the  best  in  point  of  inven- 
tion and  decoration,  but  to  be,  from 
its  original  composition,  the  subjects 
of  its  poetry,  and  the  tendency  of  its 
spirit,  as  strikingly  deserving  of  a  place 
in  the  library,  as  on  the  table  of  the 
drawing-room  of  fashion. 

The  Germans,  of  all  men  the  wisest 
in  their  literary  generation,  have  led  the 
way  in  this  species  of  performance,  and 
some  of  the  greatest  names  that  ever 
figured  in  German  literature,  have  in- 
dulged their  taste,  and  enhanced  their 
reputation,  by  contributing  to  the 
Yearly  Literary  Pocket  Books,  and 
Souvenirs.  Schiller's  most  vivid  poems 
first  found  their  way  to  popular  ap- 
plause through  this  avenue  ;  Goethe, 
the  idol  of  his  countrymen,  and  un- 
doubtedly a  poet  of  singular  genius, 
sent  out  some  of  his  most  beautiful 
tales  and  scattered  conceptions  on  what 


,    The  "  Papillon 
Tasehen  buck."  Kotze- 
bue,  a  writer  of  more  dubious  fame, 
though  at  the  height  of  the  lighter 
drama,  often  floated  his  lesser  plays 
into  the  world  on  those  wings ;  and, 
perhaps,  on  the  whole,  there  is  no  por- 
tion of  German  authorship  more  po- 
pular, than  those  yearly  records  of  its 
happy  thoughts,  and  slighter  sketches 
of  vigorous  design  ; — those  memorials 
of  past  beauty  and  promises  of  future 
attraction.    Their  productiveness  as  a 
mere  speculation  is  evident  from  their 
number,  their  eager  rivalry,  and  their 
increasing  excellence;  and  our  Eng- 
lish neglect  of  so  interesting  a  mode 
of   authorship,   is  among   the  more 
striking  instances  of  the  tardiness  with 
which  ingenuity  sometimes  crosses  the 
seas. 

The  majority,  however,  of  these  Ger- 
man Souvenirs,  have  the  stamp  of  their 
country  rather  too  heavily  laid  upon 
them  for  our  taste.  Wisdom  out  of 
season,  and  prolixity  that  disdains  an 
aid,  solemn  catalogues  of  names  im- 
portant to  none  but  their  possessors, 
and  unwieldy  labour  of  a  reluctant  and 
cloudy  imagination,  make  the  majority 
the  weightiest  performances  that  ever 
augmented  the  weight  of  a  winter,  be- 
tween the  Rhine  and  the  Danube. 
But,  unquestionably,  all  the  good  may 
be  accessible  without  its  counterpoise  ; 
and  it  might  be  difficult  to  limit  the 
interest  capable  of  being  brought  with- 
in the  pages  of  an  annual  publication, 
expressly  devoted  to  mingling  the 
graceful  and  the  useful ;  the  attrac- 
tive tale,  the  animated  poetry,  the 
dignity  of  moral  thought,  and  the  ele- 
gance of  high  life,  and  its  captivating 
and  brilliant  recollections. 

"  The  Graces,  or  Literary  Souve- 
nir," aims  at  all  these  objects,  and  the 
mere  mention  of  the  heads  of  its  por- 
tions, gives  an  idea  of  the  variety  and 
interest  which  it  is  the  purpose  of  the 
volume  to  supply. 

Itsfirstdepartmentis  "  Th&Months." 
Each  month  is  described  in  poetry,  and 
to  this  is  appended,  a  Calendar  of  the 
Flower  Garden,  or  directions  for  its 
cultivation  in  each  month;  we  presume, 
a  very  acceptable  species  of  informa- 
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tion  to  the  fair  florists  of  our  country. 
Its  next  head  is  a  Spanish  Tale  of 
considerable  length,  a  melancholy  nar- 
rative, but  one  of  remarkable  beauty 
and  nature.  This  is  followed  by  oc- 
casional poetry,  by  various  contribu- 
tors ;  by  new  anecdotes  of  fashionable 
life,  new  and  frequently  amusing  and 
characteristic  ;  by  poetry — and  this 
again  by  an  obituary  of  the  more  re- 
markable persons  who  have  died  du- 
ring the  year— Kemble,  the  political 
Bishop  of  Meath,  Vaccination- Jenner, 
General  Dumouriez,  Lord  St  Vincent, 
Ricardo,  &c. 

Nothing  is  more  absurd  than  to  sup- 
pose that  we  look  with  a  fretful  eye 
upon  contemporary  literature.  On  this 
point  we  will  not  condescend  to  argue. 
Our  whole  course  has  been  one  of 
cheering  and  congratulation,  when  we 
found  anything  worth  being  cheered, 
no  matter  what  the  thing  was  ;  whe- 
ther the  work  of  lukewarm  Tory  or  of 
furious  Whig  ;  of  those  who  wore 
down  their  quills  in  open  and  impo- 
tent insolence  against  us,  or  wrapped 
themselves  in  the  cover  of  the  Blue 
and  Yellow,  or  within  the  involucra 
of  the  Speaker's  gown,  to  indulge  their 
malignant  absurdity  in  safety.  To  us 
it  was  all  the  same ;  if  we  found  an 
able  article,  we  praised  it  straight  for- 
ward ;  if  we  found  a  silly  one,  we 
never  spared  our  opinion  on  the  sub- 
ject; and  in  the  way  that  we  have  dealt, 
we  will  deal,  as  the  only  way  in  which 
honest  literature,  and  honest  men,  can 
be  sustained  and  honoured. 

Without  further  delay,  we  proceed 
to  give  some  specimens  from  different 
parts  of  this  Work,  which,  after  all, 
will  put  our  readers  in  a  better  con- 
dition to  judge,  than  a  dozen  prefaces 
and  dissertations.  The  following  is 
from  the  series  of  "  The  Months." 

DECEMBER. 

And  after  him  came  next  the  chill  December, 
Yet  he,  through  merry  feasting  which  he  made, 
And  great  bonfires,  did  not  the  cold  remember. 

SPBltSER. 

WELCOME — Ancient  of  the  year  ! 
Though  thy  face  be  pale  and  drear, 
Though  thine  eye  be  veil'd  in  night, 
Though  thy  scatter'd  locks  be  white, 
Though  thy  feeble  form  be  bow'd 
In  the  mantle  of  the  cloud. 

Yet,  December,  with  thee  come 
All  the  old  delights  of  home ; 
Lovelier  never  stole  the  hour 
In  the  summer's  rosy  bower, 


Than  around  thy  social  hearth, 
When  the  few  we  love  on  earth, 
With  their  hearts  of  holiday, 
Meet  to  laugh  the  night  away  ; 
Talking  of  the  thousand  things 
That  to  time  give  swiftest  wings  ; 
Not  unmixt  with  memories  dear  j 
Such  as,  in  a  higher  sphere, 
Might  bedim  an  angel's  eye, 
Feelings  of  the  days  gone  by  ; 
Of  the  friends  who  made  a  part 
Of  our  early  heart  of  heart ; 
Thoughts  that  still  around  us  twine 
With  a  chasten'd  woe  divine. 

But,  when  all  are  wrapp'd  in  sleep, 
Let  me  list  the  whirlwind's  sweep, 
Rushing  through  the  forest  hoar 
Like  a  charging  army's  roar. 
Or,  with  thoughts  of  riper  age, 
Wonder  o'er  some  splendid  page, 
Writ  as  with  the  burning  coal, 
Transcript  of  the  Grecian's  soul ! 
Or  the  ponderous  tomes  unhasp 
Where  a  later  spirit's  grasp, 
Summon'd  from  a  loftier  band, 
Spite  of  rack,  and  blade,  and  brand, 
With  the  might  of  Miracle, 
Rent  the  more  than  pagan  veil, 
And  disclosed  to  mankind's  eyes 
God's  true  pathway  to  the  skies. 

Every  autumn  leaf  has  fled, 

But  a  nobler  tree  has  shed 

Nobler  scions  from  its  bough  ; 

Pale  Mortality  !  'tis  thou 

That  hast  flung  them  on  the  ground 

In  the  year's  mysterious  round  ! 

Thou  that  had'st  the  great  "  To  come,'* 

Thing  of  terror  ! —Darkness  ! — Tomb  ! 

Oh  !  for  some  celestial  one, 

That  has  through  thy  portals  gone  ! 

To  pour  upon  our  cloudy  eye 

The  vision — what  it  is — u  to  die." 

Yet,  no  seraph  traveller 
Bends  his  starry  pinion  here  ; 
Since  the  birth  of  hoary  Time, 
All  is  silent,  stern,  sublime, 
All  unlimited, — unknown  ! 
Father !  may  thy  will  be  done  ! 
Let  me  die,  or  let  me  live, 
KING  or  SPIRITS  !  but — forgive! 

There  are  about  fifty  pages  of  anec- 
dote and  jeux-d*  esprit,  which  form  by 
no  means  the  least  interesting  part  of 
the  work.  They  are  almost  entirely 
from  the  highest  rank  of  society,  and 
insomeinstances,  by  individuals  whose 
wit  has  hitherto  been  but  little  known 
to  the  public.  Talleyrand,  whom  we 
suppose  to  be  meant  under  the  name 
of  the  Minister,  is,  however,  suffi- 
ciently acknowledged  as  one  of  the 
most  fertile  and  subtle  wits  of  the  day ; 
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but  the  bon  mots  which  we  have  at- 
tributed to  him,  are  to  us  perfectly 
original.  The  following  seems  ex- 
tremely piquant. 

"  The  late  Fouche  and  T.  had  quar- 
relled. On  their  next  meeting,  «  M.  de 
T.,'  said  Fouche,  '  you  need  not  triumph 
in  your  rank.  Under  an  usurpation,  the 
greatest  scoundrel  may  be  prime  minister, 
if  he  please.' — '  How  fortunate,  then,  for 
me,  M.  Fouche,'  said  T., '  that  you  conde- 
scended to  be  Minister  of  Police  /'  " 

An  anecdote  of  Fox,  at  a  time  when 
declining  life  had  taught  him  the  more 
sober  views  of  character,  is  interest- 
ing. He  had  now  lost  his  old  homage 
for  our  republican  imperial  neigh- 
bours. 

"  In  one  of  the  latest  days  of  Fox,  the 
conversation  turned  on  the  comparative 
wisdom  of  the  French  and  English  charac- 
ter. '  The  Frenchman,'  it  was  observed, 
'  delights  himself  with  the  present ;  the 
Englishman  makes  himself  anxious  about 
the  future.  Is  not  the  Frenchman  the  wi- 
ser y — '  He  may  be  the  merrier,"1  said 
Fox  ;  '  but  did  you  ever  hear  of  a  savage 
who  did  not  buy  a  mirror  in  preference  to 
a  telescope  ?'  " 

The  late  Sir  Philip  Francis  has  not 
figured  extensively  as  a  diseur  de  bons 
mots  ;  yet  he  was  a  powerful  conversa- 
tionist, practised  in  a  remarkably  keen 
and  studied  diction,  and  before  the 
period  when  he  sunk  into  a  kind  of 
eloquent  dotage,  was  pungent  almost 
beyond  any  man  of  his  time.  Though 
a  declared  Whig,  he  had  felt  himself 
ill  used  by  the  Whigs ;  and  his  sar- 
casms were  let  loose  with  no  unfre- 
quent  bitterness  against  his  party. 
The  following  anecdote  seems  to  us 
one  of  the  happiest  instances  imagi- 
nable of  the  whole  embodied  feeling  of 
such  a  mind : — 

"  In  a  conversation  on  the  merits  of  the 
successive  ministers  during  the  late  war,  it 
was  observed,  in  dispraise  of  Pitt,  that '  he 
suffered  no  man  of  talents  in  the  cabinet, 
while  some  of  his  successors  adopted  a  more 
liberal  system.'—'  Sir,'  said  Sir  P.  Fran- 
cis, in  his  peculiar  style,  '  I  owed  the  li- 
ving man  no  love  ;  but  I  will  not  trample 
on  any  man  in  his  coffin.  Pitt  could  fear 
no  antagonist,  and  therefore  could  want  no 
auxiliary.  Jackalls  prey  in  packs  !  but 
who  ever  heard  of  a  hunting  party  of 
lions  /'  " 

Sheridan's  pleasantries  are  proverb- 
ial ;  but  the  following  instance  of  his 
conversational  sportiveness  is  new  : — 


"  Sheridan  used  to  say,  that  the  life  of 
a  manager  was  like  the  life  of  the  Ordinary 
of  Newgate — a  constant  superintendence  of 
executions.  '  The  number  of  authors 
whom,  he  was  forced  to  extinguish,  was,* 
he  said,  '  a  perpetual  literary  massacre, 
that  made  St  Bartholomew's  shrink  in  com- 
parison. Play-writing,  singly,  accounted 
for  the  employment  of  that  immense  mul- 
titude who  drain  away  obscure  years  beside 
the  ink-stand,  and  haunt  the  streets  with 
iron-moulded  visages,  and  study-coloured 
clothes.  It  singly  accounted  for  the  rise  of 
paper,  which  had  exhausted  the  rags  of 
England  and  Scotland,  and  had  almost 
stripped  off  the  last  covering  of  Ireland.  He 
had  counted  plays  until  calculation  sank 
under  the  number  ;  and  every  rejected  play 
of  them  all  seemed,  like  the  clothes  of  a 
Spanish  beggar,  to  turn  into  a  living,  rest- 
less, merciless,  indefatigable  progeny.'  " 

Some  of  these  jeux  d'esprit  are  said 
to  be  by  an  individual  of  the  very  high- 
est rank,  whose  table-conversation  has 
been  greatly  celebrated,  but  has,  of 
course,  seldom  escaped  from  the  circle 
in  which  it  has  been  delivered. 

Those  again  are  followed  by  occa- 
sional poetry.  We  give  an  "  Inscrip- 
tion" to  a  name  which  has  not  yet  at- 
tained its  due  distinction  among  our 
"  Tonitrua  Belli." 

INSCRIPTION  TOR  PICTON'S  CENOTAPH 
AT  WATERLOO. 


Dare 


Orbi  quietem,  seculo  pacem  suo. 

Haec  summa  virtus,  petitur  hac  coelum  via." 

Weep  not,  though  the  hero's  sleep 
On  this  spot  was  dark  and  deep  ; 

And  beside  him  lay 
Hearts  that  never  felt  a  fear 
In  the  rushing  of  the  spear,— 

Silent,  glorious  clay  ! 

What  is  life,  to  death  like  theirs  ? 
Heartless  wishes, — weary  years,— 

Follies  fond  and  vain  ! 
Theirs  a  gasp  of  gallant  breath 
On  the  wave,  or  on  the  heath — 

Momentary  pain  ! 

Not  upon  the  sick'ning  bed 
Has  the  wasting  spirit  fled 

From  their  hallow'd  mould  ;-— 
In  the  soldier's  hour  of  pride, — 
In  the  triumph,  Picton  died  ! 

The  boldest  of  the  bold. 

Where  the  famine,  where  the  fight, 
Bloody  day,  and  deadlier  night, 

Wore  host  by  host  away  ; 
Where  thy  wild  Sierra,  Spain, 
Where  thy  pestilential  plain, 

Were  piled  with  proud  decay — 
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Uncheck'd  by  pain,  untired  by  toil, 
He  led  the  lions  to  the  spoil, 

Through  desert  and  through  flood  ; 
Till,  ye  eternal  Pyrenees  ! 
Ye  heard  the  thunder  on  the  breeze, 

Whose  fearful  rain  was  blood. 

Where  thy  final  battle  roar'd, 
Mightiest  harvest  of  the  sword, 

Immortal  Waterloo  ! 
There  his  banner,  like  a  star, 
Blazing  o'er  the  clouds  of  war, 

To  death  and  glory  flew. 

Weep  not,  though  his  spirit  past 
In  the  battle's  fiery  blast ; 

Th'  unconquerable  Will, 
The  living  Mind,  shall  hover  o'er 
The  warriors  that  he  led  before, 

And  love  and  lead  them  still ! 

Bold  companions  of  his  grave, 
England's  richest  wreath  shall  wave 

In  sorrow  o'er  your  tomb  ; 
And  the  sad  infant  on  the  knee 
Shall  lisp  the  dear-bought  victory, 

In  ages  yet  to  come  ! 


.  With  poems  of  this  order,  the  vo- 
lume is  scattered.  Two  engravings,  a 
vignette,  &c.  by  the  ablest  artists, 
make  the  decorations. — The  volume  is 


closed  by  some  lists  useful  to  men  of  the 
world,  and  men  of  literature ;  and  the 
whole  constitutes  a  work,  from  whose 
annual  series  we  are  entitled  to  expect 
unusual  gratification.  Our  readers 
will  thank  us  for  giving  this  touching 
and  powerful  fragment. 

A  BRIDAL  SONG. 

Caligine  profonda 
Gia  opprime  i  sensi  miei 
Del  piu  fatale  orror 
Per  sempre  lo  ti  perdei. 

COME  ye  to  seek  me  ?  Then  bear  me  home, 
For  the  lover  is  banish'd — the  bridegroom 

is  come ! 

Hear  ye  the  chime  of  the  bridal  bell  ? 
Soon  shall  it  toll  a  funeral  knell. 
Hear  ye  the  bridal  song  this  morn  ? 
Soon  shall  ye  hear  a  song  forlorn. 
Scatter  sweet  flowers  on  my  thorny  way, 
I  shall  be  wither'd  as  soon  as  they. 
Clothe  my  form  in  bridal  white, 
So  shall  it  serve  for  my  shroud  to-night. 
Deck  with  jewels  my  raven  hair, 
To-night  it  a  darker  wreath  shall  wear. 
Take  this  fading  rose  from  my  breast, 
And  give  it  to  him  that  loves  me  best ; 
And  say,  as  ye  point  to  my  early  tomb, 
That  the  lover  was  dear,  though  the  bride- 
groom was  come. 

X. 


BEAUTY. 


"  Quel  dommage  que  tout  cela  nourrira  !" 
Oui,  Monsieur  !  mais  cela  n'est  pas  pourri." 


JOHN  BULL  and  Lord  Byron  are 
agreed  on  one  point  at  least.  Both 
assert  ' l  cant"  to  be  the  prevailing  mo- 
ral feature  of  the  age  we  live  in.  In- 
numerable scribblers  have  caught  up 
the  same  note,  and  spun  it  out  in  end- 
less variation,  and  I,  among  the  small 
fry  of  literature,  am  fain  to  join  in  the 
chorus.  Of  all  cants,  then,  one  of  the 
most  sickening  to  my  taste  is  that  of 
some  parents  who  pretend  (for  I  give 
them  little  credit  for  sincerity)  to  de- 
precate for  their  female  offspring  the 
possession  of  that  precious  gift,  as  it 
really  is,  or,  as  they  are  pleased  to  term 
it, f(  that  dangerous  endowment,"  per- 
sonal attractiveness.  They  affect,  for- 
sooth, to  thank  Providence  that  their 
daughters  are ' '  no  beauties" — or  to  sigh 
and  lament  over  their  dangerous  come- 
liness, and  then  they  run  out  into  a 
long  string  of  trite  axioms,  and  stale 
common-places,  about  the  snares  and 
vanities  of  this  wicked  world,  as  if 


none  but  beauties  were  exposed  to  the 
assaults  of  the  tempter.  Now,  I  am 
firmly  of  opinion,  (nay,  every  day  ex- 
perience proves  it  so,)  that  ugly  wo- 
men, called  plain  by  courtesy,  are  just 
as  likely  to  slip  and  stumble  in  those 
treacherous  pitfalls,  as  others  of  their 
sex,  more  distinguished  by  personal 
attractions;  and  that,  on  a  fair  ave- 
rage, pretty  women  are  the  happiest, 
as  well  as  the  most  agreeable  of  the 
species. 

Let  us  take  a  fair  sample  of  this  ge- 
nus— not  a  perfect  specimen.  The  bo- 
tanist may  select  such  for  his  herbal, 
but  it  would  not  so  well  answer  our 
purpose  in  exemplifying  human  varie- 
ties. Let  us  suppose  a  child  endow- 
ed with  moderate  abilities,  an  amiable 
disposition,  and  a  decent  share  of  beau- 
ty, and  other  children  in  the  same  fa- 
mily, gifted  in  an  equal  proportion 
with  the  same  mental  qualifications, 
but  wholly  destitute  of  exterior  advan- 


tages.     Will  not  the  fair  attractive 
child  be  the  most  favoured,  the  best 
beloved,  generally  speaking,  even  of 
those  parents  who  endeavour  to  be,  and 
honestly  believe  that  they  are,  most 
conscientiously  impartial  ?    The  same 
anxious  cares  may,  it  is  true,  be  equal- 
ly bestowed  on  all.     The  same  tender 
and  endearing  epithets  be  applied  to 
all — but  the  eye  will  linger  longest  on 
the  sweet  countenance  of  the  lovely 
little  one,  the  parental  kiss  will  dwell 
more  fondly  on  its  cherub  lip,  and  the 
voice,  in  speaking  to  it,  will  be  invo- 
luntarily modulated  to  softer  and  more 
tender  tones.     I  am  not  arguing  that 
this  preference,  however  involuntary 
and  unconscious  it  may  be,  is  even 
then   wholly  defensible,   or  that,   if 
knowingly,  and  weakly  yielded  to,  it 
is  not  entirely  inexcusable.  I  only  as- 
sert that  it  is  in  human  nature,  and 
waiving   that  side  of  the   question, 
which  if  analyzed  would  involve  a  long 
moral  discussion,  not  necessarily  con- 
nected with  my  present  subject,  I  shall 
simply  proceed  to  observe,  that  if  this 
unconscious,  irresistible  preference  fre- 
quently influences  even   the  fondest 
parents,  how  far  more  unrestrainedly 
does  it  manifest  itself,  in  the  surround- 
ing circle  of  friends,  guests,  relations, 
and  casual  visitors.     How  many  in- 
dulgences and  gratifications  are  ob- 
tainedfor  the  irresistible  pleader!  How 
many  petitions  granted  for  the  remu- 
neration of  a  kiss  !    How  tenderly  are 
the   tears  of  contrition  wiped  away 
from  eyes  that  look  so  beautifully  re- 
morseful !— And  all  this,  I  firmly  be- 
lieve, if  restrained  by  good  feelings 
and  just  principle,  from  reaching  a 
blameable  excess,  is  productive  only 
of  good  results  in  the  young  mind,  and 
that  children  happily  constituted  by 
nature  in  person  and  disposition,  thrive 
best  (even  in  a  moral  sense)  in  that 
atmosphere  of  tender  indulgence,  and 
become  ultimately  most  amiable  and 
equable,  least  selfish  and  exacting,  in 
all  the  various  relations  of  life.     The 
reason  of  this  I  take  to  be — that  they 
feel   the  most  perfect   confidence  in 
their  fellow-creatures ;  and  how  many 
of  the  best  affections  of  our  nature 
spring  up  and  flourish  under  the  kind- 
ly influence  of  that  most  Christian  feel- 
ing !    The  fair  engaging  child  expands 
into  womanhood  in  the  warm  sunshine 
of  affectionate  encouragement,  and  all 
the  delicate  and  grateful  emotions  of 
her  heart  are  drawn  out  to  bud  and 
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blossom  in  that  congenial  clime ; — 
every  individual  of  her  family  and 
friends,  fondly  or  courteously  contri- 
buting to  her  happiness  or  pleasure. 
Will  not  the  desire  to  repay  kindness 
with  kindness,  love  with  love,  bless- 
ing with  blessing,  be  the  responsive 
impulse  of  her  young  heart  ?  She  finds 
by  every  day's  experience,  that  the 
tenderest  approbation,  the  warmest 
encomiums,  the  fondest  caresses,  re- 
ward her  endeavours  after  the  attain- 
ment of  useful  information,  and  ele- 
gant accomplishment,  and  that  bless- 
ings more  expressively  silent,  (the 
eloquent  blessings  of  the  eye,)  beam 
unutterable  things  on  her  performance 
of  higher  duties  ;  that  a  powerful 
stimulus  to  persevere  in  the  paths  of 
well-doing,  to  strive  to  be  all  she  is 
thought  capable  of  being  ! 

Her  natural  failings  and  youthful 
errors  are  most  mildly  and  tenderly 
rebuked ;  her  motives  most  charitably 
interpreted — what  incentives  to  con- 
quer those  failings  !  to  avoid  those  er- 
rors !  to  realize  hopes  so  fondly  san- 
guine !  Happiness  is  far  less  selfish 
than  sorrow.  Its  natural  tendency  is 
to  communicate,  to  infuse  itself,  as  it 
were,  into  every  surrounding  object ; 
and  certainly  nothing  inspires  us  with 
such  good  will  and  charity  towards 
our  fellow- creatures,  as  the  sweet  con- 
sciousness that  they  are  benevolently 
disposed  towards  us.  If  all  the  dis- 
courteous, ill-natured,  uncharitable 
things  that  are  said  and  done,  were 
traced  back  to  their  real  source,  it 
would  be  found  that  every  other  one 
at  least,  resulted,  not  from  resent- 
ment for  the  infliction  of  serious  in- 
jury, but  from  some  wounded  feeling, 
some  smarting  sense  of  neglect,  un- 
kindness,  or,  it  may  be,  of  conscious  in- 
significance, a  consciousness  (by  the 
way)  widely  differing  from  Christian 
humility,  and  operating  far  otherwise 
on  the  heart  and  temper. 

Allowing  these  to  be  fancied,  or  at 
least  fancifully  exaggerated  injuries, 
their  influence  on  the  character  is  not 
therefore  less  pernicious,  and  the 
question  is,  Would  these  corroding, 
crushing  thoughts,  have  sprung  up  in 
the  cheering  sunshine  of  favour  and 
indulgence?  Have  they  not  been 
generated  and  fostered  in  a  cold,  un- 
genial  shade,  where  "  flowers  that  love 
the  light"  could  never  blossom  ? 

But  "  vanity !  vanity  !"  saith  the 
Preacher.  What  sevenfold  shield  can 
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fence  the  heart  of  woman,  against  va- 
nity and  its  satanic  legion  ?  The  only 
shield,  I  reply,  capable  of  fencing  any 
human  heart  against  the  perpetual, 
insidious,  and  ever- varying  assaults  of 
the  tempter— sound  moral  principles, 
founded  on  religious  knowledge,  and 
a  firm  and  humble  faith  in  the  truths 
of  revelation.  When  these  have  not 
been  early  and  sedulously  inculcated, 
the  Beauty  is  exposed,  indeed,  to  great 
and  peculiar  dangers.  But,  is  the  ugly 
woman,  on  her  part,  more  secure  from 
those  temptations,  to  which  she  also  is 
peculiarly  liable  ?  Is  vanity  solely  con- 
fined to  the  consciousness  of  personal 
attractions  ?  Is  there  no  such  thing  as 
conceit  of  sense,  of  talent,  of  taste,  of 
goodness — nay,  even  of  humility? 
There  is  conceit  active,  and  conceit 
passive.  That  which  plumes  itself  on 
being  superior  in  such  and  such  points, 
is,  to  my  taste,  less  odious  than  the 
Pharisaical  cant,  "  Well !  thank  God, 
I  am  not  so  and  so." 

Now,  verily,  I  am  inclined  to  believe, 
that  of  all  modifications  of  this  infir- 
mity— this  vice,  if  you  will  have  it  so, 
—that  is  most  harmless  which  plumes 
itself  on  outward  advantages,  (I  speak 
with  exclusive  reference  to female  beau- 
ties,) and  in  point  of  fact,  have  we  not 
often  occasion  to  remark,  that  a  pretty, 
vain,  giddy  girl,  one  of  the  most  ap- 
parently inconsiderate  character,  will 
settle  down  for  life  with  a  companion 
who  deserves  and  possesses  her  respect 
and  affection,  into  a  domestic,  prudent 
wife,  a  careful  and  tender  mother,  an 
exemplary  mistress  of  a  family,  while 
some  grave,  demure-looking  maiden, 
guarded  at  all  points  in  the  armour  of 
ugliness,  bristling  all  over  with  de- 
corum, and  pinched  into  the  very  pat- 
tern of  primness  and  propriety,  will 
(if  occasion  offer)  launch  out  into  such 
extravagances  and  indiscretions,  as 
defy  all  calculations  on  probability 
and  liability,  and  utterly  confound  the 
wise  theories  of  all  declaimers  against 
the  dangerous  endowment  of  beauty. 

But,  to  sum  up  all — are  there,  in  the 
class  of  beauties,  fewer  good  wives, 
good  mothers,  good  women,  and  good 
Christians,  than  amongst  those  of  the 
sex,  to  whom  nature  has  been  more 
niggardly  of  outward  adornments? 
An  impartial  observer  will  acknow- 
ledge, that  such  characters  are  found, 
in  pretty  equal  proportions,  amongst 
the  lovely  and  unlovely  ;  but,  revert- 
ing to  minor  considerations,  from  that 
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higher  ground  of  observation,  I  will 
venture  to  assert,  that  there  is  less 
vanity, — or,  perhaps,  more  properly 
speaking,  less  solicitude  about  perso- 
nal appearance,  in  pretty  than  in  plain 
women.  The  cause  is  obvious — the  one 
is  perpetually  striving  to  make  herself, 
what  nature  has  made  the  other.  Its 
frequent  result  is  more  perplexing. 
The  exuberant  self-complacency  with 
which  an  ugly  woman,  in  the  full 
pomp  and  panoply  of  dress  and  de- 
coration, seems,  as  it  were,  to  inflate 
and  expand  her  whole  person  ;  and  if 
some  solitary  charm  of  form  or  feature, 
has  been  grudgingly  bestowed  upon 
her,  what  sedulous  anxiety  to  exhibit 
it  to  the  best  advantage !  How  the  ma- 
lady concentrates  itself,  in  a  manner,  in 
that  peculiar  part !  Betrays  itself,  by 
an  unnatural  and  perpetual  distention 
of  the  mouth,  if  a  set  of  white  and  even 
teeth  is  the  seat  of  the  disorder ; — is 
characterised  by  a  delicate  curve  of  the 
fingers,  or  graceful  action  of  the  hand, 
if  that  happens  to  be  the  part  affected  ; 
or  by  a  frequent  protrusion  of  the  foot, 
should  the  disease  have  possessed  it- 
self of  the  lower  extremities. 

Good  Heavens !  in  what  thing,  in 
what  place,  under  what  circumstances, 
will  not  vanity  take  root,  and  thrive  ? 
Stick  it,  like  house-leek,  on  a  bare 
wall,  its  fibres  will  insert  themselves 
into  the  crevices,  and  the  plant  will 
prosper  somehow.  Strew  it  like  mus- 
tard and  cress  over  a  few  woollen 
threads  in  an  earthen  platter,  and  you 
may  pick  sallad  to-morrow.  Hang  it 
up  like  the  air  plant,  between  heaven 
and  earth,  by  a  single  thread,  and, 
like  the  air  plant,  it  will  bud  and  blos- 
som without  other  than  ethereal  nu- 
triment. They  are  inexperienced  na- 
turalists, who  affirm,  that  it  flourishes 
only,  or  peculiarly,  in  soil  or  climate 
of  such  and  such  nature  and  tempera- 
ture. 

But  to  all  who  persist  in  the  belief 
that  beauty  is  the  forcing  bed  of  this 
idle  flaunting  weed — to  all  parents  who' 
are  really  sincere  in  deprecating  for 
their  offspring,  what  they  term  so  fatal 
an  endowment, — I  would  compassion- 
ately suggest  one  simple  expedient, 
calculated  to  strike  at  the  very  root  of 
the  evil.  Let  the  pride  of  civilization, 
for  once,  condescend  to  adopt  the  prac- 
tice of  those  unsophisticated  savages, 
who  (for  very  opposite  purposes,  it  is 
true)  flatten  the  noses,  depress  the 
skulls,  and  slit  the  lips  and  ears  of 
10 
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their  new-born  females.  The  most 
obstinate  charms, — the  most  invete- 
rate beauty, — must  infallibly  yield  to 
this  early  discipline;  to  .which,  for 
further  security,  may  be  added,  a  ge- 
neral tattooing  of  the  whole  person,  so 
that  no  separate  part  or  portion  may 
become  a  stronghold  for  that  subtle 
demon,  who  can  entrench  himself  in 
the  hem  of  an  ear,  or  the  tip  of  a  little 
finger. — But  whither,  in  its  compas- 
sionate zeal  for  the  relief  of  parental 
anxiety, — whither  tends  my  specula- 
tive genius  ?  What  might  be  the  pro- 
bable result  of  the  measures  I  sug- 
gest ?  If  adopted  by  a  few  leaders  of 
rank  and  fashion,  the  universal  rage 
for  novelty  and  imitation  would  soon 
make  the  practice  general,  and  then, 
indeed,  a  great  and  decisive  conquest 
over  beauty,  might  be  confidently  an- 
ticipated. *  But,  with  its  utter  extinc- 
tion in  the  land,  might  not  our  pre- 
sent conception  of  its  component  parts, 
and  general  combinations,  fade  away 
to  dim  recollections?  Those  also,  in 
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progress  of  time,  could  hardly  fail  to 
be  wholly  obliterated;  and  in -their 
stead,  would  arise  a  new  standard  of 
perfection,  not  less  the  object  of  a 
dangerous  worship,  for  being  the  very 
reverse  of  a  former  idol.  With  the 
custom  of  a  savage  nation,  we  may 
adopt  its  tastes  also ;  and  thencefor- 
ward, a  celebrated  beauty  of  the  Bri- 
tish Court,  may  be  constituted  such, 
by  perfections  similar  to  those  that  qua- 
lify a  Hottentot  Venus, — an  Esqui- 
maux petite  Maitresse, — or  a  reigning 
toast  of  the  Sandwich  Islands ;  and 
the  first  view  of  a  squat  nose,  and  flat- 
tened pericranium,  in  his  new-born 
babe,  may  strike  into  the  heart  of  an 
anxious  parent,  the  same  pious  horror, 
with  which  he  now  contemplates  the 
Grecian  outline  and  delicate  propor- 
tion of  the  infant  beauty,  who  smiles 
in  his  face,  with  such  innocent  uncoil-* 
sciousness  of  the  fatal  charms  with 
which  nature  has  endowed  her. 

A. 


THROUGHOUT  the  months  occupied 
by  the  Duke  of  Angouleme's  campaign, 
we  have  abstained  almost  entirely  from 
touching  on  the  subject  of  Spanish  af- 
fairs. Long  before  that  expedition  com- 
menced, nay,  long  before  the  House  of 
Commons  heard  Mr  Canning's  most  ad- 
mirable expose  of  the  views  of  the  Bri- 
tish government  in  contemplation  of 
it,  we  had  said  enough  to  convince  our 
readers,  that  we  had  thoroughly  made 
up  our  own  minds  as  to  the  unjusti- 
fiable character  of  those  principles,  on 
which  the  Bourbon  government  of 
France  had  proclaimed  themselves  to 
be  acting.  Some  months  later,  in  the 
course  of  a  Review  of  Mr  Quin's  Tra- 
vels, we  took  occasion  to  be  equally 
explicit  in  expressing  our  sentiments, 
touching  the  constitution  promulgated 
by  the  Cortes  of  Cadiz  in  1812,  and 
re-established  in  Spain  by  the  military 
insurrection  of  1 820.  The  result  of  the 
conflict  between  these  two  systems, 
with  which  we  from  the  beginning 
had  thus  expressed  our  equal  dissatis- 
faction, is  now  before  all  the  world. — 
The  result,  said  we  ? — No,  not  the 
final  result,  assuredly,  but  the  primary 
one  ; — and  we  conceive  it  is  now  time 
for  us  to  lay  the  consequences  by  the 
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cause,  and  clothe,  in  a  few  plain  sen- 
tences, what  is  our  opinion,  and  what 
we  take  to  be  also  the  opinion  of  the 
great  majority  of  the  impartial  public 
of  England,  in  regard  to  the  whole  of 
this  matter. 

Our  opinion,  then,  to  state  the  thing 
distinctly  at  the  outset,  is,  that  the 
Spanish  Liberals  and  the  French  go- 
vernment have  all  along,  and  through- 
out the  whole  business,  been  in  the 
wrong ;  but  that,  compared  with  Fer- 
dinand VII.,  notwithstanding,  they 
have  always  been,  and  are  now,  "whi- 
ter," both  of  them,  "  than  unsunned 
snow." 

The  faults  of  the  Spanish  Liberals 
have  been  many.  In  the  first  place, 
they  framed  at  Cadiz,  in  1812,  a  con- 
stitution altogether  unfit  for  the  coun- 
try where  they  meant  it  to  be  placed 
in  operation,  in  regard  to  many  of  its 
most  important  provisions.  In  the  se- 
cond place,  they,  by  false  representa- 
tions as  to  fact,  made  it  pass  fora  timfe 
that  this  constitution  had  been  really 
framed  by  the  real  representatives  of 
the  Spanish  nation — it  having  never 
been  anything  but  the  manufacture  of 
one  particular  party,  and  having  been 
openly  disavowed  from  the  beginning 
4  Q 
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by  every  part  of  the  nation  besides. 
Thirdly,  they  abandoned  this  consti- 
tution at  the  time  of  Ferdinand's  re- 
storation, in  a  manner  altogether  un- 
worthy of  the  high  principles  on  which 
they  had  professed  to  be  acting.  In 
the  fourth  place,  they  re-established 
it  in  1820,  in  a  manner  equally  at  va- 
riance with  those  principles.  And,  in 
the  fifth  place,  they  have  utterly  and 
irremediably  disgraced  themselves  by 
the  pusillanimous  exhibition  with 
which  they  have  just  concluded  their 
career. 

The  sin  of  the  French  govern- 
ment, on  the  other  hand,  is  one,  and 
indivisible.  It  lies  in  the  unjustified, 
and  unjustifiable  aggression,  which 
has  been  made  upon  the  Spanish 
soil.  For  the  present,  this  interfe- 
rence has  been  crowned  with  appa- 
rent success — probably  much  more  so 
than  King  Louis's  ministers  themselves 
had  anticipated  ;  but  the  whole  busi- 
ness is  rotten,  and  will  come  to  no- 
thing, or  to  worse  than  nothing,  in  the 
upshot. 

On  both  of  these,  therefore,  we  are  of 
opinion,  that  a  great  burden  of  blame 
lies  and  must  lie.  Still,  however,  we 
must  admit,  that  neither  the  conduct  of 
the  one  party,  nor  that  of  the  other,  is  to 
our  minds  irreconcilable  with  some- 
think  like  fairness  of  intention  in  the 
main.  They  may  both  have  chosen  false 
principles  of  action,  but  it  is  not  quite 
apparent  that  either  has  done  so  know- 
ingly— and  the  haughty  rashness  of 
the  one  side,  need  not,  any  more  than 
the  vacillating  imbecility  of  the  other, 
be  taken  as  the  clear  and  indubitable 
symbol  of  deliberate  dishonour.' — We 
can  pardon  much  from  any  Spaniards 
striving  against  the  cause  of  despotism, 
and  we  can  also  pardon  much  from  any 
French  government  striving  against 
the  cause  of  Jacobinism  ;  but  the  con- 
duct of  Ferdinand  VII.  has  been  con- 
sistent with  no  intelligible  principle  of 
any  kind,  that  is  worthy  of  being  re- 
garded with  any  species  of  tolerance. 
HE  has  been  guilty  of  the  basest 
treachery  to  ALL — and  has  stamped 
THE  WHOLE  of  his  own  character  with 
one  dye  of  unrelieved  blackness. 

The  history  of  Spain  has  been,  in- 
deed, one  series  of  misfortunes  ever 
since  the  accession  of  Charles  V.  A 
few  brilliant  campaigns,  and  many 
magnificent  foreign  acquisitions,  have 
for  their  respective  seasons  blinded 
the  eyes  of  this  proud  race  to  their 


qwn  condition ;  but  that  condition 
has,  nevertheless,  been  uniformly 
and  unbrokenly  sinking.  The  crafty 
Charles,  by  alternate  acts  of  swindling 
and  robbery,  deprived  the  nation  of 
all  that  was  really  valuable  in  her  po- 
litical institutions.  The  glare  of  his 
conquests — the  splendour  of  his  name 
— the  imperial  influence  in  Europe., 
and  the  American  floods  of  wealth — 
all  these  were  considered  by  the  Spa- 
niards as  things  of  their  own,  and 
they  shut  their  eyes  to  the  domestic 
misdeeds  of  their  magnificent  tyrant, 
just  as  the  French  of  our  own  time 
did  theirs,  to  those  of  a  tyrant  not 
his  inferior  in  meanness,  and  cer- 
tainly his  superior  in  almost  every- 
thing besides.  The  spirit  of  military 
adventure,  and  the  lights  of  a  beauti- 
ful literature,  gilded  over,  in  like  man- 
ner, the  superficies  of  the  two  ages 
that  followed  that  of  Charles  V.;  but 
all  this  while  the  elements  of  univer- 
sal degradation  had  been  work  ing  sure- 
ly below,  and  it  was  not  long  ere  aU 
settled  into  the  uniform  and  melan- 
choly gloom  of  that  intellectual  night, 
the  first  lurid,  uncertain,  and  stormy 
dawning  from  which,  has  just  been 
fixing  the  hopes  and  the  fears  of 
Europe. 

The  history  of  Superstition  and  the 
Inquisition  in  Spain,  has  been  sketched 
by  Mr  Southey,  in  one  of  the  late 
Numbers  of  the  Quarterly  Review, 
with  the  hand  of  a  master — to  that 
sketch  we  need  add  nothing  here—- 
it is  complete  so  far  as  it  goes ;  it  will 
live  as  a  chapter  in  the  history  of  our 
species,  long  after  the  mass  of  contem- 
porary writings  shall  have  passed  in~ 
to  oblivion.  But  Mr  Southey  has  not 
brought  the  matter  sufficiently  down 
to  our  own  time,  nor,  by  consequence, 
sufficiently  home  to  our  feelings.  On 
the  contrary,  the  picture  he  presents, 
deriving  evidently,  and  indeed  con- 
fessedly, all  its  darkest  touches  from 
the  congeries  of  a  most  laborious  eru- 
dition, is  a  thing  which  ordinary  ob- 
servers are  more  apt  to  stare  at,  than 
to  study — the  impression  it  leaves,  is 
rather  that  of  what  has  been,  than  of 
what  is. — The  appearance  of  Mr  Bluiv- 
co  White's  book,  (l)oblado's  Letters,) 
was  therefore  a  matter  of  greater  im- 
mediate importance,  and  we  regret  ex- 
ceedingly that  Mr  Southey  has  clone  no 
more  than  refer  to  that  work,  instead  of 
drawing  from  its  comparatively  ephe- 
meral pages  the  materials  for  a  fulU'r 
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and  more  satisfactory  termination  to 
his  own  luminous  exposition. 

This  gentleman  is  the  son  of  an 
Englishman  who  settled  in  Spain.  He 
was  educated  in  a  Spanish  university, 
and  became  a  priest  of  the  Catholic 
church  in  Spain.  In  process  of  time, 
however,  his  eyes  were  opened  to  the 
degrading  effects  of  that  faith,  more 
especially  under  the  circumstances  of 
Spanish  management.  He  left  Spain, 
came  over  to  England,  renounced  Ca- 
tholicism, and  was  received  as  a  minis- 
ter of  the  Protestant  church,  in  whose 
service  he  has  ever  since  continued  to 
be  surrounded  with  every  species  of 
respect.  This  is  the  person  who  has 
undertaken  to  describe  the  country  of 
his  birth  and  education,  to  that  of 
his  ancestry  and  his  adoption  ;  and  it 
would  certainly  be  no  easy  matter  to 
devise  a  set  of  circumstances  more  like- 
ly to  prepare  a  man  for  the  fit  execu- 
tion of  such  a  task. 

Nobody,  most  assuredly,  who  has 
not  read  Mr  Wbite's  book,  can  have 
anticipated  anything  like  the  im- 
pression which  a  careful  perusal  of 
it  is  calculated  to  leave  "behind.  No 
English  reader  can  easily  believe  that 
such  a  system  has  actually  been  sub- 
sisting in  full  vigour  so  near  to  our- 
selves, within  our  own  time.  There 
is  such  a  gulf  between — there  is  such 
a  mixture  of  the  ludicrous  and  the 
shocking  in  the  whole  picture,  that 
it  really  requires  a  continual  effort 
to  remember,  that  it  is  not  a  pic- 
ture of  mere  imagination.  The  monks 
— the  lazy,  ignorant,  unhappy  swarms 
of  monks— the  crafty,  all-penetra- 
ting, all-ruling,  all-corrupting  con- 
fessors— the  miserable  victims  of  de- 
ceit withering  in  a  thousand  nun- 
neries— the  bold  hypocrisy  thundering 
in  ten  thousand  pulpits,  and  alternate- 
ly fawning  and  tyrannizing  by  as  ma- 
ny millions  of  bedsides — the  prostrate 
cowardice  of  a  nation,  King,  Lords, 
and  Commons,  all  alike  lying  bound 
beneath  the  influence  of  this  black 
pestilence — the  total  uptying  of  mind 
and  heart — the  universal  amalgama- 
tion of  sin  and  fear — the  eternal  mul- 
tiform struggle,  and  the  uniform  gain 
—  the  whole  is  so  loathsome,  that 
every  English  eye  shrinks  back  at  the 
first  glance  with  the  same  "  incredulus 
udi." 

Revolting,  however,  as  the  bring- 
ing home  of  such  a  state  of  things 
may  be  to  our  imagination — the  facts 


677 

are  clear  and  indisputable.  The  in- 
fluence of  this  great  soul-subduing 
machinery  remained  up  to  the  pe- 
riod of  which  Mr  White  writes — 
that  is,  up  to  the  beginning  of  the  pre- 
sent century — in  all  its  vigour,  un- 
checked, unresisted,  irresistible — an 
universal  nightmare  brooding  over  the 
intellect  of  this  once  spirited,  chival- 
rous, and  noble  people.  The  ultra- 
royalist  partizans  of  the  English  press 
turn  round  and  tell  us,  that  in  spite 
of  external  appearances  the  system 
had  lost  its  worst  virus — and  they 
dwell  with  especial  triumph  on  the 
fact,  that  of  latter  times  the  Inquisi- 
tion had  become  an  almost  harmless 
shadow  of  what  it  once  was.  Be  it  so: 
and  what  does  this  prove  ?  To  our 
view  it  proves  nothing,  but  that  the 
Inquisition  had  done  its  work  so  tho- 
roughly that  it  had  nothing  more  to 
do.  When  a  country  has  been  con- 
quered to  the  core — when  its  inhabi- 
tants have  lived  for  ages  in  the  feeble- 
ness of  contented  subjection,  one  skele- 
ton regiment  keeps  it  in  order  more 
effectually,  than  a  whole  magnificent 
standing  army  could  have  done  at  the 
beginning.  And  so  it  was  here.  The 
very  dream  of  resistance  had  been  ex- 
tirpated. The  despotism  had  sat  down 
secure  .and  opaque.  The  work  was  ac- 
complished. The  mind  had  been  train- 
ed to  creeping — what  need  could  there 
be— 

"  Te  trash  for  overtopping  ?" 

Hear  what  Mr  White  says  of  one  (for 
it  is  only  one)  of  the  established  in- 
struments of  this  established  thraldom 
— and  consider  who  it  is  that  speaks 
— it  is  one  who  had  himself  sat  in  the 
Confessional,  as  well  as  kneeled  before 
it — 

"  Auricular  confession,  as  a  subject  of 
theological  controversy,  is,  probably,  be- 
neath the  notice  of  many ;  but  I  could 
not  easily  allow  the  name  of  philosopher 
to  any  one  who  should  look  upon  an  in- 
quiry into  the  moral  influence  of  that  re- 
ligious practice,  as  perfectly  devoid  of 
interest.  It  has  been  observed,  with  great 
truth,  that  the  most  philanthropic  man 
would  feel  'more  uneasiness  in  the  ex- 
pectation of  having  his  little  finger  cut 
off,  than  in  the  assurance  that  the  whole 
empire  of  China  was  to  be  swallowed  up, 
the  next  day,  by  an  earthquake.  If  ever, 
therefore,  these  lines  should  meet  the  eye 
of  the  public  in  some  distant  country, 
(for  ages  must  pass  before  they  can  see 
the  light  in  Spain),  I  entreat  my  readers 
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to  beware  of  indifference  about  evils  from 
which  it  is  their  happiness  to  be  free, 
and  to  make  a  due  allowance  for  the  feel- 
ings which  lead  me  into  a  short  digres- 
sion. They  certainly  cannot  expect  to 
be  acquainted  with  Spain  without  a  suf- 
ficient knowledge  of  the  powerful  moral 
engines  which  are  at  work  in  that  coun- 
try ;  and  they  will,  perhaps,  find  that  a 
Spanish  priest  may  have  something  to  say 
which  is  new  to  them  on  the  subject  of 
confession. 

"  The  effects  of  confession  upon  ycung 
minds,  are  generally  unfavourable  to  their 
future  peace  and  virtue.  It  was  to  that 
practice  I  owed  the  first  taste  of  remorse, 
while  yet  my  soul  was  in  a  state  of  in- 
fant purity.  My  fancy  had  been  strong- 
ly impressed  with  the  awful  conditions 
of  the  penitential  law,  and  the  word  sa- 
crilege had  made  me  shudder  on  being 
told  that  the  act  of  concealing  any  thought 
or  action,  the  rightfulness  of  which  1 
suspected,  would  make  me  guilty  of  that 
worst  of  crimes,  and  greatly  increase  my 
danger  of  everlasting  torments.  My  pa- 
rents had,  in  this  case,  done  no  more 
than  their  duty  according  to  the  rules  of 
their  church.  But,  though  they  had  suc- 
ceeded in  rousing  my  fear  of  hell,  this 
was,  on  the  other  hand,  too  feeble  to 
overcome  a  childish  bashfulness,  which 
rnade  the  disclosure  of  a  harmless  trifle 
an  effort  above  my  strength. 

"  The  appointed  day  came  at  last,  when 
I  was  to  wait  on  the  confessor.  Now  wa- 
vering, now  determined  not  to  be  guilty 
of  sacrilege,  I  knelt  before  the  priest, 
leaving,  however,  in  my  list  of  sins,  the 
last  place  to  the  hideous  offence — I  be- 
lieve it  was  a  petty  larceny  committed  on 
a  young  bird.  But  when  I  came  to  the 
dreaded  point,  shame  and  confusion  fell 
upon  me,  and  the  accusation  stuck  in  my 
throat.  The  imaginary  guilt  of  this  si- 
lence haunted  my  mind  for  four  years, 
gathering  horrors  at  every  successive  con- 
Fession,  and  rising  into  an  appalling  spec- 
tre, when,  at  the  age  of  twelve,  I  was 
taken  to  receive  the  sacrament.  In  this 
miserable  state  I  continued  till,  with  the 
advance  of  reason,  I  plucked,  at  fourteen, 
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courage  enough  to  unburthen  my  con- 
science by  a  general  confession  of  the 
past.  And  let  it  not  be  supposed  that 
mifle  is  a  singular  case,  arising  either 
from  morbid  feeling  or  the  nature  of  my 
early  education.  Few,  indeed,  among  the 
many  penitents  I  have  examined,  have 
escaped  the  evils  of  a  similar  state  ;  for, 
what  a  silly  bashfulness  does  in  children, 
is  often,  in  after  life,  the  immediate  effect 
of  that  shame  by  which  fallen  frailty 
clings  still  to  wounded  virtue.  The  ne- 
cessity of  confession,  seen  at  a  distance, 
is  lighter  than  a  feather  in  the  balance  of 
desire  ;  while,  at  a  subsequent  period,  it 
becomes  a  punishment  on  delicacy — an 
instrument  to  biunt  the  moral  sense,  by 
multiplying  the  subjects  of  remorse,  and 
directing  its  greatest  terrors  against  ima- 
ginary crimes. 

"  These  evils  affect,  nearly  equally,  the 
two  sexes ;  but  there  are  some  that  fall 
peculiarly  to  the  lot  of  the  softer.  Yet 
the  remotest  of  all— at  least  as  ^ong  as 
the  Inquisition  shall  exist — is  the  danger 
of  direct  seduction  from  the  priest.  The 
formidable  powers  of  that  odious  tribunal 
have  been  so  skilfully  arrayed  against  the 
abuse  of  sacramental  trust,  that  few  are 
found  base  and  blind  enough  to  make 
the  confessional  a  direct  instrument  of 
debauch.  The  strictest  delicacy,  how- 
ever, is,  I  believe,  inadequate  fully  to  op- 
pose the  demoralizing  tendency  of  auri- 
cular confession.  Without  the  slightest 
responsibility,  and,  not  unfrequently,  in 
the  conscientious  discharge  of  v.  hat  he 
believes  his  duty,  the  confessor  conveys 
to  the  female  mind  the  first  foul  breath 
which  dims  its  virgin  purity.  He,  un- 
doubtedly, has  a  right  to  interrogate  up- 
on subjects  which  are  justly  deemed 
awkward  even  for  maternal  confidence  ; 
and  it  would  require  more  than  common 
simplicity  to  suppose  that  a  discretion- 
ary power  of  this  nature,  left  in  the 
hands  of  thousands — men  beset  with 
more  than  common  temptations  to  abuse 
it — will  generally  be  exercised  with  pro- 
per caution.  *  But  I  will  no  longer 
dwell  upon  this  subject  for  the  present. 
Men  of  unprejudiced  minds  will  easily 


*  In  justice  to  Mr  White  we  must  quote  his  Note.—"  I  must  observe,  that  the  degree  of  delieacy,  or 
its  opposite,  in  a  confessor— besides  the  individual  influence  of  virtue  and  good  breeding— must  great- 
ly depend  upon  the  general  refinement  of  the  people  among  whom  he  exercises  his  powers.  Such  is 
the  state  of  manners  in  England,  that  few  or  none,  I  will  venture  to  say,  among  its  Catholic  females, 
will  probably  be  aware  of  any  evil  tendency  in  auricular  confession.  I  would  not  equally  answer  for 
Ireland,  especially  among  the  lower  classes.  Since  these  Letters,  however,  would  not  have  seen  the 
light  without  rny  consent,  I  must  here,  once  for  all,  enter  my  protest  against  the  supposition  of  their 
being  intended  as  an  attack  on  the  large  and  respectable  portion  of  our  fellow-subjects  who  profess  the 
Roman  Catholic  faith.  That  I  firmly  believe  in  the  abstract  tendency  which  is  here  attributed  to  Ca- 
tholicism, I  cannot,  will  not  deny.  Vet  we  should  not  confound  Catholicism  in  the  rank  luxuriance 
of  full  growth,  with  the  same  noxious  plant  gradually  iinued  and  reclaimed  under  the  shade  of  Protest- 
antism. Thus,  while  I  am  persuaded  that  the  religion  of  Spain,  Portugal,  and  .\aples  is  the  main  ob- 
stacle to  the  final  establishment  of  liberty  in  those  countries,  1  positively  deny  the-  inference  that  Ca- 
tholics must  necessarily,  and  in  all  possible  circumstances,  mao.e  a  wrong  use  of  political  power."— 
Editor. 
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conjecture  what  I  leave  unsaid  j  while  to 
shew  a  hope  of  convincing  such  as  have 
made  a  full  and  irrevocable  surrender  of 
tljeir  judgment,  were  only  to  libel  my 
own." 

To  this  we  shall  only  add  one  fact 
of  our  own  ;  and  this  is,  that  anybody 
who  has  seen  the  popular  books  of  re- 
ligious instruction  that  are  to  be  found 
on  every  parlour  window  throughout 
Spain — the  books  that  answer  there  to 
our  Pilgrim's  Progress,  Whole  Duty 
of  Man,  Nelson's  Fasts  and  Festivals, 
and  the  like — must  be  aware  that  Mr 
White  has  much  understated  the  ac- 
tual horrors  of  this  auricular  system. 
The  deliberate  filth  of  these  books — 
we  speak  advisedly — is  certainly 
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thousand  miles  beyond  anything  that 
is  to  be  found  in  the  worst  books  for- 
bidden to  be  sold  in  England,  on  the 
score  of  their  indecency.  Under  the 
pretence  of  confessorial  privilege,  the 
priestly  Authors  of  these  books  have 
arranged,  in  the  form  of  catechisms, 
&c.,  the  most  minute  revelations  of 
all  the  symptoms  of  every  lawless  pas- 
sion— even  of  those  which  it  is  impos- 
sible to  name  to  English  ears.  Stories 
of  ghosts,  and  dreams,  and  visions, 
worked  up  often  with  very  consider- 
able vigour  of  fancy  and  language,  in- 
tersperse the  details  of  these  horrors  ; 
and  saints,  and  martyrs,  and  virgins, 
are  made  to  take  a  part  in  their  expo- 
sition. We  are  really  quite  serious 
when  we  say,  that  no  books  that  ever 
were  written  by  English  profligates  by 
profession — nay,  that  none  we  have 
ever  heard  of  as  existing  even  in  France 
— come  near,  speaking  merely  of  sen- 
sual filth,  to  some  of  the  most  favour- 
ed manuals  of  Spanish  piety — manu- 
als which  are  put  into  the  hands  of 
every  girl  and  boy  as  soon  as  they  can 
spell  out  the  words  j  and  which  are  at 
this  moment  carried  about  as  perpe- 
tual vade-mecums  in  the  sleeves  of 
many  thousands  of  Spanish  Father 
Confessors. 

As  for  the  priests  themselves,  Mr 
White  certainly  represents  their  state 
very  boldly.  Mark  these  emphatic 
words — 

"  Among  my  numerous  acquaint- 
ance in  the  Spanish  clergy,  I  have  never 
met  with  any  ONE,  possessed  of  bold  ta- 
lents, who  has  not,  sooner  or  later,  chan- 
ged from  the  most  sincere  piety  to  a  state 
of  unbelief." 

The  following  is  part  of  a  story  of 
which  Mr  White  dees  not  expressly 


smj  that  he  himself  is  the  hero  ;  but  it 
is  impossible  not  to  suspect  that  such 
is  the  fact,  knowing,  what  everybody 
does  know,  of  Mr  W.'s  own  history. 

"  This  first  taste  of  mental  liberty  was 
more  delicious  than  any  feeling  I  ever 
experienced  ;  but  it  was  succeeded  by  a 
burning  thirst  for  everything  that,  by  de- 
stroying my  old  mental  habits,  could 
strengthen  and  confirm  my  unbelief.  I 
gave  an  exorbitant  price  for  any  French 
irreligious  books,  which  the  love  of  gain 
induced  some  Spanish  booksellers  to  im- 
port at  their  peril.  The  intuitive  know- 
ledge of  one  another,  which  persecuted 
principles  impart  to  such  as  cherish  them 
in  common,  made  me  soon  acquainted 
with  several  members  of  my  own  profes- 
sion, deeply  versed  in  the  philosophical 
school  of  France.  They  possessed,  and 
made  no  difficulty  to  lend  me,  all  the 
Antichristian  works,  which  teemed  from 
the  French  press.  Where  there  is  no  li- 
berty, there  can  be  no  discrimination. 
The  ravenous  appetite  raised  by  a  forced 
abstinence,  makes  the  mind  gorge  itself 
with  all  sorts  of  food.  I  suspect  I  have 
thus  imbibed  some  false,  and  many  crude 
notions  from  my  French  masters.  But 
my  circumstances  preclude  the  calm  and 
dispassionate  examination  which  the  sub- 
ject deserves.  Exasperated  by  the  daily 
necessity  of  external  submission  to  doctrines 
and  persons  I  detest  and  despise,  my  soul 
overflows  with  bitterness.  Though  I  ac- 
knowledge the  advantages  of  moderation, 
none  being  used  towards  me,  I  practi- 
cally, and  in  spite  of  my  better  judgment, 
learn  to  be  a  fanatic  on  my  own  side. 

"  Pretending  studious  retirement,  I 
have  fitted  up  a  small  room,  to  which 
none  but  my  confidential  friends  find  ad- 
mittance. There  lie  my  prohibited  books, 
in  perfect  concealment,  in  a  well-contri- 
ved nook  under  a  stair-case.  The  Bre- 
viary alone,  in  its  black-binding,  clasps, 
and  gilt  leaves,  is  kept  upon  the  table,  to 
check  the  doubts  of  any  chance  intruder." 

Descending  from  these  the  educated 
gentlemen  of  the  Spanish  Church — « 
whose  lofty  principles  of  moral  action 
certainly  require  no  comment  after  what 
has  been  quoted,  we  come  to  the  clergy 
of  mere  laziness — the  monks ;  and  then, 
many  steps  lower,  to  the  chosen  shep- 
herds of  the  vulgar — the  friars.  Mr 
White  says, " their  distinguishing  cha- 
racters are  vulgarity,  filth,  and  vice," 
• — and  then  proceeds  as  follows  : — 

"  The  inveterate  superstition  which 
still  supports  these  institutions  among 
us,  has  lost,  of  late,  its  power  to  draw  re- 
cruits to  the  cloister  from  the  middle  and 
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higher  classes.  Few  monks,  and  scarce- 
ly a  friar,  can  he  found,  who,  hy  taking 
the  cowl,  lias  not  escaped  a  life  of  menial 
toil.  Boys  of  this  rank  of  life  are  recei- 
ved as  novices  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  and 
admitted,  after  a  year's  prohation,  to  the 
perpetual  vows  of  obedience,  poverty,  and 
celibacy.  Engagements  so  discordant  with 
the  first  laws  of  human  nature  could  hard- 
ly stand  the  test  of  time,  even  if  they 
arose  from  the  deepest  feelings  of  enthu- 
siasm. But  this  affection  of  the  mind  is 
seldom  found  in  our  convents.  The  year 
of  noviciate  is  spent  in  learning  the  cant 
and  gestures  of  the  vilest  hypocrisy,  as 
well  as  in  strengthening,  by  the  example 
of  the  professed  young  friars,  the  original 
gross  manners  and  vicious  habits  of  the 
probationers.  The  result  of  such  a  sys- 
tem is  but  too  visible.  It  is  a  common 
jest  among  the  friars  themselves,  that  in 
the  act  of  taking  the  vows,  when  the  su- 
perior of  the  convent  draws  the  cowl 
over  the  head  of  the  probationer,  he  uses 
the  words  Tolle  verecundiam — '  Put  off 
shame.'  And,  indeed,  were  the  friars  half 
so  true  to  their  profession  as  they  are  to 
this  supposed  injunction,  the  church  of 
Rome,  would  really  teem  with  saints. 
Shameless  in  begging,  they  share  the 
scanty  meal  of  the  labourer,  and  extort  a 
portion  of  every  product  of  the  e:irth 
from  the  farmer.  Shameless  in  conduct, 
they  spread  viee  and  demoralization 
among  the  lower  classes,  secure  in  the 
respect  which  is  felt  for  their  profession, 
that  they  may  engage  in  a  course  of  pro- 
fligacy without  any  risk  of  exposure. 
When  an  instance  of  gross  misconduct 
obtrudes  itself  upon  the  eyes  of  the  pub- 
Jic,  every  pious  person  thinks  it  his  duty 
to  hush  up  the  report,  and  cast  a  veil  on 
the  transaction.  Even  the  sword  of  jus- 
tice is  glanced  aside  from  these  consecra- 
ted criminals.  I  shall  not  trouble  you 
with  more  than  two  cases  out  of  a  mul- 
titude, which  prove  the  power  of  this  po- 
pular feeling. 

"  The  most  lucrative  employment  for 
friars,  in  this  town,  is  preaching.  I  have 
not  the  means  to  ascertain  the  number 
of  sermons  delivered  at  Seville  in  the 
course  of  the  year ;  but  there  is  good 
reason  to  suppose  that  the  average  can- 
not be  less  than  twelve  a-day.  One  po- 
pular preacher,  a  clergyman,  I  know, 
who  scarcely  passes  one  day  without 
mounting  the  pulpit,  and  reckons  on 
three  sermons  every  four-aml-twenty 
Lours  during  the  hist  half  of  Lent. 

"  Of  these  indefatigable  preachers,  the 
greatest  favourite  is  a  young  Franciscan 
friHT,  called  Padre  11 z,  whose  merit 
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consists  in  a  soft  clear-toned  voice,  a  ten- 
der and  affectionate  manner,  £nd  an  in- 
credible fluency  of  language.  Being,  by 
his  profession,  under  a  vow  of  absolute 
poverty,  and  the  Franciscan  rule  carrying 
this  vow  so  far  as  not  to  allow  the  mem- 
bers of  the  order  to  touch  money,  it  was 
generally  understood  that  the  produce  of 
these  apostolical  labours  was  faithfully 
deposited,  to  be  used  in  common  by  the 
whole  religious  community.  An  incident, 
however,  which  lately  came  to  light,  has 
given  us  reason  to  suspect  that  we  are 
not  quite  in  the  secret  of  the  internal 
management  of  these  societies  of  saintly 
paupers,  and  that  individual  industry  is 
rewarded  among  them  with  a  consider- 
able share  of  profits.  A  young  female, 
cousin  of  the  zealous  preacher  in  ques- 
tion, was  living  quite  alone  in  a  retired 
part  of  this  town,  where  her  relative  paid 
her,  it  should  seem,  not  unfrequent  visits. 
Few,  however,  except  her  obscure  neigh- 
bours, suspected  her  connection  with  the 
friar,  or  had  the  least  notion  of  her  exist- 
ence. An  old  woman  attended  her  in  the 
day-time,  and  retired  in  the  evening, 
leaving  her  mistress  alone  in  the  house. 
One  morning  the  street  was  alarmed  by 
the  old  servant,  who,  having  gained  admit- 
tance, as  usual,  by  means  of  a  private  key, 
found  the  young  woman  dead  in  her  bed, 
the  room  and  other  parts  of  the  house 
being  stained  with  blood.  It  was  clear, 
indeed,  upon  a  slight  inspection  of  the 
body,  that  no  violence  had  taken  place ; 
yet  the  powerful  interest  excited  at  the 
moment,  and  before  measures  had  been 
taken  to  hush  the  whole  matter,  spread 
the  circumstances  of  the  case  all  over  the 
town,  and  brought  the  fact  to  light,  that 
the  house  itself  belonged  to  the  friar,  ha- 
ving been  purchased  by  an  agent  with 
the  money  arising  from  his  sermons.  The 
hungry  vultures  of  the  law  would  have 
reaped  an  abundant  harvest  upon  any 
lay  individual  who  had  been  involved  in 
such  a  train  of  suspicious  circumstances. 
But,  probably,  a  proper  douceur  out  of 
the  sermon  fees  increased  their  pious  ten- 
derness for  the  friar ;  while  he  was  so 
emboldened  by  the  disposition  of  the 
people  to  shut  their  eyes  on  every  circum- 
stance which  might  sully  the  fair  name 
of  a  son  of  St  Francis,  that,  a  few  days 
after  the  event,  he  preached  a  sermon, 
denouncing  the  curse  of  Heaven  on  the 
impious  individuals  who  could  harbour  a 
belief  derogatory  to  his  sacred  character. 
"  Crimes  of  the  blackest  description 
were  left  unpunished  during  the  last  reign, 
from  a  fixed  and  avowed  determination  of 
the  King*  not  to  inflict  the  punishment 
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of  death  upon  a  priest  Townsend  has 
mentioned  the  murder  of  a  young  lady, 
committed  by  a  friar  at  San  Lucar  de  Bar- 
rameda  ;  and  I  would  not  repeat  the  pain- 
ful narrative,  were  it  not  that  my  ac- 
quaintance with  some  of  her  relatives,  as 
well  as  with  the  spot  on  which  she  fell, 
enables  me  to  give  a  more  accurate  state- 
ment. 

"  A  young  lady,  of  a  very  respectable 
family  in  the  above-mentioned  town,  had 
for  her  confessor  a  friar  of  the  Reformed 
or  Unshod  Carmelites.  I  have  often  vi- 
sited the  house  where  she  lived,  in  front 
of  the  convent.  Thither  her  mother  took 
her  every  day  to  mass,  and  frequently  to 
confession.  The  priest,  a  man  of  middle 
age,  had  conceived  a  passion  for  his  young 
penitent,  which,  not  venturing  to  disclose, 
he  madly  fed  by  visiting  the  unsuspecting 
girl  with  all  the  frequency  which  the  spi- 
ritual relation  in  which  he  stood  towards 
her,  ami  the  friendship  of  her  parents, 
allowed  him.  The  young  woman,  now 
about  nineteen,  had  an  offer  of  a  suitable 
match,  which  she  accepted,  with  the  ap- 
probation of  her  parents.  The  day  being 
fixed  for  the  marriage,  the  bride,  accord- 
ing to  custom,  went,  attended  by  her 
mother,  early  in  the  morning  to  church, 
to  confess  and  receive  the  sacrament. 
After  giving  her  absolution,  the  confes- 
sor, stung  with  the  madness  of  jealousy, 
was  observed  whetting  a  knife  in  the  kit- 
chen. Tire  unfortunate  girl  had.  in  the 
meantime,  received  the  host,  and  was 
now  leaving  the  church,  when  the  villain, 
her  confessor,  meeting  her  in  the  porch, 
and  pretending  to  speak  a  few  words  in 
her  ear — a  liberty  to  which  his  office  en- 
titled him — stabbed  her  to  the  heart  in 
the  presence  of  her  mother.  The  assas- 
sin did  not  endeavour  to  escape.  He  was 
committed  to  prison  ;  and  after  the  usual 
delays  of  the  Spanish  law,  he  Avas  con- 
demned to  death.  The  King,  however, 
commuted  this  sentence  into  a  confine- 
ment for  life  in  a  fortress  at  Puerto  Rico. 
The  only  anxiety  ever  shewn  by  the  mur- 
derer was  respecting  the  success  of  his 
crime.  He  made  frequent  inquiries  to 
ascertain  the  death  of  the  young  woman  ; 
and  the  assurance  that  no  man  could  pos- 
sess the  object  of  his  passion,  seemed  to 
make  him  happy  during  the  remainder  of 
a  long  life." 

The  whole  of  this  hook  is  rich  with 
similar  details.  We  have  merely  ex- 
tracted a  single  morsel  or  two,  by  way 
of  specimen.  The  part  in  which  the 
nuns  are  treated  of,  contains,  indeed, 
not  a  few  tilings  which  we  should 
scarcely  be  pardoned  for  transplanting 
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into  pages  liable  to  bo  seen  "  ptteris 
virginibuscfue."  What  we  have  ex- 
tracted, however,  may,  We  dare  say, 
be  accepted  as  furnishing  a  sufficient 
j  ustificution  of  our  own  strong  language 
at  the  outset. 

The  population  of  Spain,  then,  was,, 
at  the  time  when  Buonaparte  invaded 
her  soil,  everywhere  under  the  undis- 
puted, at  least  unchallenged,  influence 
of  this  despotic  clergy.  Holding  an 
enormous  proportion  of  the  land  in 
property — drawing  tythes  from  all  the 
rest — furnishing  confessors  and  direc- 
tors to  every  individual,  from  the  King 
to  the  hangman — omnipotent  over  the 
women — artfully  adapting  themselves 
to  the  wants,  and  desires,  and  weak- 
nesses of  every  class  of  society — this 
great  body,  embracing,  be  it  observed, 
a  vast  number  of  deliberate  infidels, 
predominated  wide  and  far ;  and  their 
rule  there  was  no  one  to  question. 

Second  only  to  this  influence,  and 
most  closely  allied  with  it,  was  that  of 
the  Spanish  nobility.  They  were,  of 
course,  universally  educated  by  the 
clergy.  The  highest  offices  and  emo- 
luments of  the  church  were,  almost 
without  an  exception,  in  the  hands  of 
persons  born  within  their  own  class. 
Humbled  into  the  semblance  of  slavish 
submission  at  the  court  where  they 
were  compelled  to  reside  during  a  great 
part  of  the  year,  the  Spanish  Signiors 
enjoyed, when  visiting  their  vast  estates 
in  the  country,  a  measure  of  feudal  au- 
thority and  influence,  such  as  has  been 
altogether  undreamed  of  in  England 
for  the  last  two  or  three  centuries. 
There  the  lord  and  the  bishop  were  all 
in  all ;  and  both,  it  is  fair  to  say,  ex- 
erted their  sway  in  a  style  well  calcu- 
lated to  secure  the  love  and  attachment 
of  the  peasantry.  In  the  capital,  on 
the  other  hand,  the  court  and  the 
clergy  were  all  in  all ;  while,  in  the 
commercial  sea-port  towns,  the  influ- 
ence of  the  nobles  was,  comparatively 
speaking,  unknown ;  and  the  clergy 
held  their  sway,  the  only  universal 
sway,  divided  with  an  aristrocracy  of 
mere  wealth. 

Such  was  the  state  of  Spain  when 
Buonaparte  began  that  part  of  his  ca- 
reer, of  which,  as  it  has  been  so  re- 
cently and  so  ably  sketched  in  the 
Quarterly  Review,  (article  on  Sou- 
they's  History  of  the  Peninsular  War,) 
we  shall  say  nothing  at  present.  Such, 
in  every  particular,  was  the  state  of  the 
Spanish  mind — such  were  the  predo- 
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influences  under  which  it  had  voiced  under  their  influence,  and  as- 
suming a  station  to  which  it  had  no 
claim  on  pretences  utterly  false,  pro- 
mulgated the  constitution  of  1812. 
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been  for  centuries,  and  was  still  ac- 
customed to  exert  its  faculties,  when 
that  glorious  burst  of  national  enthu- 


siasm took  place,  to  which  the  voice  of  That  promulgation  was  for  the  mo- 
England  answered  with  the  note  of  an  ment  overlooked  by  many  who  were 
universal  sympathy,  and  the  vow  of  a  quite  aware  of  what  was  meant,  from 


fraternal  co-operation.     The  priests 
the  nobles,  the  peasants,  the  whole 


the  natural  reluctance  to  anything  like 
discussion  in  the  then  state   of  the 


people,  rose  as  with  one  heart — it  was     country — -many,    very   many,    rather 
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a  nation,  not  a  faction,  that  called—- 
and it  was  a  nation,  not  a  faction,  that 
made  answer. 

Within  the  Spanish  nation,  how- 
ever, there  did  already  exist  a  faction, 
and  this  faction  was  destined  to  be  the 
instrument  for  heaping  upon  it  evils, 
of  a  new  kind  indeed,  but  not  inferior 
to  those  under  which  it  had  long  been 
contented  to  labour.  A  faction  had 
been  rearing  itself  unseen,  and  unno- 


than  let  the  French  know  that  the 
nation  was  not  at  one,  thought  them- 
selves justified,  and  in  so  far,  doubtless, 
they  were  so,  in  giving  no  external 
resistance.  But  this  would  not  do. 
The  prejudices  of  the  great  mass  of  the 
nation  were  insulted,  at  the  same  mo- 
ment when  the  church  and  the  nobi- 
lity were  thus  openly  attacked  ;  and 
the  church,  robbed  of  her  power  and 
her  patrimony,  and  the  nobility  rob- 


ticed,  which  was  now  to  take  advan-  bed  by  one  scratch  of  the  pen,  of  all 

tage  of  a  time  of  danger,  that  ought  their  privileges,  nay,  deprived  of  all 

to  have  united  all,  for  the  rash  pro-  power  whatever  in  the  state,  and  the 

mulgation  of  opinions  that  could  not  people  of  Spain,  accustomed  for  cen- 

have,  and  had  not,  any  other  effect  turies  to  reverence  their  clergy,  and 

but   that   of  rending   asunder   every  obey  their  feudal  lords,  refused,  from 


bond  of  union  that  did  exist;  and 
which,  but  for  the  presence  of  the 


that  moment,  to  continue  that  patrio- 
tic warfare,  which,  in  its  first  move- 


English  army,  must  have  been  the  ments,  had  commanded  the  admira- 
means  of  laying  the  Spanish  nation  tion,  and  roused  the  hopes,  of  the 
prostrate  and  fettered  at  the  feet  of  world.  They  said,  these  men  are  not 
Napoleon.  for  our  Spain,  no,  nor  for  the  right 

It  had  been  the  curse  of  Spain,  that  Spain  ;  they  are  for  a  Spain  of  their 
whatever  notions  of  civil  liberty  had  own  imagining,  an  unchristian,  a  re- 
publican, a  French  Spain.  If  French- 
men must  rule  us,  we  prefer  living 
Joseph  to  dead  Voltaire — let  them 
fight  their  own  battle — the  cause  is 
no  longer  ours. — Sir  Howard  Douglas, 
in  his  excellent  Pamphlet,*  dwells  at 


found  access  among  any  classes  of  her 
population,  had  come  in  tainted  with 
the  Jacobinical  extravagances  of  infi- 
del and  revolutionary  France.     The 
Sriests  themselves  had  known  no  me- 
ium  between  their  breviaries  and  the 
Dictionnaire  Philosophique.  And  now, 
at  the  moment  when  the  result  of  all 
those  French  principles  and  schemes 


great  length  on  the  events  we  have 
thus  rapidly  glanced  over — we  must 
make  room  for  his  summing  up  of 


was  visibly  embodied  before  their  eyes,  their  consequences. 
in  the  presence  of  a  French  invading  t(  Ag  npar]  th<j  whole  of  g  Jn  was 
army,  headed  by  the  lieutenants  of  a  0  led  by  the  troo  8  of  Napoieoa  at 
French  military  despot,  even  now  it 
was  that  these  rash  men  dared  to  pol- 
lute for  the  first  time  the  ears  of  their 
own  countrymen  with  the  open  enun- 
ciation of  all  the  most  violent  and  in- 
solent dogmas  of  the  creed  of  infidelity 
and  Republicanism.  These  were  the 
men  who  took  to  themselves  the  name 


the  time  the  Extraordinary  Cortes  was 
formed,  very  few  of  the  members  of  that 
body  were  duly  elected  by  the  provinces 
and  towns  of  old  Spain  which  they  were 
supposed  to  represent ;  ;md  still  fewer  of 
the  members  who  took  their  seats  as  de- 
puties for  the  colonies,  were  chosen  by 
the  actual  voice  of  any  regularly  consti- 


of  Liber  ales  ;  they  consisted  for  the  tutcd  body  of  the  people.    But,  as  at  that 

most  part  of  mercantile  men — a  few  period  there  were  many  individuals  whom 

nobles,   and  but  a  few,  joined  with  the  troubles  of  the  war  had  driven  from 

them— and  the  Cortes  of  Cadiz  con-  the    provinces,   and   also   many   South 
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American  merchants,  natives,  and  others, 
whom  the  state  of  affairs  had  likewise 
assembled  at  Cadiz,  there  was  no  diffi- 
culty in  finding  persons  belonging,  in 
some  way  or  other,  to  the  different  king- 
doms, cities,  towns,  and  provinces  of 
Spain,  in  the  Old  and  New  World,  to  be- 
come their  ostensible  representatives. 
Some  of  the  members  who  took  their 
seats  for  provinces  occupied  by  the 
French,  were  chosen,  however,  in  a  cer- 
tain manner,  by  the  patriotic  juntas, 
which,  throughout  the  war,  continued  to 
exist  in  some  parts  of  the  country.  But 
even  this  insufficient  mode  of  election 
could  not  take  place  in  towns  which  the 
French  constantly  occupied  ;  and  the  list 
given  in  the  appendix,  of  the  Members 
of  the  Extraordinary  Cortes  by  which 
the  constitution  of  1812  was  formed,  will 
shew,  to  any  person  who  will  take  the 
trouble  to  examine  it  with  reference  to 
the  state  of  the  colonies  at  that  time,  and 
to  the  permanent  possession  which  the 
French  held  of  most  of  the  cities  named 
tn  the  list,  that  very  few  of  the  deputies 
were  elected  in  such  a  manner,  as  to  au- 
thorize them  to  proceed  to  the  formation 
of  a  new  constitution  for  the  Spanish  mo- 
narchy. Their  powers,  as  a  provisional 
government,  would  never  have  been 
questioned  had  they  confined  themselves 
to  the  provisional  administration  of  the 
affairs  of  the  kingdom,  and  to  adopt  mo- 
derate measures  of  reform  ;  but  so  soon 
as  they  began  to  form  a  constitution 
which,  as  it  quickly  appeared  by  the  de- 
bates given  to  the  public  by  the  report- 
ers, was  to  be  of  a  democratical  tendency, 
and  greatly  resembling  the  French  con- 
stitution of  1791,  opposition,  dissatisfac- 
tion, and  disunion,  began  to  shew  them- 
selves throughout  Spain. 

"  The  nobles  and  the  clergy  soon  saw 
how  little  their  interests  were  to  be  con- 
sidered in  the  new  order  of  tilings. 
Many  moderate  men,  of  all  descriptions, 
who  would  have  concurred  in  any  mo- 
derate scheme,  were  thrown  at  once  into 
determined  opposition  to  such  violent 
measures.  The  great  limitation,  or  ra- 
ther the  complete  annihilation,  of  the 
royal  prerogative, — the  destruction  of  all 
feudal  tenures,  to  the  severe  injury  of  the 
fortunes,  rights  of  property,  and  conse- 
quence of  the  nobles  and  seniors, — the 
destruction  of  the  power  of  the  prelates, 
and  iu  general  of  all  ecclesiastical  courts, 
— and  the  warning  of  the  sanguinary 
contests  which  the  constitution  of  1791 
led  to  in  France,  raised  against  the  acts 
of  the  Cortes  the  most  determined  dis- 
approbation whilst  yet  their  work  was  in 
hand,  and  produced  in  man  \parts  of  the 
VOL.  XIV. 
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kingdom  the  most  violent  opposition, 
when  it  came  to  l»e  promulgated.  Roy- 
alists, nobles,  and  clergy,  were  every- 
where vociferous  against  it.  The  very 
persons  who  had  been  mainly  instru- 
mental in  exciting  and  sustaining  the  op- 
position of  the  people  to  the  French, 
forsook  the  cause,  when  they  discovered 
that  the  government  were  acting  in  vio- 
lent and  direct  disregard  of  the  popular 
objects  of  the  \var.  The  bishop  of  Orense 
withdrew  from  the  Regency,  when  lie 
could  no  longer  stem  this  tendency  to 
democracy.  The  very  pulpits,  and  the 
press  in  many  parts  of  the  country,  that 
had  sent  forth  those  addresses  which  first 
stirred  the  people  to  opposition,  now  con- 
demned the  acts  of  the  government,  and 
in  some  places  the  people  were  distinct- 
ly told,  that  farther  exertion  would  not, 
in  fact,  conduce  to  the  great  ends  which 
they  had  taken  arms  to  accomplish  ;  for 
that  a  self-constituted  government,  though 
competent  to  administer  provisionally 
the  affairs  of  the  country  during  the  cap- 
tivity of  the  Sovereign,  had  made  a  con- 
stitution which  was  directly  in  opposi- 
tion to  the  popular  objects  of  the  war, 
and  which  had  politically  deposed  their' 
king;  and,  consequently,  that  farther  ex- 
ertion for  that  government  was  rebelling 
against  his  authority. 

"  We  all  remember  how  much  the 
apathy  of  the  Spanish  people  was  corn-' 
plained  of,  at  an  advanced  period  of  the 
war.  We  all  remember  how  incompre- 
hensible it  appeared,  that  the  enthusias- 
tic spirit,  which  had  been  displayed  at  the 
beginning  of  the  contest,  should  so  soon 
evaporate.  Here  then  is  the  solution  ; 
and  it  will  account  for  the  fact,  that  from 
the  year  181 1,  the  exertions  of  the  pea- 
santry were  neutralized,  and  the  only  de- 
sultory operations  which  took  place  since 
that  period,  were  those  of  Guerillas, 
(composed  chiefly  of  the  wrecks  of  the 
Spanish  armies,)  the  greater  number  of 
which,  and  certainly  the  most  active,  were 
commanded  by  persons  who  were  then, 
in  fact,  Liberales,  (constitutionalists,)  as  is 
now  proved  by  the  parts  which  the  Em- 
pecinado,  Mina,  Porlier,  El  Pastor,  and 
many  others,  have  since  taken. 

"  The  Constitutionalists  were  by  no 
means  well  inclined,  to  Great  Britain. 
They  took  advantage  of  her  aid  for  their 
own  views,  but  they  would  not  be  guided 
by  her  judgment.  It  was  the  pure,  an- 
cient, national  spirit  of  the  Spanish  peo- 
ple that  had  allied  itself  with  Great  Bri- 
tain in  their  noble  struggle  for  independ- 
ence, and  not  that  of  the  democratical 
faction  which  now  shewed  its  principles 
of  government.  The  merchants  of  Cadiz, 
4  R 
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and  other  persons  connected  with  South 
America,  were  the  chief  instruments  in 
getting  up  the  Constitution ;  and  there 
were  not  wanting  agents  to  help  them, 
some  from  bad  motives,  and  others  from 
pure,  though  erroneous  views.  One  great 
object  was  to  retain  empire  over  their  colo- 
nies. Jealous  of  Great  Britain,  they  re- 
fused her  proffered  mediation  between 
Spain  and  her  revolted  possessions,  and 
thought  to  retain  dominion  over  them  by 
the  united  system  of  legislature,  intro- 
duced in  the  new  code.  So  zealous,  in- 
deed, were  they  in  the  pursuit  of  this  vain 
object,  that  they  determined  to  combine 
coercion  with  their  policy,  and  in  1811 
actually  sent  a  large  armament,  consisting 
of  several  regiments,  from  Galicia,  then 
the  only  province  in  Spain  unoccupied  by 
the  French,  and  that  at  a  time  when  the 
Captain- General  of  that  province  was  re- 
presenting his  force  as  insufficient,  desti- 
tute of  money,  and  in  want  of  equipment 
of  every  kind.  Yet  the  government  of 
Cadiz  found  means  to  equip  that  arma- 
ment ! 

"  When  the  Constitution  came  to  be 
promulgated  and  proclaimed,  it  was  very 
apparent,  from  the  way  in  which  it  was 
received,  that  it  was  not  in  conformity 
with  the  state  of  public  opinion  in  by  far 
the  greater  part  of  Spain.  Persons  who 
may  have  been  present  when  it  was  pro- 
claimed in  the  capital,  sea-ports,  and  great 
commercial  towns,  (where  it  was  in  ge- 
neral considered  as  conducive  to  the  fa- 
vourite measure  of  retaining  possession 
of  their  colonies,)  might  think  otherwise ; 
but  it  is  a  fact,  that  in  a  great  number  of 
the  cities, — in  most  of  the  towns, — in  all 
the  villages, — and  universally  amongst 
the  peasantry  in  the  interior  of  the  coun- 
try, it  was  received  with  dissatisfaction, 
with  disgust,  and,  in  many  places,  with 
abhorrence. 

"  So  apprehensive,  indeed,  were  some 
of  the  authorities,  acting  under  the  pro- 
visional government,  lest  popular  com- 
motion should  take  place  against  it,  that 
in  March,  1812,  they  prevented  the  mea- 
sure of  arming  the  peasantry  of  Galicia, 
who  had  applied  for  arms  to  defend  their 
own  country,  at  that  time  menaced  by 
the  enemy ;  and  in  other  parts  of  Spain, 
like  fears  dictated  similar  precautions  ! 

"  Nor  were  these  apprehensions  with- 
out ground.  This  will  not  appear  ex- 
traordinary to  the  reader,  who,  having 
considered  the  real  dispositions  of  the 
people,  and  the  true  character  of  the  new 
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Constitution,  proceeds  to  peruse  the  fol- 
lowing extracts  of  addresses  which  were 
printed  and  circulated  in  the  country,  and 
which  truly,  as  well  as  prophetically  cha- 
racterize that  code." 

And  again — 

"  A  government  not  blinded  by  the 
most  intemperate  degree  of  revolutionary 
zeal,  but  really  legislating  for  the  whole- 
some correction  of  the  evils  they  wished 
to  reform,  should  have  considered  the  de- 
fection of  the  church,  in  such  a  nation  as 
Spain,  a  decisive  obstacle  to  any  strong 
measures,  and  sure  to  produce  violent  re- 
actions if  persevered  in.  But  far  from 
being  deterred,  the  Cortes  proceeded  to 
heap  fuel  on  the  flame. 

"  The  framers  of  the  constitution,  al- 
though they  did  not  respect  the  religious 
prejudices  of  the  people  for  whom  they 
were  legislating,  were  so  fearful  of  them, 
that  none  of  the  reforms  intended  to  be 
introduced  in  the  church  establishments, 
were  noticed  in  the  constitution  ;  and  the 
only  article  under  the  head  of  Religion, 
(Art.  12,)  is  an  intolerant  declaration, 
that  the  Roman  Catholic  Faith  is  the 
only  national  religion,  and  that  the  exer- 
cise of  none  other  will  ever  be  permitted. 

"  This  was  intended  to  procure  the 
support  of  the  clergy,  in  the  establishment 
of  the  constitution,  and  not  to  agitate  the 
people  with  any  notice  of  intended  alte- 
rations ;  and  this  article  in  the  new  code 
has  been  quoted  by  commentators  on  it, 
to  prove  that  the  priesthood  of  Spain 
have  no  just  grounds  to  be  dissatisfied 
with  the  measures  of  the  Cortes.  But 
the  priesthood  were  not  so  easily  deceiv- 
ed, or,  at  least,  the  Cortes  soon  took  steps 
to  undeceive  them.  For  very  soon  after 
the  constitution  was  promulgated,  the 
measures  affecting  the  clergy  were  taken 
into  consideration.  It  is  not  necessary  to 
notice  these  farther  than  may  be  suffi- 
cient to  account  for  the  opposition  of  the 
clergy  to  a  system,  which  does  not  ap- 
pear to  the  reader  of  the  article  Reli- 
gion in  the  constitution,  to  call  for  their 
disapprobation.  On  the  1 6th  of  June, 
1812,  was  published  an  act  for  abolishing 
tithes  throughout  the  monarchy  !  The 
measure  was  announced  with  a  preamble, 
called  the  Parte  Legal,  in  which  it  is  as- 
serted, *  that  the  precept  or  obligation 
for  paying  tithes  was  entirely  abolished 
at  the  death  of  Jesus  Christ.'* 

"  This  was  the  most  injudicious  act 
the  Cortes  had  yet  committed.  It  is 


*  "  El  prcccpto  de  pagar  diezvnos  qucdo  enter  amonte  abolido  con  la  mucrte  de  Jcstu 
Christo." 
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plain,  that  the  measure  must  have  been 
contemplated  when  the  constitution  was 
executed ;  and  the  super-eminent  folly 
of  doing  the  deed,  and  doing  it  in  such  a 
way,  put  it  in  the  power  of  the  clergy  to 
add  the  charge  of  hypocrisy  and  decep- 
tion to  the  other,  which  they  denomina- 
ted a  sacrilegious  usurpation  of  the  rights 
of  the  church,  and  of  their  rights  of  pro- 
perty. 

"  It  is  not  necessary  to  remark  farther 
upon  the  genius  and  character  of  the  Spa- 
nish code,  the  mischievous  tendencies  of 
which  are,  it  is  to  be  feared,  about  to 
convulse  Europe.  It  is  almost  entirely  a 
jrure  democracy.  A  mode  of  election, 
whose  basis  is  universal  suffrage— short 
(biennial)  parliaments — a  legislature  com- 
posed only  of  the  commons  estate — a 
King  without  power,  without  a  council 
of  his  own  nomination — in  the  hands  of 
an  executive  council  nominated  and  paid 
by  the  commons — a  council,  without 
whose  '  dictamen  the  King  can  do  no- 
thing, and  in  which  his  ministers  (who 
are  also  excluded  from  seats  in  the  Cor- 
tes) have  no  voice — the  monarch's  will 
liable  to  be  forced  upon  all  occasions,  if 
the  Cortes  persevere  in  pushing  any  bill 
to  a  third  passing. — Ministers  made  re- 
sponsible for  acts  which  they  have  no 
share  in  forming,  (for  the  consejo  de  es- 
tado  is  the  King's  only  council,)  and  no 
voice  in  voting — the  army  and  the  navy 
under  the  authority  of  the  commons 
house,  in  all  that  relates  to  regulations, 
discipline,  order  of  advancement,  pay, 
administration,  and  in  short  all  that  be- 
longs to  their  constitution  and  good  or- 
der. These  are  the  discordant  elements 
of  which  the  Spanish  constitution  was 
formed,  by  which  it  is  impoisoned,  and 
out  of  which  have  arisen  disorders  which, 
if  they  be  not  purged,  will  transmit  her 
from  civil  war  to  the  greater  horrors  of 
military  despotism.  Those  who  support- 
ed the  constitution  originally,  were  call- 
ed liberates  i  those  who  opposed  it,  ser- 
viles;  and  here  it  was  evident  to  close 
observers,  a  furious  party  spirit  was  form- 
ed, which  was  destined,  ere  long,  to  de- 
luge Spain  with  the  blood  of  her  sons, 
and  Europe  with  the  mischief  of  its  prin- 
ciples. 

"  The  constitution  is  dated  March  the 
19th,  1812;  but  its  actual  promulgation 
was  deferred  until  the  expected  successes 
of  the  approaching  campaign  should  re- 
cover territories  in  which  to  proclaim  it. 
"  When  the  French  army,  defeated  at 
Salamanca,  retired  from  all  that  part  of 
the  country,  and  the  siege  of  Cadiz  was 
raised,  the  Spanish  government  caused 
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the  new  constitution  to  be  proclaimed  in 
every  city,  town,  and  village,  recovered 
from  the  possession  of  the  enemy.  It 
was  received,  as  has  been  already  obser- 
ved, with  great  apparent  satisfaction  in 
Madrid,  in  certain  great  cities,  and  in  all 
sea-ports  and  commercial  towns ;  but  not 
so-  elsewhere. 

"  It  was  evident  to  the  whole  army, 
during  the  movements  of  1812,  how  luke- 
warm the  Spanish  people  had  become. 
The  British  army  was,  indeed,  every- 
where well  received ;  but  the  people 
committed  themselves  no  farther  than 
by  giving  shouts  of  vivas.  The  Spanish 
regular  armies  were  not  recruited  by  a 
single  man  in  the  provinces  they  occu- 
pied during  the  campaign  ;  all  attempts 
to  organize  a  popular  force  were  ineffec- 
tual ;  a  plan  which  had  been  proposed, 
of  trying  to  incorporate  Spanish  recruits 
in  the  allied  army,  under  British  officers, 
failed  j  the  advance  of  the  army  into  the 
centre  of  the  country,  which  had  been 
undertaken  to  encourage,  and  to  produce, 
as  it  was  expected,  supporting  move- 
ments amongst  the  people,  luid  no  such 
results  ;  and,  after  an  arduous  campaign, 
the  allied  army  returned  to  Portugal, 
without  having  accomplished  more  by 
the  glorious  victory  at  Salamanca,  than 
the  temporary  occupation  of  Madrid,  and 
the  evacuation  of  Andalusia. 

"  The  war  proceeded;  and,  notwith- 
standing the  apathy  which  the  bulk  of 
the  Spanish  people  now  exhibited,  was 
brought  to  a  successful  termination, 
mainly  through  the  exertions  of  the  Bri- 
tish government,  by  the  abundant  means 
it  furnished — by  the  gallantry  of  her 
troops,  and  by  the  admirable  manner  in 
which  they  were  commanded  by  the  il- 
lustrious Wellington."  , 

Ferdinand,  then,  was  placed,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  success  of  the  English 
armies  within,  and  the  success  of  the 
allied  armies  beyond  Spain,  at  the 
head  of  a  nation  effectually  disunited. 
The  triumph  of  the  moment — the 
drunken  joy  that  overspread  all  Eu- 
rope, was  felt  in  Spain  too  ;  and  he 
was  received  with  universal  acclama- 
tions, which  he  was  blockhead  enough 
to  consider  as  the  language  of  universal 
and  deliberate  submission.  The  feeling 
which  the  constitutionalists  must  have 
had,  that  they  themselves  had,  since 
their  ascendancy,  done  much  to  thwart, 
and  almost  nothing  to  forward,  the  glo- 
rious march  of  events,  must  have,  no 
doubt,  cowed  them  a  little  at  the  mo- 
ment. The  old  nobles,  and  the  priest- 
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hood,  and  the. peasantry,  meanwhile, 

wi  re  too  proud  and  too  happy  to  be 
resisted  ;  and  thus,  from  a  concur- 
rence of  circumstances,  Ferdinand  was 
enabled  to  do,  what  he  was  knave 
enough  to  think  of  doing,  and  fool 
enough  to  think  he  could  do  safely ; — 
that  is,  to  break  the  solemn  promise 
lie  had  given,  on  being  called  to  the 
throne.  He  swore  to  preserve  the 
constitution,  as  it  had  been  framed  ; 
and  the  moment  he  was  seated  on  the 
throne,  he  totally  annulled  the  consti- 
tution,— seized  the  reins  of  absolute 
power — (Spain  and  Portugal,  by  the 
way,  are,  perhaps,  the  only  European 
countries  where  the  epithet  absolute  is 
openly  claimed  now-a-days,  and,  cer- 
tainly, the  only  ones  where  it  is  echo- 
ed with  vivas.}  Not  contented  with 
this,  he  turnea  round  on  the  constitu- 
tionalists, whose  worst  fault,  at  this 
particular  crisis,  had  been  their  total 
want  of  courage  to  resist  any  one  of 
the  steps  he  had  been  pleased  to  take, 
— he  turned  round  on  them,  fined, 
banished,  imprisoned, — in  short,  play- 
ed all  the  extravagant  tricks  which  a 
boyish  measure  of  conceit,  and  a  bru- 
tal measure  of  cruelty,  could  suggest. 
He  gave  himself  up,  hoodwinked  into 
the  hands  of  a  set  of  cold-blooded 
crafty  zealots,  and  proceeded,  under 
their  direction,  to  re-establish,  in  all 
its  abominable  character,  that  system 
which  had  originally  been  fixed  in 
Spain  by  usurpation  and  robbery ;  and 
which,  if  this  man  and  his  friends 
had  been  possessed  of  one  ray  of  in- 
telligence, they  must  have  seen  was 
now  altogether  unfit  for  any  European 
country,  and  could  not  possibly,  re- 
placed after  such  an  intervrd,  and  un- 
der such  circumstances,  have  any  other 
effect  than  that  of  preparing  the  way 
for  a  second  downfall.  The  light,  to 
be  sure,  had  come  from  France,  and 
its  rays  were  tinged  with  odious  co- 
lours, but  still  it  was  light, — and  this 
light  had  had  time  to  spread  too, — 
and,  after  all,  what  light  is  not  better 
than  total  blackness  ?  But  these  people 
saw  nothing  except  the  French  part  of 
it — nothing  rung  in  their  ears  but  the 
hated  sound  of"  1791" — and  they 
threw  away  the  noblest  opportunity 
that  could  have  been  desired — they 
repropped  a  despotism,  when  they 
might  have  rebuilt  a  kingdom. 

Sir  Howard  Douglas  says  that  Fer- 
dinand had  sworn  to  the  constitution, 


ere  he  understood  its  character,  and 
that  he  threw  it  aside,  because  he  dis- 
covered that  it  had,  in  fact,  annihila- 
ted his  kingly  authority.  Now,  in  the 
first  place,  we  do  not  believe  one  word 
about  Ferdinand's  absolute  ignorance 
of  the  constitution.  He  surely  must 
have  seen  it  ere  he  signed  it,  and  the 
first  three  sentences  were  enough  to 
have  told  him  about  the  whole  state 
of  the  affair.  But  granting  that  he 
did  not  understand  the  constitution 
thoroughly,  it  will  scarcely  be  denied 
that  he  understood  it  was  A  CONSTI- 
TUTION" of  some  kind — that  the  docu- 
ment before  him  contained  something 
favourable  to  civil  liberty,  and  inimical 
to  the  old  Bourbon  despotism  of  Spain. 
He  must  have  understood  thus  much, 
and  it  was  with  this  understanding 
that  he  swore. 

Grant,  however,  that  when  he  came 
to  Madrid,  and  found  how  much  the 
nobility  and  the  churchmen  hated  the 
constitution  ;  grant,  that  when  he 
found  this,  and  found  therefore  that 
he  had  been,  to  a  certain  extent,  in 
the  dark  at  the  moment  when  he  gave 
it  his  solemn  acceptance — grant,  that 
under  these  circumstances,  there  might 
have  been  some  excuse  for  his  pau- 
sing, or  even  for  his  refusing  at  once 
to  go  on  with  the  constitutional  king- 
ship— grant  all  this,  and  what  apology 
remains  ? — He  did  throw  off  the  con- 
stitution, but  he  promised  to  convoke 
immediately  the  real  Cortes,  and  to 
frame  with  their  aid  a  proper  consti- 
tution. He  made  this  promise,  partly 
perhaps  to  soften  his  oath-breaking  in 
the  eyes  of  the  favourable  and  indif- 
ferent. He  certainly  made  this  pro- 
mise to  sooth  the  constitutionalists — 
and  after  doing  this,  what  followed  ? 
He  commenced  his  reign  by  breaking 
one  promise,  and  he  never  fulfilled 
the  other.  Here  is  the  blot — here  is 
Ferdinand  VII. — disguise  the  blot, 
justify  the  Bourbon,  who  can  ! 

The  military  insurrection  of  1820, 
was  taken  ad  vantage  of  by  the  Liberals, 
(unhappy  precedent !)  for  once  more 
forcing  the  constitution  of  1812,  upon 
both  king  and  nation.  Ferdinand,  the 
royal  Vicar  of  Bray,  re-swore  himself 
of  course  without  hesitation — but  the 
nation  was  not  so  easy  to  be  dealt 
with.  Continual  alarms  followed.  Bri- 
gandage among  the  mountains — dis- 
content everywhere,  except  only  in 
some  oft  he  mercantile  towns.  The  re- 
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assembled  Cortes  exhibited  all  man- 
ner of  weakness.  Their  measures  were 
as  violent  and  oppressive  on  the  one 
side,as  the  king's  had  been  on  the  other. 
And  they  had,  in  the  midst  of  appa- 
rent rule,  no  foundation  of  real  moral 
authority  with  them.  The  chief  speak- 
ers were  newspaper  editors,  smart  mer- 
chants, eager  young  lawyers — the  body 
of  nobility  had  scarcely  a  single  re- 
presentative of  any  part  of  their  feel- 
ings, and  none  at  all  of  their  deepest 
feelings ;  and  it  was  the  same  as  to  the 
church.  Flashy  harangues  within 
the  Cortes,  and  in  the  clubs  that  soon 
rivalled  even  the  hall  of  the  Cortes  as 
centres  of  attraction  for  the  gapers, 
were  reiterated  from  night  to  night, 
without  any  one  step  of  a  composing, 
soothing,  healing  tendency  being  ta- 
ken. Naples  and  Piedmont  meantime 
followed  the  example  of  Spain  to  the 
letter ;  above  all,  in  regard  to  the  mi- 
litary part  of  the  new  revolutionary 
system.  Conspiracies  were  raised,  or 
at  least  suspected,  in  France,  and  Spa- 
nish influence  was  the  cry  of  the 
Tuilleries.  Spain  was  in  fact  in  a 
state  of  civil  war — -and  Piedmont  and 
Naples  having  abandoned,  without  a 
blow,  what  they  had  borrowed  from 
Spain,  the  eyes  of  all  Europe  were 
tixed  upon  that  country  from  which 
they  had  caught  their  mania,  and 
where  the  general  impression  enter- 
tained of  the  national  pride  and  ob- 
stinacy, naturally  led  all  men  to  ex- 
pect, in  case  any  attack  should  be 
made  from  without,  a  very  different 
sort  of  resistance  from  what  had  been 
exemplified  among  those  whom  Shake- 
speare had  of  old  characterized  as 

"  The  Bastards  that  inherit  but  the  Fall 
Of  the  last  Monarchy." 

What  actually  found  its  way  to  us 
of  the  course  of  things  within  Spain, 
was  such  as  to  throw  a  considerable 
damp  upon  whatever  splendid  expec- 
tations might  have  at  first  been  enter- 
tained. The.constitutionalists  had  ef- 
fected their  revolution  (of  1820)  with, 
comparatively  speaking,  very  little 
bloodshed.  They  were  now  alarmed, 
and  fear  appeared  in  its  usual  shape  of 
cruelty.  Mr  Quin  entered  Spain  in 
October  1822,  with  Whig  feelings  and 
an  ardent  leaning  to  the  constitutional 
party.  He  wrote  as  follows, within  TWO 
MONTHS  after  he  had  crossed  the  Py- 
renees. (He  has  been  talking  of  the 
royalist  bands  that  had  been  figuring 


in    the    frontier    provinces    towards 
France.) 

"  All  the  efforts  of  the  Spanish  govern- 
ment were  vigorously  applied  to  the  ex- 
tirpation of  these  armed  opponents  of 
the  constitution.  Mina  marched  in  blood 
through  the  fair  fields  of  Catalonia  up  to 
the  very  seat  of  the  '  Regency'  in  the 
Seo  de  Urgel,  whence  he  succeeded  in 
expelling  that  self-constituted  authority. 
Torrijos,  a  young  and  sanguinary  com- 
mander, had  orders  to  clear  Aragon  of 
the  '  factious.'  Similar  instructions  had 
been  given  to  Carlos  Espinosa  in  Na- 
varre ;  and  it  cannot  be  doubted  that 
both  these  chieftains  used  the  most  sin- 
cere endeavours  to  obey  them.  Indeed, 
the  orders  which  were  sent  generally  to 
the  provinces  with  respect  to  those  who 
were  not  active  supporters  of  the  exist- 
ing system,  would  seem  to  have  ema- 
nated from  a  conclave  of  men  little  ac- 
customed to  the  usages  of  civilized  war- 
fare. What,  for  instance,  is  to  be  said 
to  the  commander  who,  after  receiving 
prisoners,  upon  the  usual  understanding 
that  their  lives  should  be  spared,  selects 
a  certain  number,  and  orders  them  to  be 
shot  ?  Not  only  has  this  barbarous  out- 
rage upon  humanity  been  perpetrated  by 
the  constitutional  chieftains,  but  in  more 
than  one  instance  they  have  taken  out 
unarmed  inhabitants  from  their  houses, 
and  upon  mere  oral  information  that  they 
were  of  the  '  factious,'  without  a  trial, 
or  a  legal  inquiry  of  any  sort,  they  com- 
manded them  to  be  put  to  death.  It  was 
no  uncommon  circumstance  to  read  in 
the  provincial  papers  that  such  a  person 
was  shot  in  such  a  village  at  '  the  request 
of  the  people ;'  that  is  to  say,  a  mob 
raised  a  clamour  against  an  individual, 
and  without  ascertaining  whether  he  was 
guilty  or  innocent,  the  authorities  order- 
ed the  sentence  of  the  *  sovereign  peo- 
ple' to  be  executed.  And  these  facts 
were  related  without  a  single  observa- 
tion expressive  of  surprise  or  sympathy, 
as  if  they  were  in  the  common  course  of 
justice.  Cruelty  is  not  stripped  of  its 
criminality  by  whatever  party  it  is  exer- 
cised ;  and  it  appears  still  more  sangui- 
nary in  its  character,  when  it  is  adopted 
by  that  side  which  bears  at  least  the  legal 
semblance  of  supremacy. " 

Such  was  the  state  of  Spain,  and 
Ferdinand  was  a  prisoner,  powerless, 
and  without  even  the  shadow  of  power, 
in  his  palace,  at  the  moment  when  the 
French  King  first  uttered  the  word 
"  war ;"  and  the  English  Whigs  call- 
ed on  the  Government  of  England  to 
re-echo  it.  But  the  English  Govern- 
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roent  answered  "  No."    Mr  Canning's     their  kingdom  occupied  by  the  French 


speech,  in  which  lie  told  the  world  why 
he  had  said  peace,  when  the  Whigs 
called  on  him  to  say  war,  will  always 
be  remembered.  It  stands  in  the  very 
first  class  of  his  exertions.  True — 
manly — energetic — sarcastic — clear — 
commanding — convincing — unanswer- 
able ;  these  are  its  characteristics.  Well 
might  England  point  to  the  mawkish 
romantic  rhodomontades  of  Chateau- 
briand, on  the  one  hand,  and  to  the 
cold,  obstinate  drivellings  of  the  Spa- 
nish penmen  on  the  other — and  be 
proud. 

"  The  voice  of  the  honourable  member 
for  Westminster  is  still  for  war  ;  and  he 
does  me  the  honour  to  tempt  me  to  take 
the  same  course,  by  reminding  me  of  a 
passage  in  my  political  life  to  which  I 
shall  ever  look  back  with  pride  and  satis- 
faction. I  allude  to  that  period  when  the 
bold  spirit  of  Spain  burst  forth  indignant 
against  the  oppression  of  Buonaparte. 
Then  unworthily  filling  the  same  office 
which  I  have  the  honour  to  hold  at  the 
present  moment,  1  discharged  the  glorious 
duty  (if  a  portion  of  glory  may  attach  to 
the  humble  instrument  of  a  glorious 
cause) — of  recognizing  without  delay  the 
rights  of  the  Spanish  nation,  and  of  at 
once  adopting  that  gallant  people  into 
the  closest  amity  with  England.  It  was 
indeed  a  stirring,  a  kindling  occasion ; 
and  no  man  who  has  a  heart  in  his  bo- 
som, can  think  even  now  of  the  noble  en- 
thusiasm, the  animated  exertions,  the  un- 
daunted courage,  the  unconquerable  per- 
severance of  the  Spanish  nation,  in  a 
cause  apparently  so  desperate,  finally  so 
triumphant, — without  feeling  his  blood 
glow  and  his  pulses  quicken  with  tumul- 
tuous throbs  of  admiration.  But  I  must 
remind  the  honourable  gentleman  of  three 
circumstances  calculated  to  qualify  a  lit- 
tle the  feelings  of  enthusiasm,  and  to  sug- 
gest lessons  of  caution  ; — I  must  remind 
him  first  of  the  state  of  this  country,— 
secondly  of  that  of  Spain — at  that  period, 
as  compared  with  the  present: — and 
thirdly  of  the  manner  in  which  the  enter- 
prize  in  behalf  of  Spain  was  viewed  by 
certain  parties  in  this  country.  We  are 
now  at  peace.  In  1808  we  were  al- 
ready at  war— we  were  at  war  with  Buo- 
naparte, the  invader  of  Spain.  In  1808 
we  were,  as  now,  the  allies  of  Portugal, 
bound  by  treaty  to  defend  her  from  ag- 
gression ; — but  Portugal  was  at  that 
time  not  only  menaced  by  the  power  of 
France,  but  overrun  by  it ;  her  royal  fa- 
mily was  actually  driven  into  exile,  and 


Bound  by  treaty  to  protect  Portugal,  how 
natural  was  it  under  such  circumstances 
to  extend  our  assistance  to  Spain  ! — 
Again,  Spain  was  at  that  time,  compa- 
ratively speaking,  an  united  nation.  I 
do  not  mean  to  say  that  there  were  no 
differences  of  opinion  ;  I  do  not  mean  to 
deny  that  some  few  among  the  higher 
classes  had  been  corrupted  by  the  gold 
of  France :  but  still  the  great  bulk  of  the 
people  were  united  in  one  cause ;  their 
loyalty  to  their  sovereign  had  survived  his 
abdication ;  aud  though  absent  and  a 
prisoner,  the  name  of  Ferdinand  VII. 
was  the  rallying  point  of  the  nation. 
But  let  the  House  look  at  the  situation 
in  which  England  would  be  placed  should 
she,  at  the  present  moment,  march  her 
armies  to  the  aid  of  Spain.  As  against 
France  alone,  her  task  might  not  be  more 
difficult  than  before ;  but  is  it  only  with 
France  that  she  would  now  have  to  con- 
tend? England  could  not  strike  in  the 
cause  of  Spain  against  the  invading  foe 
alone.  Fighting  in  Spanish  ranks,  should 
we  not  have  to  point  our  bayonets  against 
Spanish  bosoms? — P-it  this  is  not  the 
whole  of  the  difference  between  the  pre- 
sent moment  and  the  year  1808.  In 
1808,  we  had  a  large  army  prepared  for 
foreign  service  ;  a  whole  war  establish- 
ment ready  appointed  ;  and  tiie  simple 
question  was,  in  what  quarter  we  could 
best  apply  its  force  against  the  common 
enemy  of  England,  of  Spain,  of  Portugal, 
— of  Europe.  This  country  hud  no  hopes 
of  peace ;  our  abstinence  from  the  Spa- 
nish war  could  in  no  way  have  accelera- 
ted the  return  of  that  blessing ;  and  the 
Peninsula  presented,  plainly  and  obvi- 
ously, the  theatre  of  exertion  in  which 
we  could  contend  with  most  advantage. 
Compare  then,  I  say,  that  period  with 
the  present,  in  which  none  of  the  induce- 
ments, or  incitements,  which  I  have  de- 
scribed as  belonging  to  the  opportunity 
of  1808,  can  be  found. 

"  But  is  the  absence  of  inducement 
and  incitement  all  ?  Is  there  no  positive 
discouragement  in  the  recollections  of 
timt  time,  to  check  too  hasty  a  concur- 
rence in  the  warlike  views  of  the  honour- 
able member  for  Westminster?  When 
England,  in  180S,  under  all  the  circum- 
stances which  I  have  enumerated,  did 
not  hesitate  to  throw  upon  the  banks  of 
the  Tagus,  and  to  plunge  into  all  the  dif- 
ficulties of  the  Peninsular  war,  an  army 
destined  to  emerge  in  triumph  through 
the  Pyrenees, — was  that  course  hailed 
with  sympathy  and  exultation  by  all  par- 
tics  in  the  state  ?  Were  there  no  warn- 


ings  against  danger  ?  No  chastisements 
for  extravagance  ?  No  doubts — no  com- 
plaims — no  charges  of  rashness  and  im- 
policy?— I  have  heard  of  persons,  sir, — 
persons  of  high  authority  too — who,  in 
the  very  midst  of  the  general  exaltation 
of  spirit  throughout  this  country,  decla- 
red, that,  '  in  order  to  warrant  England 
in  embarking  in  a  military  co-operation 
with  Spain,  something  more  was  neces- 
sary than  to  shew  that  the  Spanish  cause 
was  just.'  '  It  was  not  enough,'  said 
these  enlightened  monitors,  '  it  was  not 
enough  that  the  attack  of  France  upon 
the  Spanish  nation  was  unprincipled,  per- 
fidious, and  cruel — that  the  resistance  of 
Spain  was  dictated  by  every  principle, 
and  sanctioned  by  every  motive,  honour- 
able to  human  nature — that  it  made  every 
English  heart  burn  with  a  holy  zeal  to 
lend  its  assistance  against  the  oppressor. 
There  were  other  considerations  of  a  less 
brilliant  and  enthusiastic,  but  not  less  ne- 
cessary and  commanding  nature,  which 
should  have  preceded  the  determination 
of  putting  to  hazard  the  most  valuable 
interests  of  the  country.  It  is  not  with 
nations  as  with  individuals.  Those  he- 
roic virtues  which  shed  a  lustre  upon  in- 
dividual men,  must,  in  their  application 
to  the  conduct  of  nations,  be  chastened 
by  reflections  of  a  more  cautious  and  cal- 
culating cast.  That  generous  magnani- 
mity and  high-minded  disinterestedness, 
proud  distinctions  of  national  virtue, 
(and  Iteppy  were  the  people  whom  they 
characterize,)  which,  when  exercised  at 
the  risk  of  every  personal  interest,  in  the 
prospect  of  every  danger,  and  at  the  sa- 
crifice even  of  life  itself,  justly  immorta- 
lize the  hero,  cannot  and  ought  not  to  be 
considered  justifiable  motives  of  political 
action  ; — because  nations  cannot  afford 
to  be  chivalrous  and  romantic.'*  His- 
tory is  philosophy  teaching  by  example  ; 
and  the  words  of  the  wise  are  treasured 
for  ages  that  are  to  come. 

"  « The  age  of  chivalry,'  said  Mr  Burke, 
*  is  gone  ;  and  an  age  of  economists  and 
calculators  has  succeeded  !'  That  an  age 
of  economists  and  calculators  is  come, 
we  have  indeed  every  night's  experience. 
But  what  would  be  the  surprise,  and  at 
the  same  time  the  gratification,  of  the 
mighty  spirit  of  Burke,  at  finding  his 
splendid  lamentation  so  happily  dispro- 
ved ! — at  seeing  that  chivalrous  spirit, 
the  total  extinction  of  which  he  deplo- 
red, revive,  qua  minime  reris,—on  the 
very  benches  of  the  economists  and  cal- 
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cnfotors  themselves  J — But  in  truth,  sir, 
it  revives  at  a  most  inconvenient  oppor- 
tunity. It  would  be  as  ill-advised  to  fol- 
low a  chivalrous  impulse  now,  as  it  would 
in  1808  have  been  inexcusable  to  disobey 
it.  Under  the  circumstances  of  1808,  I 
would  again  act  as  I  then  acted.  But 
though  inapplicable  to  the  period  to  which 
it.  was  applied,  I  confess  I  think  the  cau- 
tion which  I  have  just  quoted  does  apply 
with  considerable  force  to  the  present 
moment." 

And  again  ; 

"  It  is  perfectly  true,  as  has  been  ar- 
gued by  more  than  one  honourable  Mem- 
ber in  this  debate,  that  there  is  a  contest 
going  on  in  the1  world,  between  the  spirit 
of  unlimited  monarchy,  and  the  spirit  of 
unlimited  democracy.  Between  these  two 
spirits,  it  may  be  said,  that  strife  is  either 
openly  in  action,  or  covertly  at  work, 
throughout  the  greater  portion  of  Europe. 
It  is  true,  as  has  also  been  argued,  that 
in  no  former  period  in  history,  is  there  so 
close  a  resemblance  to  the  present,  as  in 
that  of  the  Reformation.  So  far  my  ho- 
nourable and  learned  friendj-  and  the  ho- 
nourable Baronet^  were  justified  in  hold- 
ing up  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign  as  an 
example  for  our  study.  The  honourable 
Member  for  Westminster,  too,  has  ob- 
served, that  in  imitation  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth's policy,  the  proper  place  for  this 
country,  in  the  present  state  of  the  world, 
is  at  the  head  of  free  nations  struggling 
against  arbitrary  power.  Sir,  undoubted- 
ly there  is,  as  I  have  admitted,  a  general 
resemblance  between  the  two  periods ; 
forasmuch  as  in  both  we  see  a  conflict  of 
opinions ;  and  in  both,  a  bond  of  union 
growing  out  of  those  opinions,  which  es- 
tablishes between  parts  and  classes  of 
different  nations  a  stricter  communion 
than  belongs  to  communion  of  country. 
It  is  true, — it  is,  I  own  I  think,  a  formi- 
dable truth, — that  in  this  respect  the  two 
periods  do  resemble  each  other.  But 
though  there  is  this  general  similarity, 
there  is  one  circumstance  which  mainly 
distinguishes  the  present  time  from  the 
reign  of  Elizabeth,  and  which,  though  by 
no  means  unimportant  in  itself,  has  been 
overlooked  by  all  those  to  whose  argu- 
ments I  am  now  referring.  Elizabeth  was 
herself  amongst  the  revolters  against  the 
authority  of  the  Church  of  Rome ;  but 
we  are  not  amongst  those  who  are  en- 
gaged in  a  struggle  against  the  spirit  of 
unlimited  monarchy.  We  have  fought 
that  fight.  We  have  taken  our  station. 


Earl  Grey's  speech  of  1808.       f  Sir  J.  Mackintosh.       £  Sir  F.  Burdett. 
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We  have  long'  ago  assumed  a  character 
differing  altogether  from  that  of  those 
around  us.  It  may  have  been  the  duty 
and  the  interest  of  Queen  Elizabeth  to 
make  common  cause  with, — to  put  her- 
self at  the  head  of — those  who  supported 
the  Reformation  ;  but  can  it  be  either 
our  interest  or  our  duty  to  ally  ourselves 
with  Revolution? — Let  us  be  ready  to 
afford  refuge  to  the  sufferers  of  either 
extreme  party ;  but  it  is  not  surely  our 
policy  to  become  the  associate  of  either. 
Our  situation  novv  is  rather  what  that  of 
Elizabeth  would  have  been,  if  the  Church 
of  England  had  been  in  her  time  already 
completely  established  in  uncontested  su- 
premacy— acknowledged  as  a  legitimate 
settlement,  unassailed  and  unassailable 
by  Papal  power.  Does  my  honourable 
and  learned  friend  believe  that  the  policy 
of  Elizabeth  would  in  that  case  have  been 
the  same  ? 

"  Now  our  complex  constitution  is  es- 
tablished with  so  happy  a  mixture  of  its 
elements, — its  tempered  monarchy  and 
its  regulated  freedom, — that  we  have  no- 
thing to  fear  from  foreign  despotism, — 
nothing  at  home  but  from  capricious 
change.  We  have  nothing  to  fear, — un- 
less, distasteful  of  the  blessings  which  we 
have  earned,  and  of  the  calm  which  we 
enjoy,  we  let  loose  again,  with  rash  hand, 
the  elements  of  our  constitution,  and  set 
them  once  more  to  fight  against  each 
other.  In  this  enviable  situation,  what 
have  we  in  common  with  the  struggles 
which  are  going  on  in  other  countries, 
for  the  attainment  of  objects  of  which  we 
have  been  long  in  undisputed  possession  ? 
We  look  down  upon  those  struggles  from 
the  point  to  which  we  have  happily  at- 
tained, not  with  the  cruel  delight  which 
is  described  by  the  poet,  as  arising  from 
the  contemplation  of  agitations  in  which 
the  spectator  is  not  exposed  to  share,  but 
with  an  anxious  desire  to  mitigate,  to  en- 
lighten, to  reconcile,  to  save — by  our  ex- 
ample in  all  cases,  by  our  exertions  where 
we  can  usefully  interpose. 

"  Our  station,  then,  is  essentially  neu- 
tral— neutral  not  only  between  contend- 
ing nations,  but  between  conflicting  prin- 
ciples. The  object  of  the  Government 
has  been  to  preserve  that  station  ;  and 
for  the  purpose  of  preserving  it,  to  main- 
tain peace.  By  remaining  at  peace  our- 
selves, we  best  se6ure  Portugal ;  by  re- 
maining at  peace,  we  take  the  best  chance 
of  circumscribing  the  range,  and  shorten- 
ing the  duration,  of  the  war,  which  we 
could  not  prevent  from  breaking  out  be- 
tween France  and  Spain.  By  remaining 
at  peace,  we  shall  best  enable  ourselves 
to  take  an  effectual  and  decisive  part  in 


any  contest  into  which  we  may  be  here- 
after forced  against  our  will." 

Mr  Canning  would  not  have  injured 
his  cause,  if  he  had  spoken  out  a  little 
more  fully  even  than  he  did.  He 
might  have  said,  what  nobody  can  feel 
more  deeply  than  he  must  do,  that  the 
liberty  in  which  England  has  been, 
and  is  happy,  is  not  the  same  liberty 
for  which  the  Spanish  Constitutional- 
ists and  the  Italian  Carbonari  have 
been — doing  everything  but  fighting. 
That  it  is  not  the  same  thing  with  the 
French  Revolution  liberty,  of  which 
the  leaders  of  all  these  parties  have 
been  the  fond,  though  not  the  valiant 
adorers.  But  he  was  to  speak  not  as 
a  man,  but  as  a  minister ;  and  he  cer- 
tainly did  say  enough  to  vindicate  most 
effectually  the  conduct  of  the  govern- 
ment he  represented,  throughout  the 
long  and  intricate  train  of ' '  sayings  and 
do;ngs"  that  preceded  the  declaration 
of  war  on  the  part  of  Louis  XVIII. 
By  our  proud  and  determined  adhe- 
rence to  our  NEUTRALITY,  we  prevent- 
ed  any  of  the  other  allied  princes  from 
taking  part  in  the  French  war  against 
Spain.  The  papers  laid  before  Parlia- 
ment prove,  both  that  those  allies  were 
very  willing  to  come  forward,  and  that 
WE,  we  alone,  checked  them.  We  thus 
prevented  the  opening  of  a  war  of  that 
sort,  in  which  England  must  sooner  or 
later  have  joined.  We  secured  to  Spain 
that  she  should  at  least  have  but  one 
adversary  to  contend  with  ;  and  this  an 
adversary  of  a  very  different  sort  from 
some  she  might  otherwise  have  had. 
We  did  all  for  Spain  that  we  could  do, 
short  of  rushing  into  a  war  in  which  it 
was  by  no  means  clear  that  THE  SPA- 
NISH NATION  was  about  to  enter  AS 
A  NATION.  And  has  riot  the  result 
shewn,  that,  if  we  had  acted  other- 
wise, we  should  indeed  have  been  wor- 
thy of  having  Cam  Hobhouses  for  Can- 
nings, and  Wilsons  for  Wellingtons  ? 

We  presume  it  may  be  taken  for 
granted,  as  a  general  rule,  that  when  a 
nation,  or  even  a  part  of  a  nation,  is  se- 
riously engaged  in  the  pursuit  of  liber  ty, 
or  of  any  other  good  thing,  that  nation, 
or  part  of  a  nation,  must,  as  the  world 
is  constituted,  rely  chitfly  upon  itself. 
There  is,  in  all  the  history  of  mankind, 
no  instance  whatever  of  one  nation  be- 
ing obliged  to  another  for  its  domestic 
freedom.  Nor  is  there  any  example 
whatever  of  any  considerable  portion 
of  any  nation  achieving  any  signal  im- 
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provemcnt  hi  regard  to  the  internal 
polity  of  that  nation,  without  great, 
strenuous,  and  devoted  exertion.  It  is 
ridiculous  to  dream  of  nations  being 
made  free,  and  happy,  and  well-go- 
verned, by  the  acts  of  foreigners.  The 
good  is  to  be  theirs,  and  it  is  they  that 
must  work  for  it.  They  may  work 
without  success — that  is  the  chance  of 
the  world  ;  but  work  they  must.  If 
the  holy  thirst  of  freedom  be  strong 
within,  no  fear  but  action  will  attest 
its  presence.  Desire  to  be  free,  and 
yet  fear  to  fight  ? — The  thing  is  im- 
possible. Men  only  are  entitled  to  be 
free ;  and  manhood  must  shew  itself  in 
other  shapes  than  paper  constitutions 
and  club  harangues. 

The  result  of  the  Duke  D'Angou- 
leme's  march  is,  we  think,  themost  hu- 
miliating affair  that  the  modern  histo- 
ry of  the  European  world  has  recorded. 
No  nation  has  ever  exhibited  itself  in 
a  more  degraded  attitude  than  that  of 
Spain  is  at  this  moment.  Grant  that 
the  nation  was  divided;  that  is,  indeed, 
most  true  ;  but  still  it  was  divided 
only  into  two  great  parties.  The  po- 
pulation of  a  great  country  was  divi- 
ded between  two  sets  of  principles  ; 
the  one  party  consisted  of  almost  all 
the  nobility  and  priesthood,  and  the 
prodigious  mass  of  the  agricultural 
population ;  the  other  had  the  com- 
mercial interest,  the  sea-port  towns, 
the  press,  the  army,  the  marine,  and 
the  government.  On  both  sides,  sure- 
ly, here  were  very  considerable  ma- 
terials for  a  struggle — and  how  big, 
ere  the  day  of  action  came,  was  the 
talk  of  both  !  But  what  have  they 
done  ?  Has  not  a  French  army  march- 
ed unopposed,  unchecked,  through  one 
of  the  strongest  countries  in  all  the 
world,  taken  possession  of  town  after 
town,  and  fortress  after  fortress,  and 
at  last  upturned  the  government  de 
facto  of  the  country,  changed  every- 
thing— all  this  time  the  Spaniards 
standing  by — no  matter  from  what 
motives — but  certainly  standing  by 
idle — mere  lookers  on  ?  What  sort  of  a 
nation  must  this  be  ?  Is  this  a  na- 
tion that  was  entitled  to  call  upon  he- 
roic England,  to  take  arms  on  her  side 
in  a  war  for  freedom  against  oppres- 
sion? What  sympathy  can  we  have 
with  a  people  capable  of  enduring  such 
insults  ?  Which  of  their  parties  is 
really  the  more  contemptible — the  con- 
stitutional party,  who,  in  possession  of 
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the  reins  of  government,  have  seen 
their  country  invaded,  and  themselves 
cooped  up,  and  at  last  their  power  an- 
nihilated, and  all  without  striking  one 
blow?- — Or  the  royalist  party,  who, 
conscious,  as  they  have  all  along  said 
they  were,  that  the  great  majority  of 
the  population  of  a  country  containing 
ten  millions  of  inhabitants  was  on  their 
side,  were  contented  to  see  a  French 
army  come  in,  walk  over  their  land, 
upturn  their  enemies,  unfetter  their 
king,  and  all  without  making  one  ef- 
fort that  deserves  to  be  talked  of  among 
the  warlike  tribes  of  Europe,  in  their 
own  behalf  ?— Where  is  it  that  the 
old  Spanish  spirit  has  taken  refuge  ? 
Is  it  possible  that  this  is  really  the  na- 
tion of  1808 — the  noble  nation  of  Za- 
ragoza  ?  Is  it  on  such  a  soil  that  the 
tree  of  Liberty  can  thrive  ? — Was  it 
a  tree  of  this  growth  that  British  blood 
was  called  upon  to  water  ? 

The  Spaniards  have  nobody  to  thank 
for  their  present  abject  position  but 
themselves.  Had  any  stand,  worthy 
of  the  name  of  such  a  nation,  been 
made  anyivhere,  in  the  whole  course  of 
this  business,  they  must,  at  this  mo- 
ment, have  been  a  thousand  miles 
above  the  mud  in  which  we  see  them 
lying.  In  the  first  place,  had  they 
fought  anything  like  a  battle,  had 
they  shed  their  own  blood  and  that 
of  their  invaders,  like  men,  on  any 
one  spot  of  their  soil,  there  would  have 
sprung  up,  even  within  the  bosom  of 
France  herself,  a  spirit  in  their  favour, 
which  all  the  Bourbons  and  Chateau- 
briands  in  the  world  could  not  have 
checked.  The  French  are  at  this  mo- 
ment a  well-governed  and  a  peaceful 
nation,  on  the  whole ;  but  everybody 
that  knows  anything,  knows  that  there 
is  an  immense  body  of  men  in  France, 
who  both  hate  the  Bourbons,  and  love 
the  name  of  liberty.  There  is  in  the 
French  Parliament  itself  a  powerful 
opposition  party — a  party  powerful  in 
rank,  in  wealth,  in  talent,  in  every  spe- 
cies of  influence.  Would  these  people 
have  sat  still,  had  they  heard  the  tidings 
of  a  Tyrolese  warfare  carried  on  against 
the  army  of  D'Angouleme  by  the  Spa- 
nish nation,  or  by  one  half  of  that 
nation-?  Would  they  have  sat  still,  if 
they  had  heard  (and  this  was  more  like 
what  should  have  been)  of  a  Russian 
warfare  of  defence  carried  on  there— 
a  warfare  like  that  which  deluged  the 
plains  of  Moskwa  with  blood,  and  coii- 
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signed  the  towers  of  Moscow  to  the 
flames  ?  No — experience  has  made  all 
men  judges  of  what  the  eventual  re- 
sult of  a  conflict  between  a  mercenary 
invading  army,  and  a  nation  armed 
for  liberty,  must  be.  The  French 
people  have  abundant  means  for  esti- 
mating what  the  burdens  of  a  long 
and  hazardous  war  are  to  themselves. 
One  battle — one  long,  bloody,  serious 
battle,  however  the  victory  had  gone, 
would  have  stopt  the  march  of  D'An- 
gouleme,  and  made  King  Louis  "  trem- 
ble in  his  Louvre." 

If  it  had  not  done  that  directly, 
through  its  effect  on  the  French  them- 
selves, it  would  have  done  so  quite  as 
effectually  through  its  influence  on  the 
people  of  England.  Mr  Canning's 
speech  was  applicable  only  to  a  con- 
templated, a  meditated,  or,  at  most,  an 
incipient  war  in  Spain.  But — had  the 
Spaniards  risen  in  a  storm  of  patriotic 
rage,  had  one  army  so  risen,  and  so 
fought,  a  thrill  of  indignant  enthusi- 
asm would  have  been  sent  home  to  the 
core  of  every  heart  that  is  worthy  of 
being  called  English.  We  must  have 
interfered — we  could  not  have  helped 
it. — The  voice  of  this  nation  would 
have  been  as  loud  and  as  united  in  the 
fearless  and  un calculating  cry  for  in- 
terference, as  it  was  in  1808.  It  is  idle 
to  talk  of  expediency,  and  mediation, 
and  Vattel,  and  Gentz,  and  Grotius 
de  Jure  Belli— all  these  would  have 
been  forgotten  at  once,  had  the  Eng- 
lish nation  been  once  fairly  convinced 
that  the  French  nation  was  arrayed  in 
war  against  a  Christian  people  willing 
to  bleed  for  freedom.  A  fire  would 
have  been  kindled  which  nothing  but 
blood  could  have  quenched — ay,  and 
Wellington  would  nave  been  the  first 
to  unsheath  the  sword — that  sword 
that  had  already  delivered  Spain  and 
humbled  France.  All  the  despots  in 
the  world  might  have  banded  them- 
selves together,  ^nd  they  would  have 
been  powerless.  Would  Austria,  would 
Prussia,  have  dared  to  bring  their  ar- 
mies into  the  field  against  Spain  backed 
by  England  ?—  No.  The  rulers  of  these 
countries  are  well  aware  by  how  frail  a 
tenure  their  own  despotism  hangs — by 
how  slight  a  thread  the  sword  of  insult- 
ed intellect  is  suspended  over  their  own 
intellect-oppressing  thrones.  Would 
he  of  Prussia,  who  has,  like  Ferdinand, 
promised,  and,  likeFerdinand,  forsworn 
himself,  and  this  to  a  people  ages  be- 
fore the  Spaniards  in  every  species  of* 


intellectual,  moral,  and  religious  light 
— a  people  really  worthy  of  being  free 
— a  people  that,  ere  long,  must  be  and 
will  be  free — would  he  have  dared  to 
withdraw  his  standing  army  from  his 
own  country  ? — that  standing  army 
of  three  hundred  thousand  men,  by 
means  of  which  that  small  and  poor 
country  is  kept  for  the  present  quiet, 
just  as  a  dog  is  kept  quiet  by  chains 
and  starvation  ? — Would  he  of  Austria 
have  dared  to  march  for  Spain,  leaving 
Italy  behind  him  ?  None  of  these 
powers  would  have  dared  to  stir,  Eng- 
land being  once  the  declared  ally  of  a 
people  devoting  themselves  to  the  cause 
of  liberty.  For  well  do  they  all  know, 
that,  as  Mr  Canning  said  it,  there  is, 
at  this  moment,  a  spirit  struggling  all 
over  the  mis-governed  realmsof  Europe 
against  despotic  sway — and  well  do 
they  all  know,  that  the  outbreakings 
of  that  spirit  have  been  repressed  by 
them  and  their  enormous  overgrown 
standing  armies,  simply  because  the 
uprisers  have  not  mixed  wisdom  with 
their  cry  for  freedom — in  other  words, 
because  they  have  shewn  themselves 
to  be  the  pupils,  not  of  the  rational 
England  of  1688,  but  of  the  phren- 
zied  France  of  1791 — and  have,  there- 
fore, wanted  the  support  of  the  mighty 
mind  of  England,  and  the  confidence 
of  all  those  men  among  and  around 
themselves,  who,  preserving  the  use 
of  their  reason  in  the  midst  of  their 
discontent,  refuse  to  embark  in  a 
cause  which  they  see  wants  the  two 
great  characteristics  of  being  upheld 
according  to  the  magnificent  precedent 
afforded  by  the  history  of  England ; 
and,  by  consequence,  (for  this  is  felt 
to  be  a  consequence,)  of  being  coun- 
tenanced by  the  energetic  sympathy 
of  the  nation  that  has  for  so  many 
ages  stood  alone  in  her  liberty — that 
nation,  whose  voice,  when  once  raised, 
sends  the  irresistible  note  of  impulse 
or  of  terror  into  the  ears  and  the  hearts 
both  of  Nations  and  of  Kings. 

What  King  Louis  may  do  now,  it 
is  impossible  to  guess.  The  French 
government,  the  government  of  an  en- 
lightened nation  like  France,  must  feel 
shame,  as  well  as  ourselves,  in  the 
contemplation  of  what  the  Spaniards 
of  all  parties  have  shewn  themselves 
sunk  to.  They  must  be  satisfied,  now, 
that  there  is  no  party  in  Spain  capable 
of  concentrating  and  uprearing  the 
scattered  and  shattered  energies  of  that 
nation,  under  anything  like  a  mode- 
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rate  system  of  government.  The  con- 
stitutionalists, and  the  royalists,  have 
shewn  themselves  equally  destitute  of 
all  real  pride  and  manhood.  And  as  for 
the  poor  pitiable  phantom  that  wears 
the  name  of  King,  we  are  satisfied  that 
there  is  not  one  man  in  Europe  who 
entertains  a  more  profound  feeling  of 
contempt  for  him,  and  all  his  proceed- 
ings, than  Louis  XVIII.  himself.  For 
Louis,  though  perhaps  an  indifferent 
writer  of  pamphlets,  has  shewn  him- 
self, by  his  own  conduct  ever  since  his 
restoration,  to  be  a  man  of  great  judg- 
ment, forbearance,  and  skill  in  govern- 
ing, under  circumstances  of  the  most 
perplexing  difficulty.  Louis,  therefore, 
must  be  a  man  of  sense  and  talent ; 
and  as  such,  he  must  despise  his  bro- 
ther Bourbon.  We  have  little  doubt 
that  the  French  government  already 
more  than  half  repents  that  interfe- 
rence, which,  besides  the  perilous  pre- 
cedent it  has  established — a  precedent 
that  may  be  turned  against  France 
herself,  as  probably  as  against  any 
other  country  in  Europe— has  termi- 
nated, to  all  intents  and  purposes,  just 
where  it  began.  It  has  so  terminated, 
because  it  leaves  Spain  in  as  disunited, 
and,  of  course,  in  as  dangerous  a  state, 
as  it  found  her.  If  Spain  was  an  ob- 
ject of  alarm  to  France,  under  the  Cor- 
tes government,  will  it  be  less  so,  un- 
der the  government  of  such  a  creature 
as  Ferdinand  ; — a  government  which 
will,  of  course,  go  on  doing  what  it 
can  to  keep  up  the  discontent  of,  at 
least,  one  great  party  of  this  sorely  di- 
vided people ; — a  government  which, 
until  the  leopard  changes  his  spots, 
will  never  act  anything  but  folly,  im- 
becility, and  cruelty,  under  the  guid- 
ance of  obstinacy,  ignorance,  and  bi- 
gotry ? 

The  base  tergiversations  of  such  ge- 
nerals and  armies  as  the  Spaniards 
have  had, — the  meannesses  of  which 
their  chief  men,  both  of  peace  and 
war,  have  been  guilty — the  profligacy 
and  cowardice  of  individuals, — have 
been  on  a  par  with  the  general  con- 
duct of  the  nation,  as  a  nation,  and  of 
its  parties,  as  parties. — In  a  word, 
Spain  seems  to  be  a  state  broken  up, 
entirely  destitute  of  any  rallying  points 
of  principle  that  command  a  national 
influence,  and  incapable  of  either  do- 
ing or  suffering  anything  as  becomes 
a  nation  worthy  of  demanding  the  sym- 
pathy of  the  free. 

Her  fate  holds  out  one  more  lesson 


to  the  continental  nations  of  Europe. 
She  has  had  the  fairest  opportunities 
that  any  nation  could  have  desired  to 
have,  and  she  has  lost  them  all.  The  * 
nation  that  really  thirsts  for  freedom, 
must  look  to  history.  No  nation  has 
ever  derived  liberty  from  the  insurrec- 
tion of  a  mercenary  army.  No  nation 
has  ever  derived  liberty  from  the  inter- 
ference of  foreigners.  No  nation  need 
come  before  the  world,  demanding  li- 
berty as  her  right,  unless  the  nation 
be  prepared  for  national,  and  the  indi- 
viduals of  that  nation,  for  individual 
efforts  and  sufferings.  Think  of  our 
poor  little  country  of  Scotland — a  coun- 
try not  stronger,  nor  nearly  so  strong, 
as  the  north  of  Spain, — and  contain- 
ing, even  now,  not  a  fifth  part  of 
the  Spanish  population.  This  poor 
little  country,  five  hundred  years  ago, 
was  assaulted  by  a  king  infinitely 
more  powerful  than  Louis  XVI 1 1.,  at 
the  head  of  an  army  infinitely  greater, 
in  proportion  to  the  habits  of  the 
time,  than  the  Duke  of  Angouleme's, 
— (it,  indeed,  consisted  of  the  very 
same  number ;)  and  did  not  we,  did 
not  this  poor  little  nation,  scatter  all 
this  mighty  army  like  chaff,  in  orie 
summer's  day's  bloody  work  ?  And  yet 
it  is  to  us,  among  others, — it  is  to  the 
descendants  of  the  men  who  acted  in 
this  style,  when  their  freedom  was  at 
stake, — it  is  to  us,  that  the  deluded  or 
desperate  Whigs  were  bawling  for  mo- 
ney, for  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence, 
to  keep  the  great  country  of  Spain — a 
country  to  which  we  are  but  as  a  very 
small  province, — to  enable  that  great 
country, which  contains  five  times  more 
population  and  wealth  than  ours  does 
now,  and  fifty  times  more  than  it  did 
in  the  days  of  Bannockburn,  to  repel 
from  her  soil  a  French  army,  which, 
had  it  landed  on  our  soil,  would  have 
been  exterminated  in  three  weeks ! — 
Kirkaldy  subscribing  for  Castille ! — 
But  really  the  subject  is  tob  melancho- 
ly to  be  jested  with.  Nugent,  Wilson, 
Light,  and  a  young  Glasgow  spark, 
who  thought  a  steam -boat  dinner 
something  quite  superb,  and  a  few 
more  similar  noodles,  going  out  to  as- 
sist the  country  of  Pelayo,  and  The 
Great  Captain,  to  shake  off  the  Duke 
of  Angouleme !  What  will  these  wise- 
acres  say  for  themselves,  when  Parlia- 
ment meets  ?  Do  they  expect  to  be  re- 
ceived with  anything  but  a  universal 
shout  of  derision  ? 

When  General  Pepe  came  to  Eng- 
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and,  from  the  heroic  display  of  Nea- 
politan Carbonarism,  he  -was  fete  by 
the  Whigs  ;  and  now,  when  Riego,  a 
poor  miserable  creature,  who  never  did 
anything  memorable  in  all  his  life, 
except  one  feat  of  military  mutineering, 
and  who  conducted  himself  through- 
jut  this  last  affair  with  just  as  much 
origand  cruelty,  and  just  as  little  sense 
and  spirit,  as  any  other  Spaniard  of 
1823,  when  this  man  is  put  to  death, 
what  a  cry  they  make  !  a  monument, 
forsooth,  for  Don  Rafael  del  Riego ! 
Absurdly,  no  doubt,  uselessly,  and, 
perhaps,  all  things  considered,  wrong- 
fully too,  has  Ferdinand  acted  to  this 
man  :  but,  were  we  not  prepared  for 
a  civil  war  ?  and  did  we  dream  that  no 
blood  was  to  be  shed  at  all,  either  on 
the  field  or  the  scaffold  ?  The  affair  is 
too  contemptible  to  receive  a  moment's 
notice  from  any  man  of  sense ;  but, 
certainly,  it  is  very  consistent  in  those 
who  presented  Sir  Robert  with  a  sword, 
to  give  Don  Rafael  a  cenotaph. 

That  despotism  is  destined  to  be 
extinguished  in  Europe  at  no  distant 
date,  no  man  can  doubt.  But  this 
sad  business  of  Spain,  with  all  its  cir- 
cumstances of  folly,  meanness,  rash- 
ness, and  imbecility,  furnishes  the 
best  of  all  possible  evidence,  by  what 
sorts  of  men,  and  principles,  and  mea- 
sure 5,  its  "  fatal  day"  is  most  likely  to 
be  procrastinated. 

We  have  disdained  to  go  into  mi- 
nute criticism  of  the  details,  that  have 
as  yet  reached  us  of  Ferdinand's  pro- 
ceedings under  the  circumstances  of  his 
present  proud  and  happy  restoration. 
One  thing,  however,  we  may  just  no- 
tice, because  its  effects  are  not  confined 
to  Spain ;  we  mean  his  determination 
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not  to  hold  by  the  contracts  entered 
into  by  the  late  government  with  the 
English  stock-jobbers.  This  is  cer- 
tainly idiotcy  itself  embodied.  If  fo- 
reign merchants  are  not  to  be  safe  in 
their  dealings  with  the  ostensible  go- 
vernments of  countries,  what  becomes 
of  their  assistance  in  all  cases  of  fu- 
ture need  and  emergency  ?  The  Spa- 
niards are  unable,  confessedly  so,  to 
raise  the  immediate  funds  necessary 
for  the  ordinary  purposes  of  admini- 
stration within  their  own  country ; 
they  will,  assuredly,  get  no  more  from 
without — and  who  cannot  see  the  con- 
sequence ?  Money  might  have  lent 
some  energy  even  to  the  government 
of  a  Ferdinand — but,  at  all  events, 
without  it  he  is  weak  as  a  weanling. 
And  then,  think  of  the  abject  soul  ca- 
pable of  declaring  himself  to  have  been 
a  quiet  slave  so  long,  in  a  country 
where  he  tells  us  he  has  been  all  along 
"  seated  in  the  hearts"  of  the  vast 
majority  of  the  people  !  And,  to  con- 
clude, look  at  the  absurdity,  and  worse 
than  absurdity,  of  which  he  convicts 
himself;  for,  that  two  and  two  make 
four,  is  a  proposition  hot  one  whit 
more  indisputable,  than  that,  if  the 
government  de  facto,  (he  himself  be- 
ing the  nominal  head  of  it  too,")  Irad 
no  right  to  borrow  money,  it  had  no 
right  to  perform  any  other  function 
of  government.  It  follows,  that  every 
man  who  has  been  executed  for  mur- 
der in  Spain,  during  the  last  two  or 
three  years,  has  been  murdered.  There 
was  only  this  one  thing  wanting  to 
complete  the  picture  of  the  degrada- 
tion of  Spain,  and  "  Yo  EL  REV  AB- 
SOLUTO." 
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No.  XII. 

To  Christopher  North,  Esq. 

ON  THE  LAST  NUMBER  OF  THE  EDINBURGH  REVIEW. 


DEAR  N. 

WHY,  yes — I  think  pretty  much  as 
you  do.  It  is  not  worth  a  cutting  up.  I 
am  sorry  for  it,  for  I  never  was  in  such 
good  humour  in  my  life ;  and  I  always 
observe,  that,  when  I  am  perfectly 
pleased  with  myself,  and  (fuite  over- 
flowing as  it  were  with  the  milk  of 
kindness,  I  am  in  the  best  order  pos- 
sible for  tearing  an  unfortunate  rascal 
of  a  scribbler  all  to  rags.  Nothing 
can  be  a  more  mistaken  idea  than  that 
a  thorough-going,  cut-and-thrust  sort 
of  a  critic  is  ex  officio  an  ill-natured 
man.  The  poor  devils  who  try  to  be 
severe,  and  who  grin  as  hideously  as 
if  under  the  impression  of  a  half  pound 
of  Glauber's  salts,  or  other  diabolical 
compost,  while  exercising  the  act  of 
severity,  are,  no  doubt,  suffering  from 
unpleasant  feelings.  They  think,  while 
^sticking  in  their  lancet,  generally  as 
blunt  as  the  razor  of  a  barber's  appren- 
tice after  the  forty-fifth  patient  has 
passed  under  his  hands  on  a  Sunday 
morn,  that  they  are  committing  mur- 
der, and  rejoice  in  the  circumstance, 
like  the  Turpin-like  lads  who  sent  the 
worthy  Weare  on  a  visit  to  an  eminent 
character  in  the  other  world.  There 
are  such  bilious,  yellow- visaged,  un- 
der-sized, gall-bladders  of  devils  ex- 
tant, beyond  doubt — mostly  Whigs, 
of  course.  Just  read  some  of  the  at- 
tacks in  the  Liberal,  and  other  venom- 
ous, spider-like  little  books  on  us,  Kit, 
and  you  will  see  what  I  mean.  The 
tea  has  soured  on  the  stomachs  of  the 
wheezing  animals  shortly  after  break- 
fast ;  and,  as  they  have  had  no  din- 
ner, the  seventh  cup  of  Bohea  at  the 
evening  potation  has  exasperated  them 
into  an  acidity  quite  irrepressible.  God 
help  them  !  I  am  not  at  all  angry  with 
the  poor  vagabonds,  but  sincerely  pray 
that  they  may  give  up  the  simple 
trade  of  botched  calumny,  and  take  to 
some  lawful  calling,  in  which  they 
might  cut  a  figure  as  exemplary  men- 


milliners  or  tailors,  commendable  to 
the  usual  fraction. 

On  the  contrary,  a  man  in  sound 
health,  well  fed  on  five  meals  a-day, 
supplied  with  wholesome  nutriment, 
kept  in  proper  exercise  of  mind  or 
body,  or  both,  able  to  take  his  quantum 
of  fluid  from  his  morning  gun  of  moun- 
tain dew,  down  to  his  concluding  liba- 
tion of  cold  punch,  or  hot  toddy,  or  the 
blood  of  Bourdeaux — £on  state  days, 
and  holidays,  of  course,  for  economy  is 
the  order  of  the  day,  and  there  is  no 
sense  in  sporting  claret  on  plebeians, 
who  would  not  know  it  from  catsup]] — 
a  man  who  despises  not  Orinoco,  nor 
scruples  to  dissipate  a  cigar  into  thin 
air — such  a  man,  I  say,  is  quite  hap- 
py, benignant,  and  milky-minded, 
while  dissecting  a  jackass.  He  thinks 
no  more  of  it  than  he  does  of  taking 
off  the  thigh  of  a  woodcock  after  a 
hearty  dinner  of  five  courses.  In  the 
world  of  everyday  life,  who  is  jollier 
than  a  fox-hunter,  more  cheery-spi- 
rited than  a  fowler,  more  sweet- 
souled  than  an  angler  ?  Nobody  at  all. 
The  true  bloody-minded,  blood-snuff- 
ing cannibals,  are  your  fellows  who 
whine  about  the  destruction  of  animal 
life,  and  long  for  the  perfectibility  of 
man  by  the  massacre  of  some  millions 
of  his  species.  Such  was  Oswald — 

such  was  Robespierre — such  is * 

We  wage  war  on  vermin — they  are  our 
natural  prey — and  we  carry  on  the 
massacre — chase  with  as  much  jocu- 
larity and  free-heartedness  as  ever  Ce- 
cil Forrester — I  beg  pardon — my  Lord 
Forrester,  felt,  when  giving  a  cheery 
tallyho  at  the  tail  of  the  best  pack  of 
hounds  in  Leicestershire. 

Therefore,  feeling,  as  I  do,  such  an 
elation  of  spirits,  I  am  sorry  that  Blue 
and  Yellow  is  such  dull  carrion  this 
quarter.  There  are  scarcely  three  ar- 
ticles in  it  worth  abusing.  It  is  poor 
work  to  be  running  a  drag  after  a  dead 
cat.  You  may  take  in  the  beagles  by 


*  Thank  you,  Tim,  I  have  no  fancy  to  be  brought  up  before  the  Chief  Justice  in 
Banco  Regis,  on  an  information.     I  shall  pocket  the  name,  if  you  please. — C.  N. 
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it,  but  you  can  never  impose  it  on 
yourself  as  a  real  hunt,  no  more  than 
you  can  make  'believe  that  Con- 
science, or  Bellamira,  or  Fiddlede- 
devil,  is  a  real  tragedy.  So,  as  I  said 
in  the  first  line  of  my  letter,  I  agree 
with  you  as  to  the  inexpediency  of 
wasting  an  article  on  this  Number  of 
the  Edinburgh.  I  shall  throw  a  few 
remarks  on  it  off  my  stomach  in  a  kind 
of  miscellaneous  way,  leaving  you 
quite  at  liberty  to  print  them,  or  keep 
my  MS.  as  food  for  your  pipe,  accord- 
ing as  may  be  most  agreeable  to  your 
phantasy. 

The  first  article  is  on  the  Funding 
System,  and  is,  of  course,  full  of  all 
the  usual  humbug  and  jugglery  of 
arithmetical  fanfaronade.  Figures  in 
proper  hands  can  be  brought  to  prove 
anything.  I  own  I  have  not  read  the 
article.  Luckily,  in  turning  over  the 
pages  farther  forward,  I  found  [p. 
260]]  it  confessed  that  the  computa- 
tions on  which  the  reviewer  relied 
were  made  by  Mr  Joseph  Hume.  I 
felt  quite  satisfied,  and  read  no  more. 
I  remember  the  adventures  of  that 
eminent  figure-factor  with  Jonathan 
Croker  of  Watling  Street,  John  Wil- 
son Croker  of  the  Admiralty,  and 
others.  I  recollected  inter  alia  his 
having  made  the  agreeable  error  of 
eleven  millions  in  a  sum  of  seventeen, 
and  was  easy  in  my  mind  as  to  the 
correctness  of  the  Review.  There  is 
something  rash — something  intensely 
spoony,  in  fact,  in  the  reviewer's  blab- 
bing on  Hume,  and  exhibiting  him  in 
print. 

In  the  House  of  Commons,  Joseph 
is  very  well.  It  would  require  talents 
and  patience  superhuman  to  follow  any 
man  through  a  maze  of  figures,  calcu- 
lated with  seeming  accuracy  down  to 
half  farthings,  embarrassed  by  fifty  in- 
termediate "  tottles,"  until  they  all 
merge  in  the  grand  "  tottle  of  the  whole." 
The  Opposition  cheer,  of  course, 
and  nine- tenths  of  the  Ministerialists 
know  nothing  about  the  matter.  At 
last,  up  gets  the  groaning  officer,  whose 
department  it  is  to  refute  Joseph,  and 
in  a  speech  as  yawn-begetting  as 
Hume's  own,  proves  that  every  state- 
ment of  the  honourable  gentleman  op- 
posite is  wrong,  humbly  submitting 
to  the  House,  and  offering  to  prove, 
by  respectable  evidence,  if  required,  at 
the  bar,  that  three  times  four  is  no 
more  than  twelve,  and  by  no  means 
nineteen,  much  less  thirty-one,  as 


stated  by  the  Honourable  Member  for 
Montrose.  In  reply,  Hume  admits, 
that  there  is  some  error,  he  believes,  in 
the  details,  but  is  quite  sure  the  prin* 
ciple  is  correct,  and  withdraws  his  mo- 
tion for  the  present.  Bennett,  then, 
or  some  person  of  that  grade,  rises, 
and  compliments  his  friend  on  his 
skill,  and  perseverance  in  hunting  cor- 
ruption to  its  inmost  recesses — and 
the  affair  is  over.  Next  morning,  the 
dirty-faced  papers  refer  their  readers 
to  the  very  able  and  accurate  speech 
of  Mr  Hume  last  night,  and  the  little 
Whig  journals  throughout  the  pro- 
vinces, repeat  the  cuckoo  cry  of  "  very 
able— very  able,  indeed — accurate  man 
— amazing  industry ;"  and  that  beau- 
tiful body  among  ourselves,  the  Pluck- 
less,  God  bless  them  !  "  must  admit, 
that,  after  all,  Mr  Hume  is  a  man  of 
considerable  talents,  and,  in  reality, 
has  done  a  great  deal  of  good."  All 
the  while,  there  are  not  three  lines  in 
the  so  lauded  speech,  which  do  not 
contain  a  piece  of  blockheadism,  or 
mendacity.  Ainsi  va  le  monde. 

You  may  think  that  I  am  treating 
the  really  important  question  of  the 
Funding  System  too  lightly,  in  resol- 
ving it  merely  into  a  disquisition  on 
the  nothingness  of  such  a  humbug  as 
Mr  Hume ;  but  if  I  were  called  on 
by  anything  worth  attending  to,  I 
should  speak  differently.  But  I  am 
only  writing  scraps  on  a  scrap-book. 
I  take  it  for  granted,  that  the  article 
of  the  Whig  reviewer — for  I  beg  leave 
to  repeat  I  have  not  read  it — shews  us 
how  we  are  ruined  in  consequence  of 
the  anti-whiggosity  of  our  Chancel- 
lors of  the  Exchequer ;  proving  hap- 
pily— though  perhaps  with  a  hungry 
up-snuffing  of  the  distant  feast,  of 
which,  thank  Heaven,  there  is  no 
chance  whatever  of  a  Whig's  parta- 
king— that  had  the  fifty-headed,  no- 
brained,  blood- bespattered,  filth-be- 
getting Juggernaut  of  Whiggery,  been 
the  idol  at  Downing-Street,  England 
would  be  just  now  one  entire  and  per- 
fect chrysolite.  We  too  well  remember 
the  exhibition  of  Lord  Henry  Petty — 
hodie,  my  Lord  Landsdowne — to  be 
taken  in  by  this  cogging  cant.  If  ever 
a  series  of  financial  operations  merit- 
ed full  and  unsparing  measure  of 
contempt,  for  imbecility  and  non- 
sense, mixed  with  outrageous  breach 
of  promise,  £ex.  gr.  the  doubling  of 
the  income  tax,  after  the  whole  pack 
had  been  yelping  in  full  chorus  against 
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its  existence,  in  the  most  modified 
state^  and  shuffling  duplicity  of  le- 
gerdemain, it  was  merited  by  those 
adopted  in  the  brief — happy  word — 
the  brief  administration  of  the  wretch- 
ed Talents  ;  and  if  we  forget  them,  it 
is  only  because  we  are  absorbed  by 
the  contemplation  of  the  more  heinous 
villainies  of  the  faction. 

And,  again,  we  are  too  well  used  to 
hear  of  England's  ruin  in  the  particu- 
lar of  its  funds,  to  be  much  frighten- 
ed. Hume — not  exactly  Joseph,  but 
David,  a  man  a  leetle  more  famous — 
some  seventy  years  ago,  pronounced  us 
bankrupt.  Many  have  been  the  simi- 
lar prophecies  since.  In  1796,  Tom 
Paine  proved,  in  a  most  mathematical 
manner,  that  in  twenty  years  from  that 
time,  the  English  funding  system 
would  be  demolished  totally  ;  and  Cob- 
bett  was  so  enraptured  with  the  accu- 
racy of  the  demonstration,  that  he,  as 
we  all  know,  disinterred  a  baboon  or 
a  negro,  (I  forget  which,)  and  brought 
over  the  bones  as  the  identical  skeleton 
of  the  brandy-bibbing  advocate  of  the 
Rights  of  Man.  Cobbett  has  since  put 
off  the  date  to  May  1822;  on  which 
day  he  was  to  broil  himself  on  a  Grid- 
iron ;  of  which  he  gave  an  accurate 
likeness  at  the  beginning  of  one  of  his 
Registers,  if  the  bubble  did  not  burst 
— if  there  was  not,  as  he  called  it,  a 
puff  out.  I  should  be  sorry,  indeed, 
to  hear  that  he  was  taken  at  his  word ; 
for  I  could  better  spare  a  better  man. 

Now,  sir,  I  never  despaired  of  the 
stability  of  any  of  the  institutions  of 
the  country.  Before  Trafalgar  was 
fought,  I  said,  and  enforced  my  saying 
by  the  British  argument  of  a  rump 
and  dozen,  that  the  English  fleet  would 
sweep  the  French  and  Spaniards  off  the 
sea.  When  Buonaparte  was  moving 
on  Waterloo,  I  said  he  would  be 
smashed  before  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton ;  and  that  the  ever-to-be-honour- 
ed flag  of  Old  England  would  wave 
where  the  leopards  of  Harry  the  King 
had  waved  long  ago — over  the  conquer- 
ed walls  of  Paris.  I  was  reminded  of 
the  talents  of  Napoleon — his  mighty 
marshals — his  enthusiastic  soldiers — 
his  undoubted  knowledge  of  war — his 
well-won  fame  as  a  great  captain  ; — I 
was  assailed  besides  by  the  Jacobin 
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slang,  of  which  you  will  see  a  specimen 
in  Hobhouse's  Letters  from  Paris,which 
always  sung  defeat  and  disgrace  to 
England,  and  rejoiced  in  the  hoped-for 
approach  of  a  new  mess  of  murder.  I 
made  no  reply — I  merely  offered  the 
wager.  I  said  nothing  against  the  ar- 
guments, which  proved,  to  the  satisfac- 
tion of  Sir  Richard  Phih'pps,  and  other 
philosophers,  that  we  should  be  over- 
thrown  ;  for  I  trusted  in  the  bayonets 
and  the  bottom  of  the  soldiery  that 
NEVER  was  beaten  in  the  field,  and  the 
honour  and  steadiness  of  officers,  whose 
backs  an  enemy  NEVER  had  seen  in  a 
rout ;  and  disdained  to  argue  on  the 
subject.  That  feeling  do  I  carry  into 
everything  connected  with  my  coun- 
try. I  trust  in  our  present  ministers ; 
not  because  I  care  a  farthing  about  any 
individual  statesman  among  them,  but 
because  I  know  that  any  ministry  put 
forward  to  represent  Tory  feeling, 
must  have  the  interests  of  the  country 
in  their  inmost  hearts ;  and  because  I 
know  also,  that  any  ministry  chosen  by 
that  party,  which,  with  about  a  dozen 
exceptions,  contains  all  the  intellect, 
in  every  department  of  intellect,  of 
England,  must  have  the  talents  and 
knowledge  requisite  for  the  due  guar- 
dianship and  promotion  of  those  inte- 
rests. The  financial  bark  may  be  tem- 
pest-tost ;  but  lost  it  will  not  be,  while 
in  the  hands  of  our  chancellors.  Feel- 
ing this  as  plainly  as  I  feel  the  goose- 
quill  in  my  fingers,  I  shall  not  bother 
myself  with  the  first  three -and-forty 
pages  of  the  77th  Number  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Review.  Sperno  HUMVM  Ju- 
giente  pennd.  (Pardon  the  pun.)  I 
despise  Hume  with  flying  pen,  and  pass 
on.  The  general  fama  against  Jo- 
seph is  not  relieved  by  the  character  of 
the  Review,  in  which  his  conclusions 
are  adopted  as  infallible.  Do  you  not 
remember  some  of  its  contributors  in 
former  days — Chalmers,  I  believe ;  for 
he  used  to  sully  himself  by  dabbling 
in  the  sable  stream,  before  we  fright- 
ened him  away,  by  our  execution  of 
the  infidels — gravely  asserting,  and 
arguing,  page  after  page,  on  the  as- 
sertion, that  nine-tenths  of  the  peo- 
ple of  England  were  paupers,  support- 
ed by  poor-rates  extorted  from  the 
other  tenth  ?*  This  bedlamite  proposi- 


*  As  this  piece  of  almost  beastly  stupidity  may  appear  incredible  to  those  who  hare 
forgotten  the  back  Numbers  of  the  Edinburgh — that  is,  of  course,  everybody  except  pro- 
fessional people  like  ourselves— we  shall  copy  it  verbatim,  In  the  58th  Number  of  that 
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tion,  which  one  would  think  should 
have  startled  anybody  with  ears  of  any 
length  short  of  a  yard,  was  grounded 
on  the  fact,  that  in  a  year  of  great  dis- 
tress, 900,000  people  were  returned  as 
paupers ;  and  the  reviewer,  with  a 
knowledge  of  division  worthy  of  the 
great  Joseph  himself,  discovered,  with 
much  art  and  pains,  that  that  sum  is 
the  tenth  part  of  ten  millions  !  Shade 
of  the  much-injured  Cocker !  what  an 
immensity  of  misery  you  have  escaped, 
by  leaving  the  terrestrial  globe  before 
the  days  of  Whig  computers  ! 

Article  the  second,  on  the  Game  Laws 
— a  set  of  rehashed  jokes,  by  the  reve- 
rend jester  of  the  Edinburgh,  Sydney 
Smyth,  who  obviously  is  growing  very 
old — is  appended  to  the  name  of  a  poor 
pamphlet,  (concerning  which,  most 
judiciously,  not  a  word  is  said  in  the 
Review,)  by  the  Honourable  and  Re- 
verend William  Herbert,  the  facetious 
author  of  Helga,  and  other  excellent 
jeux-d' esprit,  much  lauded  in  the  Edin- 
burgh Review,  and  highly  patronized 
by  the  confectioners.  Let  it  pass.  Fa- 
leat  quantum.  After  it,  the  third  ar- 
ticle, on  the  i»tolerable  imposture 
of  Prince  Hohenlohe,  which  is  need- 
lessly cut  up,  may  waddle.  With  them, 
let  the  sixth  article,  on  Foreign  Wool, 
spun  out  by  some  woolly- brained  Ba- 
laamite,  march  in  company.  And  the 
tenth,  on  Geology,  shall  slumber  un- 
cut by  me. — How  interesting  a  selec- 
tion we  have  hitherto  got  through  ! 

The  fifth  article  is  on   the  pam- 
phlets lately  published  by  the  mem- 


[Dee. 


bers  of  the  French  royal  family.  That 
the  simple  fact  of  their  being  written 
by  persons  of  that  rank,  would  suffice 
to  get  them  pretty  roundly  abused  by 
the  Whigamore,  was  quite  to  be  ex- 
pected :  I  own,  however,  that  I  did 
not  think  he  would  have  had  the  can- 
dour to  avow,  as  he  has  done,  in  the 
very  opening  sentences  of  his  critique, 
the  existence  of  such  a  feeling.  He 
begins,  indeed,  by  a  tirade  against  all 
royal  authors.  But  I  can  assure  this 
reviewer,  that  he  is  very  ill-advised, 
when  he  thinks  proper  to  do  over  again 
anything  which  Croker  has  already 
handled,  as  every  one  will  confess 
who  will  compare  this  article  with  that 
on  the  same  subject  which  appeared 
in  the  Quarterly.  It  is  a  poor  exhibi- 
tion ;  but  the  last  page  is  by  a  differ- 
ent hand  from  the  rest.  And  what  a 
hand!  The  editor  of  the  Duchesse 
D'Angouleme's  Memoirs  reprobates, 
with  proper  gentlemanly  feeling,  an 
indecent  order  made  by  the  villains 
who  were  in  power  when  the  Bourbon 
ladies  were  in  captivity.  He  justly 
remarks,  that  the  phraseology  of  the 
order  is  untranslateable  into  English  ; 
on  which  the  reviewer  flies  into  a  pas- 
sion, and  with  great  good  taste,  pro- 
found regard  for  truth,  and  decorous 
style  of  language,  reminds  us  of  the 
unhappy  lady — unhappy,  because  she 
was  profligate — who,  for  our  sins,  was 
given  us  as  a  queen.  He  silences,  as 
he  imagines,  the  editor  by  one  word, 
"  Milan.  Talk,  indeed,  of  OUR  lan- 
guage having  no  name  for  the  act  of 


work,  is  an  article  on  the  Causes  and  Cure  of  Pauperism,  (p.  262,  &c.  vol.  29,)  and  a 
supplement  to  it,  as  inserted  in  p.  498 — 501.  In  the  supplement  is  given  an  abstract  of 
the  House  of  Commons  Report  on  the  subject ;  by  which  it  appears  that  the  average  of 
paupers  in  the  last  three  years  of  the  war,  amounted  to  940,626.  On  which  the  re- 
viewer remarks,  that  "  the  population  of  England  and  Wales,  as  taken  from  the  ab- 
stract laid  before  Parliament  in  the  year  1811,  appears  to  have  been  10,150,615;  so 
that  the  number  of  persons  relieved  from  the  poor's  rates,  appears  to  have  been  9£  in 
each  10  of  the  population  !  /.'"  The  italics  are  the  reviewer's  own.  "  Such,"  he  adds, 
"  is  the  extraordinary  picture,  exhibited  on  the  highest  authority,  of  the  richest,  the 
most  industrious,  and  most  moral  population  that  ever  existed.  More  than  nine-tenths 
of  its  whole  amount  occasionally  subsisting  on  public  charity  !  !  ! !"  What  a  thrice. 
double  ass  !  But  the  winding  up  of  the  article  is  one  of  the  most  delightful  pieces  of  self- 
satisfied  blockheadism  ever  exhibited.  "  We,"  quoth  the  wiseacre,  "  do  not  mean, 
however,  to  resume  any  part  of  the  argument  on  this  subject ;  but"  (what  think  yon, 
gentle  reader  ?)  ««  shall  end  by  merely  recommending  the  facts"  (his  own  italics)  "  we 
have  just  abstracted,  to  the  serious  meditation  of  all  whom  they  may  concern."  VThe 
facts  !  Oh  !  the  facts  !  viz.  that  nine  is  more  than  nine-tenths  of  a  hundred  !  Valuable 
facts,  indeed  ;  but  just  as  good  as  Hume's  facts',  or  Earl  Grey's  facts,  or  Duke  Bedford's 
facts,  or  Little  Waddington's  facts,  or  Olive  of  Cumberland's  facts,  or  Henry  Brough- 
am's facts  ;  or,  in  short,  the  facts  of  the  whole  worshipful  party.  If  Chalmers,  as  Tim 
suspects,  is  the  person  guilty  of  this  stupendous  letisc,  nothing  can  be  said  in  his  de- 
fence, except,  perhaps,  that  he  was  flozing  at  the  time.  Christian  charity  can  suggest 
no  other  apology. — C.  N. 
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outrage  on  female  delicacy  by  barbar- 
ous treatment — unmanly  insult — in- 
decent pryings — disgusting  exposures 
— hired  treachery — suborned  false- 
hood !  OUR  language  —  the  tongue 
spoken  by  the  KING."  QThe  vermin 
meant  all  the  insult,  the  venom,  the 
spite  for  that  name — but  with  charac- 
teristic cowardice,  adds,  in  order  to 
give  it  an  air  of  technicality,^]  "  the 
Lords  and  Commons  of  OUR  coun- 
try," p.  108.  What  name  does  the 
writer  of  that  sentence  deserve  ?  I  be- 
lieve it  is  on  the  tip  of  everybody's 
tongue,  and  I  shall  willingly  leave  my 
readers  to  give  it  utterance. 

Why  must  these  people  be  continu- 
ally reminding  us  of  the  existence  and 
history  of  the  Queen  ?  The  time  has 
gone  by  when  this  could  do  them  any 
good,  as  an  instrument  to  get  into 
power — when  she  was  the  organ  of 
insult  to  the  King — whom,  it  is  evi- 
dent, the  wretched  creature  who  wrote 
this  review  detests — and  when  our  feel- 
ings could  be  annoyed  by  the  neces- 
sity of  exposing  the  frail  ties  of  a  daugh- 
ter of  Brunswick,  the  sister  of  him 
who  fell  at  Waterloo,  the  mother  of 
the  Princess  Charlotte,  the  niece  of 
the  King — I  beg  pardon — the  niece  of 
GEORGE  THE  THIRD.  £l  can't  help 
calling  him  the  King — I  lived  sixty 
years  under  his  reign :  I  loved  him 
living :  I  honour  him  dead.^j  There 
is  uow  no  difference  of  avowed  opinion 
as  to  her  guilt ;  there  never  was  any 
difference  of  actual  opinion.  The 
Whigs  took  her  up  as  they  would  take 
up  the  cause  of  the  devil  himself,  if 
they  thought  it  would  serve  their  dir- 
ty ends.  Everything  was  done  by 
ministers  which  could  be  done,  to 
avoid  unpleasant  and  disgraceful  re- 
sults. A  princely  revenue  was  offered 
her,  if  she  would  stay  abroad  in  scenes 
where  her  debaucheries  could  not  cor- 
rupt English  feeling.  It  was  rejected. 
Ruffians — I  shall  mention  no  names, 
but  ruffians  they  were — went  over  to 
her,  to  inform  her  of  the  then  unhap- 
py state  of  feeling  in  the  London  mob 
—-a  mob  always  profligate,  as  must  be 
expected  in  so  huge  and  motley  a  po- 
pulation. The  duces  multitudinis  pro- 
mised their  assistance ;  the  hack  law- 
yers pledged  their  brazen  visages  and 
leathern  lungs  ;  she  was  herself  reck- 
less. The  altar  of  Belial  is  admirably 
pitched  by  Milton,  next  that  of  Mo- 
loch homicide — Lust  hard  by  Hate.  She 
did  not  care  if  she  plunged  all  Eng- 
land in  blood,  if  she  could  injure  or 
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insult  her  husband.  With  these  feel- 
ings she  came  over.  Were  ministers 
to  suffer  such  a  woman,  so  stigmatized, 
so  marked  out  as  an  object  of  disgrace 
by  the  voice  of  Europe,  to  be  put  at 
the  head  of  our  women,  to  form  a 
dress  circle,  to  give  the  pattern  of  mo- 
rals ?  If  they  did,  they  were  worthy 
of  being  turned  out — turned  out,  do  I 
say? — of  being  kicked  out  under  a 
shower  of  spittle.  There  was  not  a  Tory 
heart  which  did  not  bleed  at  the  neces- 
sity of  exposing  her ;  but  it  was  indis- 
pensible.  The  villainous  Whigs,  who 
never  spared  calumny  against  man  or 
woman,  (see  Peter  Pindar,  Tom 
Moore,  the  Edinburgh  Review,  Morn- 
ing Chronicle,  Old  Bloody,  &c.  &c.) 
found  it  a  fine  blowing  horn  to  sound 
the  impropriety  of  assailing  female  re- 
putation. In  point  of  fact,  they  might 
have  said  the  same,  if  they  were  re- 
tained on  the  side  of  Mrs  Brownrigg, 
the  apprenticide — a  Whig,  by  the  by 
— who  was  a  murderer,  though  a  lady. 
But  that  now,  when  all  is  over,  she 
should  be  brought  forward,  is  an  un- 
called-for piece  of  blackguardism.  Who 
wrote  this  last  page  ?  There  is  Den- 
man,  who  on  that  trial  said  in  Greek, 
what,  if  he  had  said  in  English,  he 
would  have  been  kicked  out  of  any 
company,  different  from  that  of  a 
brothel — who,  because  the  vulgar  pic- 
tures of  the  Emperor  Nero  represent 
him  as  a  parricide,  an  assassin,  a  tyrant, 
an  incendiary,  and  a  man  stained 
with  revolting  and  unnameable  crime, 
compared,  (in  a  speech,  which  the 
Lord  Chancellor  was  to  blame — the 
only  thing  I  ever  blamed  in  his  con- 
duct in  my  life — for  listening  to  with- 
out sending  the  speaker  to  the  Tower,) 
compared,  I  say,  his  King — King 
George  the  Fourth — to  that  prince, 
and  stigmatized  him  by  his  name.  Is 
there  any  other  man  in  the  kingdom 
likely  to  commit  this  filthy  tirade  ?  I 
hope  not.  If  I  thought  Denman  could 
write  three  sentences,  which  would 
pass  muster  in  the  eyes  of  Lindley 
Murray,  I  should  accuse  him  of  this 
infamous  page  in  the  review.  Drop 
me  a  note,  to  give  your  ideas  on  the 
subject. 

The  article  on  the  Baron  de  Kolli 
poor  work — As  for  the  attacks  on  the 
Chancellor — why,  they  are  merely  pi- 
tiful. It  is  a  wretched  thing  to  see 
the  Edinburgh  Review  reduced  to  copy 
the  old,  stale,  filthy,  and  refuted  lies 
of  the  Times  or  Chronicle.  You  have 
already  considered,  at  full  length,  in 
4T 
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your  pages,  the  whole  details  of  the 
charges  adduced  against  this  eminent 
lawyer,  so  that  there  is  no  need  of  my 
again  slaying  the  slain.  The  Lord 
Chancellor  himself  fully  refuted  the 
slanders  vented  against  him  in  the 
Lower  House  of  Parliament,  when  the 
valorous  Whig  who  brought  them  for- 
ward knew  well  his  Lordship  could 
not  answer  him.  As  for  the  arguments 
in  this  Review,  they  are  mere  twaddle 
— as  for  the  facts,  they  are  Whig  facts. 
The  only  answer  they  deserve  is  al- 
ready, in  print — a  formula  cut  and  dry 
— which  the  Review  will  remember.* 

I  SAY,  SlB,  THAT  THAT  IS  FALSE. 

I  shall  not  detain  you  long  on  the 
article  on  our  friend  Blackwood's  Pub- 
lications. It  is  a  poor  thin  criticism, 
in  Jeffrey's  thinnest  style,  and,  God 
knows,  that  is  wretched  enough.  Had 
we  seen  it  in  the  poorest  literary  pe- 
riodical in  the  empire,  it  would  not 
have  amazed  us.  We  should  rather 
have  reprehended  Ebony  for  hiring  so 
shabby  a  scribe  to  puff  his  books. 
Scissars  and  paste  work  make  up  the 
principal  matter  of  the  Review,  and 
the  critical  department  is  naught. 
What  a  wooden-headed  critic  must  not 
he  be,  who,  from  the  circumstance  of 
their  style,  discovers  that  Adam  Blair, 
and  Lights  and  Shadows,  were  written 
by  the  same  person  !  Their  style  !  He 
might  as  well  have  said,  that  Cobbett's 
last  Register  was  written  by  Jerry  Ben- 
tham— that  the  Flood  of  Thessaly 
came  from  the  pen  of  Lord  Byron — 
that  Marmion  was  concocted  by  Crabbe 
— any  piece  of  nonsense,  in  short. 
Adam  Blair  is  a  story  of  gloomy  sor- 
row, arising  from  the  indulgence  of 
guilty  passions  ;  the  other  is  filled 
with  all  the  gentle  impulses  that  spring 
from  honourable  loves  or  kindly  feel- 
ings, and  even  its  sorrow  and  sin  are 
marked  by  a  gentleness  of  conception, 
and  language  radically  distinct  from 
the  tempestuous  eloquence  of  Adam 
Blair.  The  one  is  black  as  midnight 
at  Martinmas — the  other  glowing  and 
balmy  as  a  dewy  morning  when  the 
sun  in  Taurus  rides. — This  one  asser- 
tion would  damn  any  critique. 

I  am  interrupted.  Treat  this  ar- 
ticle as  you  please,  for  I  can  write  no 
more. 


Friday,  7  o'clock,  A.  M. 
It  was  Mullion  who  called  on  me 
yesterday,  and  hindered  me  from  wri- 
ting. The  worthy  physician  kept 
me  up  all  night,  discussing  various 
topics  of  conversation,  and  "  horns  of 
horn,"  as  Glenfruin  hath  it.  He 
got  quite  sewed  up  about  one  o'clock, 
and  is  still  slumbering  away  in  a 
sort  of  comatose  sleep.  I  have  been 
up  this  hour,  sound  as  a  roach.  These 
young  fellows  from  towns,  after  all, 
cannot  keep  it  up  like  us  seasoned  ves- 
sels, invigorated  by  exposure  to  the 
air,  from  year's  end  to  year's  end.  I 
shall  occupy  the  couple  of  hours,  which 
will  certainly  elapse  before  he  rises,  in 
doing  articles  for  you ;  and  first  I  shall 
tack  a  few  lines  to  this  letter. 

The  doctor  tells  me,  that  in  Edin- 
burgh this  Review  is  very  generally 
considered  quite  a  genteel,  candid, 
amiable,  not-to-be-expected  sort  of 
thing  on  the  part  of  Blue  and  Yellow. 
Mullion  even  dropped  a  hint,  that 
some  conciliatory  matter  or  other 
should  be  tossed  off  in  Blackwood  in 
re  Sum.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this 
nonsense.  There  is  nothing  genteel 
at  all  in  the  business.  A  dirty  feel- 
ing— a  Whig  feeling — kept  them  from 
noticing  these  novels  when  a  notice 
could  be  supposed  to  be  of  any  use. 
— I  say  supposed  to  .be,  for  of  actual 
use  to  them  a  notice  from  the  Edin- 
burgh could  not  be  then  or  now.  At 
last,  when  they  became  part  of  \he 
staple  of  our  literature — second  but  to 
one — when  everybody  had  read  them, 
and  everybody  had  praised  them — a 
sense  of  shame,  of  the  skulking  sneaki- 
ness  in  hanging  back,  came  over  the 
minds  of  the  conductors  of  the  Edin- 
burgh. They  could  not  but  be  con- 
scious that  the  true  motives  of  their 
silence  were  appreciated,  .and  were 
driven  into  this  Pteview.  It  was  too 
late  in  the  day  to  abuse  them,  and 
praised  they  were  accordingly  in  the 
fashion  you  see. 

The  opening  of  the  article  is  a  spe- 
cimen of  humbugging  pure — I  mean 
where  Jeffrey  tattles  about  the  nation- 
ality of  Scottish  feeling,  and  takes  me- 
rit to  himself  for  abstaining  from  dis- 
playing this  trait  by  panegyrizing  the 
productions  of  Mr  Blackwood's  press. 


*  Apropos,  Lord  B.'s  very  hard  on  a  certain  lawyer,  in  his  13th  Canto  of  the  Don. 

There  was  Farolles  too,  the  legal  bully, 

Who  limits  all  his  battles  to  the  bar 
And  senate  ;  when  invited  elsewhere,  truly 

II*  slirws  tunic  ;ippctitr  for  \voirls  limit  »var.  —  1'.  -I.'!. 
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If  his  inmost  heart  could  be  seen,  we 
should,  I  am  pretty  certain,  discover 
that  the  honour  these  books  have  con- 
ferred on  our  Scottish  literature  is  quite 
forgotten,  in  the  fact  of  their  being  pro- 
duced by  men  hostile  to  Scottish  Whig- 
gery  ;  and  that  the  most  scabby  Cock- 
ney libeller  of  Scottish  character,  provi- 
ded he  was  Whig,  would  receive  higher 
meed  of  applause  for  the  dirtiest  effu- 
sion of  his  dirty  talents,  from  the  Edin- 
burgh Review,  than  the  most  honoura- 
ble of  the  sons  of  Scotland,  if  holding 
by  the  cause  of  his  country  and  his  God, 
he  was  enrolled  among  the  Tories.  I 
have  given  the  real  reason  of  the  Re- 
view, and  I  do  not  thank  him  for  it, 
either  on  account  of  the  authors  of  the 
novels,  or  of  Blackwood.  There  is  no 
use  in  holding  farthing  candles  to  the 
sun.  Mr  Jeffrey's  praise  or  blame  is 
matter  of  perfect  indifference  to  men, 
his  superiors  in  talent  in  every  re- 
spect. Let  his  whigling  admirers,  or 
the  pluckless  shakers  at  his  autho- 
rity, say  what  they  please, — he  is  but 
a  shallow  article -monger,  who,  by 
one  quackery  or  other,  has  obtained 
the  attention  of  the  public,  so  far  as  to 
be  called  a  smart  clever  man,  and  to 
be  forgotten  by  the  end  of  every  quar- 
ter. In  our  literature,  he  has  little 
place  even  now — when  defunct,  he 
will  be  remembered  only  by  the  po- 
ring and  industrious  John  Nicholses, 
(honoured  be  the  name,)  of  the  next 
century.  For  such  writers  as  those  in 
hand,  I  anticipate  a  very  different  fate ; 
nay,  more,  I  think  the  very  best  things 
they  have,  as  yet,  written,  far  inferior 
to  what  they  are  capable  of  writing, 
and  what  they  assuredly  will  write. 
Indeed,  in  point  of  fact,  Blackwood 
has  published  no  books  at  all  equal  to 
parts  of  his  Magazine — that  is  the  book 
of  books.  Pitch  us,  therefore,  compli- 
ments to  Auld  Clootie. 
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One  article  remains,  on  a  subject 
on  which  I  could,  and,  perhaps,  will, 
if  vexed,  write  a  volume — the  cause 
of  the  West  India  Planters.  But  on 
that,  you  have  had  lately  an  ad- 
mirable article,  and  I  shall  not  in- 
trude on  your  columns  now.  Suffice 
it  to  say,  that  it  behoves  Parliament 
and  ministers  to  look,  with  a  cautious 
eye,  on  the  whole  concern.  Let  us 
listen  to  no  pseudo  liberality — no  mock 
philanthropy:  let  us  regard  it  as  it 
interests  our  brother  subjects  in  the 
West  Indies, — their  property,  andMeir 
rights.  We  have  suffered  things  to 
come  to  an  alarming  crisis,  and  must 
nerve  ourselves  for  the  result.  I 
impute  ill  designs  to  no  man,  pro- 
fessing zeal  in  the  cause  of  the  slave- 
trade,  except  the  Whigs,  who  avow- 
edly have  taken  it  up  as  a  clap- 
trap, without  caring  for  anything 
but  their  own  aspiration  after  power ; 
but  I  hope  this  great  question  will  be 
taken  out  of  the  hands  of  irresponsi- 
ble bodies,  guided  by  men  who  may 
be  actuated  by  unworthy  motives.  If 
these  men  have  done  what  they  have 
done  through  a  love  cf  God  and  man, 
even  though  mischief  may  have  result- 
ed from  their  measures,  yet  shall  their 
motives  have  praise  at  all  times  from 
me — but  if  instead  of  piety  and  philan- 
thropy, views  of  filthy  lucre  be  mix- 
ed up  in  the  business — if  traces  of 
bales  of  cotton,  barrels  of  gunpowder, 
pieces  of  romals,  &c.  &c.  be  found  in 
the  process — great  indeed  is  their  dam- 
nation. Before  another  year  elapses, 
we  shall  hear  more  on  the  subject. 

Mrs  T.  calls  me  to  breakfast.    All 
well  here.     How  is  the  hip  ?    If  poss. 
shall  be  with  you  on  Tuesday.     Give 
the  enclosed  to  Professor  Leslie. 
Yours  eternally, 

T.  TICKLER. 


I  agree  mainly  with  Tim.  Even  in  the  Review,  they  have  let  the 
cloven  foot  shew  forth,  .as  a  practised  eye  will  see.  The  indications  are 
trifling,  but  indisputable.  For  instance,  he  begins  his  list  with  the  An- 
nals of  the  Parish,  giving  it,  with  Whig  accuracy,  a  wrong  date,  in  or- 
der to  avoid  putting  the  Ayrshire  Legatees,  which  was  the  first,  and  is 
in  reality  the  germ,  of  all  that  writer's  best  novels,  at  the  head  of  the 
series,  because  it  originated  in  this  Magazine.  Again,  he  condemns  that 
pleasant  little  book,  the  Steam  Boat,  in  a  lumping  censure — Why  ?  be- 
cause its  stories  were  first  published  in  the  Magazine,  in  which  he  un- 
derstands £z.  e.  knows  right  welO  it  originally  appeared.  Moreover,  it 
contains  the  very  good  story  of  Mrs  Ogle  of  Balbogle,  which  is  not  a 
pleasant  recollection  for  some  folk.  For  the  same  reason,  Lights  and 
Shadows,  although  bepraised,  are  rather  given  the  go-by  ;  because  two 
or  three  of  the  best  of  them  first  appeared  in  this  work — while  Margaret 
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Lyndsay,  who  has  not  the  taint  of  Maga  on  her,  absolutely  draws  floods 
of  tears  from  the  critics'  eyes— Nothing  can  be  more  beautiful ! — The 
very  blazoning  of  Blackwood's  name,  so  ostentatiously  at  the  end  of 
every  book,  is  also  a  display  of  candour ;  he  even  puts  it  to  Ringan 
Gilhaize,  which  was  not  from  the  officina  Ebonensis.  After  all,  what 
can  be  more  indicative  of  public  opinion  as  to  the  fairness  of  the 
Edinburgh,  than  the  fact,  that  a  favourable  critique  of  books  publish- 
ed by  Blackwood  appearing  in  its  pages,  should  have  been  considered 
quite  an  unlooked-for  occurrence !  We  should  consider  it  as  a  gross 
affront  if  it  were  imagined  that  our  criticisms  were  on  the  bookseller, 
not  on  the  book.  If  a  jack-ass  brayed  forth  from  Ebony's  counter,  we 
should  destroy  him  mercilessly — £we  have  done  so  before]] — if  a  man  of 
talent  published  with  Constable  or  anybody  else,  a  full  and  unsparing 
tribute  to  that  talent  should  be  cheerfully  paid,  as  it  has  always  been. 
We  were  ashamed  of  ourselves  if  it  were  otherwise.  It  may  be  objected, 
that  we  seldom  praise  Whig  works — true — for  the  party  is  so  awfully 
stupid,  that  they  seldom  give  us  anything  worth  reading.  But  Byron, 
Moore,  Shelly,  Luttrell,  profess  Whiggery,  or  something  as  bad ;  and 
•we  request  our  readers  to  tevert  to  our  remarks  on  their  works.  As  for 
bibliopolic  influence  base,  a  figo  for  it — the  fig  of  Spain. — M.  ODoHERTY. 

THE  DIARY  OF  JOSEPH  BURRIDGE,  ESQ.  OF  MILLFORD  HALL,  ESSEX, 
EDITED  BY  LOIID  FLANDERb.* 


WE  are  inclined  to  consider  this  in- 
teresting little  book  as  the  most  im- 
portant piece  of  biography  which  has 
appeared  in  our  time.  As  the  title 
implies,  it  consists  of  the  diurnal  ob- 
servations of  a  private  gentleman,  of 
some  style  and  figure  in  Essex — his 
name  was  never  before  heard  of  among 
authors ;  it  is  not  in  Sir  Richard's  Dic- 
tionary— and  yet  his  works  are  in  the 
hands  of  everybody,  and  constitute  the 
brightest  stars  in  the  literary  galaxy 
of  the  late  reign.  He  was,  without 
question,  the  greatest  genius  of  the 
last  century,  but  such  was  his  invin- 
cible reluctance  to  be  known  as  an  au- 
thor, that  he  rather  chose  to  see  the 
brows  of  others  adorned  by  the  wreaths 
he  had  himself  won,  than  endure  the 
maudlin  compliments  to  which  he  ob- 
served all  sorts  of  literary  men  sub- 
jected. Never  was  hoax  so  complete  and 
perfect  throughout — never  was  the  gul- 
lability  of  the  world  so  largely  drawn 
upon,  nor  its  credulity  so  thorough- 
ly demonstrated.  Who,  before,  ques- 
tioned that  Oliver  Goldsmith  was  not 
the  author  of  The  Traveller,  The  De- 
serted Village,  The  Vicar  of  Wake- 
field  ?  Who  suspected  that  Dr  John- 
son's Tcur  to  the  Hebrides,  was  not 
the  genuine  work  of  the  colossal  Lex- 
icographer? It  is  true,  that  doubts 
have  before  been  surmised  with  re- 
spect to  the  authenticity  of  Sir  Joshua 


Reynolds's  Lectures ;  but  that  of 
Gray's  Elegy  was  never  questioned  ; 
and  a  Mr  Rogers  has  always  been  con- 
sidered and  esteemed  as  the  author  of 
the  Pleasures  of  Memory.  What  shall 
now  be  thought,  when  we  assure  the 
public,  that  those  justly  celebrated 
works  were  all  written  by  the  late  Jo- 
seph Burridge  of  Millford  Hall,  Essex'; 
that  Oliver  Goldsmith  and  Samuel 
Rogers,  are  but  two  of  the  inany 
names  under  which  Mr  Burridge  pub- 
lished his  elegant  and  beautiful  pro- 
ductions ;  that  Rasselas  was  also  writ- 
ten by  him,  and  that  he  paid  ten  gui- 
neas to  Dr  Johnson,  to  dispose  of  it 
to  the  booksellers  as  his  own  compo- 
sition ! 

Mr  Burridge  insinuates  that  other 
members  of  "  The  Club,"  (query,  Li- 
terary Club  ?)  were  in  the  practice  of 
hiring  needy  and  obscure  scholars  to 
father  their  books  ;  but  he  observes, 
that  "  this  is  not  always  safe ;  when  it 
happens  that  the  work  does  not  take, 
the  wretches  are  sure  to  blab,  and 
when  it  does,  they  run  away  with  the 
praise.  It  is  truly  lamentable  to.  ob- 
serve the  inward  tortures  which  the 
poor  Duke  suffers,  as  often  as  Sheridan 
is  spoken  of  as  the  author  of  the 
School  for  Scandal." 

The  Duke  here  alluded  to,  we  be- 
lieve, was  his  late  Grace  of  Devon- 
shire, whose  brilliant  wit  still  is  re- 
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membered  with  such  delight  in  the 
fashionable  circles.  The  noble  editor 
ought  to  have  subjoined  a  few  notes 
to  those  passages  where  individuals 
are  thus  spoken  of  without  being  na- 
med ;  we  hope  some  such  key  will  yet 
be  supplied.  In  the  meantime,  it  is 
pleasing  to  see  the  modesty  of  seques- 
tered genius  at  last  rewarded  with  the 
fame  which  it  ought  always  to  have 
enjoyed.  We  never  could  before  un- 
derstand how  a  low-born  fellow  like 
Sheridan  should  have  acquired  such  a 
familiar  footing  with  the  aristocratic 
Whigs,  but  Mr  Burridge  explains  it 
by  the  simple  circumstance  of  Sheri- 
dan, "  when  a  young  man  about 
the  play-houses,  having  fathered  the 
School  for  Scandal  for  the  Duke  of 
Devonshire." 

There  are  some  things  in  which  we 
think  Mr  Burridge,  with  all  his  op- 
portunities, must  be  mistaken;  and 
he  evidently  has  committed  a  gross 
anachronism  in  stating  that  Home's 
tragedy  of  Douglas  was  a  juvenile 
work  of  the  Right  Honourable  N.  Van- 
sittart,  the  late  worthy  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer.  He  has  confounded 
two  things—"  The  Wealth  of  Na- 
tions,"—  commonly  ascribed  to  Dr 
Adam  Smith,  and  not  the  tragedy 
of  Douglas,  was  the  production  of 
the  Right  Honourable  Gentleman's 
early  promise  and  youthful  pen.  That 
Lord  Lauderdale  may  have  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  Henry  Brougham's 
unknown  work  on  Colonial  Policy,  we 
believe  few  are  so  sceptical  as  to  doubt  ; 
but,  when  we  are  called  to  credit  that 
Sir  William  Curtis,  merely  because, 
as  it  would  seem,  he  happens  to  be  a 
biscuit-baker  and  banker,  as  well  as 
baronet,  wrote  those  articles  in  the 
Edinburgh  Review,  on  the  Corn  Laws 
and  the  Bullion  question,  which  have 
been  always  ascribed  to  Frank  Homer, 
we  may  be  allowed  to  doubt. — In  the 
first  place,  from  the  well-known  politi- 
cal sentimentsof  theloyal  alderman,  we 
think  the  thing  prima  facie  improba- 
ble— he  would  never  have  become  a 
contributor  to  the  Edinburgh  Review  ; 
nor  do  we  think,  had  he  been  so 
inconsistent  as  to  have  been  willing, 
that  Mr  Jeffrey  would  have  permitted 
any  article  from  his  pen  to  be  inserted. 

When  Mr  Burridge  speaks  of  the 
wits  with  whom  he  associated,  when 
he  tells  us  of  what  passed  at  "  The 
Club,"  arid  when  he  alludes  to  the  dif- 
ferent negotiations  with  the  booksell- 
ers for  the  sale  of  his  own  works,  it  is 
impossible  not  to  feel  and  acknowledge. 
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that  all  he  states  is  perfectly  true  ;  but 
in  those  things  which  took  place  after 
he  had  retired  into  the  country,  on 
succeeding  to  his  maternal  grandfa- 
ther's estate,  by  the  death  of  his  cou- 
sin Sir  Pard  Petersham — there  is  not 
the  same  force  of  minute  circumstance, 
and  his  information  is  manifestly,  in 
many  instances,  incorrect.  Such,  for 
instance,  as  saying  that  Mr  Towal 
Buxton,  a  hale  and  vigorous  brewer, 
"  is  a  poet  of  the  most  refined  sensibi- 
lities, and  is  indeed,  in  piety  and  ad- 
venture, the  very  Thalaba  of  his  own 
poem,  which,  for  three  hogsheads  of 
entire,  he  persuaded  Mr  Southey  to 
adopt." — We  sincerely  sympathize  in 
the  great  alarm  and  anxiety  with 
which  Mr  Buxton  naturally  looks  for- 
ward to  some  resolution  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  whereby  Government  is 
to  be  requested  to  use  its  utmost  endea- 
vours to  oblige  all  brewers  of  ale  and 
porter  to  divide  their  profits  with  their 
workmen  ;  but  to  consider  him  as  the 
wild  and  wonderful  Thalaba — we  ho- 
nestly confess  our  inability — Besides, 
the  very  idea  of  a  brewer,  with 
a  great  foaming  tankard  of  heavy 
wet  in  his  hand,  going  forth  to  drown 
sorcerers,  is  too  ridiculous — No,  Mr 
Burridge,  we  cannot  swallow  that; 
but  if  Jeremy  Bentham  really  wrote 
the  Life  of  Lopez  de  Vega^  which  Lord 
Holland  has  been  so  good-natured  as 
to  father,  we  shall  stretch  a  point ;  at 
the  same  time  we  are  disposed  to 
allow,  that  the  poetical  translations 
may  have  been  from  his  pen.  The 
whole  of  that  work,  however,  has  so 
much  of  the  elegance  and  erudition 
peculiar  to  Mr  Jerdan  of  the  Lite- 
rary Gazette,  that  we  are  much  in- 
clined to  ascribe  it  entirely  to  him. 
Indeed,  as  we  have  already  remarked, 
Mr  Burridge.  in  those  notes  which  re- 
late to  the  history  of  literature  subse- 
quent to  his  departure  from  London, 
is  not  to  be  trusted — but  still  his  in- 
formation is  occasionally  curious — and 
we  admit,  that  some  of  the  anecdotes 
relative  to  the  management  of  our  own 
Magazine,  are  not  without  foundation. 
It  may  be  that  some  allowance  should 
be  made  for  his  great  age ;  tinae  may 
have  impaired  his  memory  and  ob- 
scured his  judgment.  By  a  note  of 
the  10th  of  September,  1822,  it  would 
appear,  he  had  on  that  day  attained 
his  ninety-first  year.  His  noble  bio- 
grapher informs  us,  that  he  died  sud- 
denly of  apoplexy,  on  the  7th  of 
October  following,  and  that  the  late 
Principal  Taylor  of  Glasgow,  together 
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with  the  celebrated  Dr  Parr,  were  a])-  Was   it  not   by  our  instrumentality 

pointed  his  executors,  by  whom,  at  that  the  morose  Byron  has  obtained 

their  joint  solicitation,  his  lordship  was  the  praise  due  to  the  author  of  Beppo, 

induced  to  undertake  the  task  of  pre-  a  poem  which,  it  is  no  longer  necessary 

paring  "  The  Diary"  for  the  press.  to  conceal,  was  from  the  lively  Christian 

"  The  custom,"  says  the  editorial  museofMrZachariahAl'Aulay?—  But 

baron,  "  so  prevalent  during  the  late  did  we  anticipate  that  ever  the  editor  of 

reign,  among  men  of  parts  and  fortune,  the  Edinburgh  Review  would  borrow 

of  publishing  under  fictitious  names,  a  leaf  from  our  hoaxing,  and  so  seem 

has,  in  our  own  time,  given  way  to  to  full  in  with  the  erroneous  opinions 

the  anonymous  fashion,which,  though,  of  mankind  —  opinions  which  we  are  in 

morally  speaking,  perhaps  the  more  part  the  source  of  propagating  —  as  to 

commendable  of  the  two,  is  yet  ex-  treat  those  works  as  if  he  was  heaping 

posed  to  greater  disadvantages.  Sensi-  coals  of  fire  upon  the  guilty  heads  of 

ole  and  well-bred  people  know,  when  the  gentlemen  to  whom  they  are  com- 


an author  withholds  his  name  from 
the  title-page  of  his  works,  it  is  an 
intimation  to  the  world  in  general 


monly  ascribed  ?  —  We  appeal  to  him- 
self if  he  does  not  believe  that  some  of 
his  own  correspondents  had  a  hand  in 


that  he  wishes  not  to  be  addressed    more  than  one  of  them?  We  ask  Henry 
concerning  them.     But  low-bred  and    Cockburn  to  declare  on  his  honour  as 

a  gentleman,  whether  or  no  he  did  not 
write  "  The  Provost  ?"  We  ask  the 


vulgar  persons,  by  not  understanding 
this,   persecute  the  poor  anonymous 


either  with  direct  fulsome,   or  aside  Rev.   Mr  Lapsley  of  Campsie,  that 

strictures."  egregious  Whig,  to  say  what  part  he  did 

We  agree  entirely  with  the  noble  not  write  in  "Adam  Blair?"  A  recent 

editor ;  the  life  of  an  anonymous  au-  elevation  to  the  bench  alone  deters  us 

thor  would  in  mortal  sufferance  be  far  from  hinting  at  the  author  of  the  sweet 

beyond  any  anguish  which  we  who  re-  and  moiK-nful  "  Lights  and  Shadows." 
vel  in  celebri 


vel  in  celebrity,  and  have  bragged  our- 
selves into  fame,  can  conceive,  were  it 
not  happily  ordered,  that  there  are  very 
few  vylgar  and  impertinent  persons  in 
the  world.  And  if  it  should  so  happen 
in  an  author's  own  time,  that,  like 
Mr  Burridge,  he  sees  others  enjoying 
the  honours  and  the  homage  which 
belong  to  himself,  he  has  it  always  in 
his  power  to  come  forward  and  claim 
his  right. 

The  anonymous  system,  however, 
has  certainly  been  carried  too  far  ;  and 
we  take  blame  to  ourselves  for  permit- 
ting it  to  grow  to  such  a  head.  We 
say  this  the  more  emphatically,  as  we 
observe  a  dexterous  use  made  of  it, 
against  ourselves,  in  the  last  Number 
of  the  Edinburgh  Review.  It  is  mat- 
ter of  universal  renown  with  what 
success  we  have  levelled  that  mighty 
and  overweening  journal  to  the  ground. 
But,  in  a  late  article,  Mr  Jeffrey  has 
classed  all  "  the  bailie's"  novels,  and 
more  than  the  bailie's,  together  ;  and, 
without  scarcely  adverting  to  the  ex- 
istence of  our  triumphant  Maga,  has 
spoken  of  them  in  such  a  way,  that 
many  judicious  persons  consider  it  as 
a  sort  of  handsome  peace-offering. 
Now,  what  is  the  fact  ?  Have  we  not, 


But  we  look  to  the  ambrosial  chambers 
of  Professor  Sandford  of  Glasgow,  for 
an  answer  with  respect  to  "  Vale- 
rius." Mr  Jeffrey  has  judiciously  ab- 
stained from  saying  anything  of  "  Re- 
ginald Dalton."  He  intends  a  sepa- 
rate article.  It  certainly  would  not  be- 
come himself  to  speak  favourably  of  that 
work ;  and  he  cannot  naturally  have 
any  desire  not  to  see  it  applauded.  We 
have  heard  of  authors  reviewing  their 
own  books.  We  shall  not  impute  any- 
thing so  derogatory  to  the  character  of 
the  Editor  of  the  Edinburgh  Review. 
But  to  return  to  "  The  Diary." 

It  was  our  intention  to  have  given 
a  few  extracts  ;  these,  however,  we 
must  for  the  present  postpone,  as  Mr 
North  has  informed  us  that  he  intends 
to  begin  the  ensuing  year  with  a  series 
of  personal  attacks,  under  the  title  of 
"  The  Volcano  ;"  and,  in  consequence, 
after  due  consideration,  we  have  been 
induced  to  reserve  them  for  that  paper. 
They  will  come,  perhaps,  with  more 
propriety,  in  some  one  of  The  Erup- 
tions— not  that  they  possess  anything 
so  particularly  libellous  as  to  raise  the 
morbid  appetite  of  the  public  to  that 
state  of  ecstasy  and  excitement  which 
some  of  our  juvenile  indiscretions  pro- 


for  the  last  five  years,  been  playing  duccd,  such  as  the  Chaldee,  for  exam- 

off  a  thousand  ingenious  and  clever  pie ;   but  still  they  are  not  without  a 

jokes,  ascribing  books  to  different  per-  currie,  particularly  those  which  relate 

sons,  who,  as  all  the  world  knew,  were  to  certain  distinguished  members  of 

utterly  incapable  of  writing  them  ? —  the  English  Bar. 
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WRESTLIANA,  OR  AN  HISTORICAL  ACCOUNT  OP  ANCIENT  AND  MODERN  WRSST- 
LING.  BY  WILLIAM  LITT.* 


Our  literature  is  rich  in  British 
Sports,  and  this  admirable  little  volume 
will  be  a  valuable  addition  to  the  most 
bang-up  library.  The  author  is  not  only 
perfectly  skilled  in  the  theory  of  wrest- 
ling, but  an  adept  in  its  practice.  He 
has  contended  with  the  best  men  in 
the  north  of  England — that  is,  the 
world,  and  has  thrown,  and  been 
thrown,  with  the  most  distinguished 
applause.  He  has  not  been  deterred  by 
a  false  shame  from  alluding  to  his 
own  triumphs  in  the  ring ;  but,  like 
most  persons  of  real  talent,  he  speaks 
modestly  of  his  greatest  achievements, 
and  therein  resembles  Xenophon  and 
Julius  Csesar.  There  is  none  of  that 
bluster  about  William  Litt  which 
there  certainly  was  about  Napoleon 
Buonaparte  ;  and  we  have  no  doubt 
whatever,  that,  had  he  stood  second 
at  Carlisle  for  the  championship  of  the 
world,  he  would  have  entertained  to- 
wards his  conqueror  none  of  those 
petty  feelings  of  spite  and  envy  with 
which  the  exile  of  Helena  regarded 
the  victor  of  Waterloo. 

Mr  Litt  is  a  person  in  a  respectable 
rank  of  life,  and  his  character  has,  we 
know,  been  always  consonant  with  his 
condition.  He  is,  in  the  best  sense  of 
the  word,  a  gentleman,  and  his  name, 
"  familiar  as  a  household  word"  all 
over  the  north,  is  a  sufficient  pledge 
and  proof  of  the  perfect  accuracy  of  all 
the  statements  in  this  "  wrestler's  ma- 
nual." It  was  highly  gratifying  to  the 
thousands  collected  round  the  ring  at 
the  last  grand  northern  meeting,  to  see 
him  honoured  by  the  especial  notice  ef 
the  members  of  the  most  powerful  no- 
ble family  in  England.  He  ought  to 
be,  indeed,  from  what  we  can  learn,  is, 
by  the  unanimous  voice  of  the  North,t 
elected  umpire  of  the  wrestling  ring. 
John  Jackson  is  not  more  a  magnum 
et  venerabile  nomen  in  the  pugilistic 
hemisphere,  than  William  Litt  in  the 
other  half  of  the  gymnastic  world. 
Both  are  as  honest,  upright,  inde- 
pendent Englishmen,  as  ever  floored  or 
threw ;  and  while  either  ring  continues 
to  enclose  such  sterling  characters,  we 


need  not  fear  for  our  country,  notwith- 
standing the  pressure  of  times,  tithes, 
taxes,  raw  wet  weather,  and  Joseph 
Hume. 

It  is  impossible  for  a  cold,  dull, 
phlegmatic  character,  (but  for  such  we 
do  not  write,  cc procul,  procul,  esto  pro- 
fani,")  to  conceive  the  intense  and  pas- 
sionate interest  taken  by  the  whole 
northern  population  in  this  most  mo- 
ral and  muscular  amusement.  For 
weeks  before  the  great  Carlisle  annual 
contest,  nothing  else  is  talked  of  on 
road,  field,  flood,  foot  or  horseback  ; 
we  fear  it  is  thought  of  even  in  church, 
which  we  regret  and  condemn  ;  and 
in  every  little  comfortable  "  public," 
within  a  circle  of  thirty  miles'  diame- 
ter, the  home-brewed  quivers  in  the 
glasses  on  the  oaken  table  to  knuckles 
smiting  the  board  in  corroboration  of 
the  claims  to  the  championship,  of  a 
Grahame,  a  Cass,  a  Laugklen,  Solid 
Yaik,  a  Wilson,  or  a  Wightman.  A 
political  friend  of  ours,  a  staunch  fel- 
low, in  passing  through  to  the  Lakes 
last  autumn,  heard  of  nothing  but  the 
contest  for  the  county,  which  he  had 
understood  would  lie  between  Lord 
Lowther  (the  sitting  member)  and  Mr 
Brougham.  But,  tohissoreperplexity, 
he  heard  the  names  of  new  candidates 
to  him  hitherto  unknown  ;  and  on 
meeting  us  at  that  best  of  inns,  White 
Lion,  Bowness,  he  told  us,  with  a  down- 
cast and  serious  countenance,  that  Lord 
Lowther  would  be  ousted,  for  that  the 
struggle,  as  far  as  he  could  learn, 
would  ultimately  be  between  Thomas 
Ford  of  Egremont,  and  William  Rich- 
ardson of  Caldbeck,  men  of  no  land- 
ed property,  and  probably  radicals. 

It  is,  in  our  opinion,  and  according 
to  our  taste,  (and  both  our  opinion 
and  our  taste  are  found  to  go  a  longer 
way  with  some  people  than  they  are 
aware  of,)  not  easy,  even  to  the  most 
poetical  and  picturesque  imagination, 
to  create  for  itself  a  more  beautiful 
sight  than  the  ring  at  Carlisle.  By  al- 
tering one  or  two  words,  (eggs  to  men, 
and  so  forth,)  Mr  Wordsworth's  lines 
on  a  hedge-sparrow's  nest,  become  a 
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sensible  enough  exclamation  in  such  a 
case. 

"  See  two  strong  men  are  struggling  there,* 

Few  visions  have  I  seen  more  fair, 

Or  many  prospects  of  delight 

More  pleasing  than  that  simple  sight."' 


Fifteen  thousand  people  perhaps  are 
there,  all  gazing  anxiously  on  the  can- 
didates for  the  county.  Down  goes 
Cass;  Wightman  is  the  standing  mem- 
ber ;  and  the  agitation  of  a  thousand 
passions,  a  suppressed  shudder,  and 
an  under  growl,  moves  the  mighty  mul- 
titude like  an  earthquake.  No  savage 
anger,  no  boiling  rage  of  ruined  black 
legs,  no  leering  laughter  of  mercenary 
swells — sights  and  sounds  which,  we 
must  confess,  do  sicken  the  sense  at 
Newmarket  and  Moulsey — but  the  vi- 
sible and  audible  movements  of  calm, 
strong,  temperate  English  hearts,  free 
from  all  fear  or  ferocity,  and  swayed 
for  a  few  moments  of  sublime  pathos, 
by  the  power  of  nature,  working  in 
victory  or  defeat. 

We  love  pugilism  and  Pierce  Egan, 
but  in  some  respects  they  must  yield 
the  palm  to  wrestling  and  William 
Litt.  All  sorts  of  arguments,  every- 
thing bearing  the  most  remote  resem- 
blance to  abstract  reasoning,  is  our 
abhorrence,  and,  unless  we  give  up 
reading  the  Edinburgh  Review  entire- 
ly, will  be  our  death.  Therefore  (con- 
found that  logical-looking  pedant  of  a 
word  with  his  formal  phiz)  we  shall 
not  follow  Mr  Litt  through  his  "  Phi- 
losophical Dissertation  on  Wrestling, 
compared  with  other  amusements  of 
the  present  day ;"  however,  we  have 
read  it,and  prefer  it  infinitely  to  Mac- 
vey  Napier's  "  Dissertation  on  the  Scope 
and  Tendency  of  Lord  Bacon."  Mr 
Litt  seems  more  master  of  his  subject, 
possesses  a  clearer  head  and  style,  is 
less  assuming,  although  with  every 
supposable  reason  to  be  more  so,  and 
brings  to  his  task  a  larger  mass  of 
general  erudition.  If  in  any  point 
he  be  inferior  to  Macvey,  it  is,  we 
think,  in  the  number  of  his  authori- 
ties ;  yet,  no  doubt,  many  readers  will 
prefer  a  writer  who  tells  you  what  he 
knows,  and  has  himself  seen,  to  one 
who  knows  and  has  seen  nothing,  but 
endeavours  to  supply  these  deficiencies 
by  quotations  from  the  sundry  lan- 
guages of  divers  people. 


Wrestliana.  [[Dec. 

The  scope  and  tendency  of  Mr  Litt's 
dissertation  on  the  inductive  philoso- 
phy of  beans  and  bacon,  (truly  expe- 
rimental,) is  to  prove  that  wrestling  is 
superior,  as  a  British  field-sport,  to 
pugilism,  cock-fighting,  horse-racing, 
foot-ball,  running,  leaping,  and  sin- 
gle-stick;  to  which  may  be  added, 
nem.  con.,  badger-drawing  and  bull- 
baiting.  From  the  little  we  have  said, 
it  may  appear  that  we  are  Littites ;  but 
we  acknowledge  frankly  that  our  opi- 
nion remains  wavering  between  the 
comparative  merits  of  the  science  of 
the  Fist,  of  the  Back-hold,  and  of  the 
Quarter-staff;  just  as  our  opinion  has 
long  remained  wavering  between  the 
comparative  merits  of  Poetry,  Paint- 
ing, and  Music.  In  these  six  sciences  we 
excel;  in  pugilism,  a  Spring — in  wrest- 
ling, a  Tom  Nicholson — in  single-stick, 
a  Wall — in  "  building  the  lofty  rhyme," 
a  perfect  Pindar  ;  as  a  limner,  Haydon 
yields  to  us  the  title  of  modern  Ra- 
phael ;  and  on  the  violin,  theorbo,  and 
flageolet,  we  succumb  only  to  Ballan- 
tyne. 

But  although  candour  constrains  us 
to  say  that  ' '  this  is  a  moot  point,"  Mr 
Litt  has  certainly  established  the  su- 
perior antiquity  of  his  favourite  science. 
Wrestling  seems  to  be  one  of  the  few 
things  not  borrowed  from  the  Egyp- 
tians ;  for  says  our  author — 

"  We  find  in  the  32d  chapter  of  Genesis, 
that  Jacob,  having  passed  his  family  over 
the  brook  Jabbok,  was  left  alone.  In  its 
history  of  events  at  this  early  period  of  the 
world,  with  a  brevity  commensurate  with 
its  high  importance,  the  Bible  minutely 
relates  only  those  particular  occurrences 
which  refer  to  some  covenant,  or  promise, 
then  made,  renewed,  or  fulfilled.  It  nar- 
rates facts,  without  commenting  upon  them. 
Therefore,  although  Jacob's  wrestling  with 
the  Angel  was  too  remarkable  an  incident 
to  be  omitted,  yet  we  are  not  told  in  what 
manner  he  came,  nor  of  any  preliminary 
conversation  or  agreement  between  them. 
It,  however,  appears  very  evident,  that  until 
the  Angel  manifested  his  miraculous  power, 
Jacob  believed  his  opponent  was  a  mere 
mortal  like  himself;  and  on  whichever  side 
the  proposal  originated,  it  was  acceded  to 
by  the  other,  either  as  a  circumstance  not 
unusual,  or  as  an  amicable  amusement, 
which  might  be  practised  without  the  least 
infringement  on  cordiality.  If  it  was  not 
unusual,  we  are  warranted  in  supposing  it 
a  common  diversion  antecedent  to  that  pe- 
riod, and  that  Jacob  was  himself  a  scienti- 
fic practiser  of  the  ait  when  he  was  the 
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father  of  a  large  family.  Nay,  we  might 
even  hint,  his  celestial  opponent  was  him- 
self no  stranger  to  that  athletic  amuse- 
ment. If  it  then  had  its  origin,  no  ad- 
micer  of  this  athletic  science  can  wish  for 
one  more  ancient,  or  more  honourable. 
That  the  Patriarch's  antagonist  was  a  be- 
ing of  a  superior  order,  and  sent  by  Divine 
.authority,  no  Christian  has  ever  yet  dis- 
puted. That  it  was  a  corporeal  struggle, 
or,  lona  fide,  a  wrestling  match,  between 
them,  is  universally  admitted.  It  cannot 
therefore  be  denied,  that  it  is  either  of  di- 
vine origin,  or  that  a  Being  more  than 
mortal  has  participated  in  it.  It  is  true, 
many  of  the  commentators  dwell  upon  it 
as  a  spiritual,  as  well  as  a  corporeal 
struggle.  This  we  are  very  ready  to  ad- 
mit ;  but  we  will  at  the  same  time  con- 
tend, that  instead  of  diminishing,  it  adds 
considerably  to  its  splendour.  An  amuse- 
ment from  which  so  many  inferences  and 
conclusions  have  been  drawn  to  promote 
the  welfare  of  Christianity,  cannot  be  either 
degrading  or  confined  in  its  nature  ;  but, 
on  the  contrary,  noble  and  scientific. 

"  It  is  a  common  and  received  proverb, 
that  '  A  man  is  known  by  his  works,  and 
a  tree  by  its  fruits.'  Here  then  is  an 
amusement  peculiarly  chosen,  not  only  by 
one  of  the  best  of  men,  but  by  one  better 
and  greater  than  any  man  : — and  if  to 
give  strength  and.  firmness,  combined  with 
quickness  and  elasticity,  to  the  limbs  ; 
discrimination  and  vigour  to  the  body ; 
coolness  to  the  head,  and  perception  to  the 
mind — the  whole  forming  an  energetic 
combination  of  the  whole  power  given  to 
man  !  no  exercise  could  have  been  selected 
tending  more  to  exalt  his  character,  and 
from  which  such  typical  illustrations  could 
have  been  deduced  for  his  spiritual  advan- 
tage— Here  then  we  take  our  stand. — Ad- 
vocates for  any  other  diversion,  be  it  what- 
ever it  may  !  can  you  produce  an  origin 
either  so  ancient  or  so  honourable  ?  Men 
of  common  sense,  what  can  you  object  to 
it  ?  Poets  and  lovers,  ye  who  deal  in 
heroks,  and  invoke  ideal  heathen  divini- 
ties !  or  ascribe  to  a  mere  mortal,  like 
yourselves,  the  epithet  angelic !  or  even 
angel  itself  !  while  any  proof  you  could 
bring  forward  in  support  of  your  imagi- 
nary divinities  (or  even  the  propriety  of 
using  such  expressions)  would  be  disputed 
— nay,  condemned  !  by  thousands  of  well- 
disposed  Christians  : — in  all  that  we  have 
advanced  respecting  Wrestling,  none  but 
heathens  or  atheists  will  attempt  to  con- 
fute." 

Mr  Litt,  we  before  observed,  makes 
no  great  show  of  erudition  ;  but  there 
are  good  schools  in  the  north  :  and  our 
author  seems  to  know  the  history  of 
the  ancient  world  just  as  intimately  as 
Izaak  Walton.  The  following  passage 
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is  quite  in  the  classical  vein  of  the 
Complete  Angler. 

"  Having  proved  the  existence  of  this 
amusement  at  so  remote  an  era,  it  would 
be  neither  necessary  nor  important  to  trace 
the  practise  of  this  art  through  that  period 
of  time  which  intervenes  from  the  time  of 
Jacob,  to  the  formation  of  the  Grecian 
republics.  The  blindness  and  wilful  trans- 
gressions of  the  Jews,  and  the  barbarous 
ignorance  of  those  nations  whom  God  per- 
mitted to  chastise  them,  render  their  exer- 
cises a  matter  of  neither  curiosity  nor  utility. 
But  when  Greece,  emerging  from  obscurity 
and  ignorance,  began  to  take  the  lead  in 
civilization,  in  military  knowledge,  and  in 
the  cultivation  of  learning  and  sciences, 
the  utility  of  Public  Games,  not  only  to 
infuse  a  generous  and  martial  spirit  into 
the  minds  of  the  young  men,  but  to  im- 
prove their  bodily  strength,  was  too  appa- 
rent to  be  neglected.  Accordingly,  we  find 
these  athletic  exercises  not  only  practised 
and  encouraged  in  each  particular  state, 
but  the  highest  honours  and  rewards  be- 
stowed on  the  victors  at  the  Olympic, 
Nemean,  and  other  games,  where  prizes 
were  awarded,  and  contended  for  before 
the  whole  nation.  It  would  be  foreign  to 
our  purpose  to  quote  the  wrestling  match 
of  Hercules  and  Anteus,  or  anything  bor- 
dering either  on  the  fabulous  or  miraculous 
stories  incidental  to  the  times  in  which  it 
is  placed  ;  but  we  may  be  allowed  to  ob- 
serve, that  these  prizes  Were  contended  for, 
and  often  won,  by  men  distinguished  as 
much  by  their  birth,  patriotism,  and  valour, 
as  by  their  skill  in  those  exercises  in  which 
it  was  their  pride  to  excel. 

"  The  influence  of  these  sports  in  ad- 
vancing Greece,  from  a  few  petty  states  not 
equal  in  extent  of  territory  to  one  half  of 
England  alone,  into  the  most  powerful 
kingdom  at  that  time  in  the  world,  is  uni- 
versally acknowledged  by  all  historians  and 
commentators  who  have  ever  treated  of  the 
subject.  And  it  is  singular  to  remark,  that 
while  the  fact  is  admitted  by  all  modern 
legislators,  few  or  none  have  recommended 
an  imitation  of  them." 

Leaving  the  Hebrews  and  the  Greeks 
without  reluctance,  we  take  a  leap  with 
Mr  Litt  of  a  few  thousand  years  into 
the  ring  of  Longwathby  Mill,  A.  D. 
1778.  That  village,  on  Christmas  or 
New  Year's  Day,  and  Melmerby  on 
Midsummer's  Day,  (both,  we  believe, 
in  Cumberland,)  were  the  scenes  of 
two  distinguished  annual  contests.— 
Mr  Litt,  with  that  strange  and  unde- 
fined desire  to  extol  past  times  at  the 
expense  of  the  present,  which  seems  a 
principle  in  human  nature,  and  makes 
every  man  "  laudator  temporis  acti," 
observes— 
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"  About  forty-five  years  ago,  or  about 
the  year  1778,  back-hold  Wrestling  was 
more  practised,  and  in  higher  estimation 
in  that  extent  of  country  which  comprises 
the  borders  of  Cumberland,  Westmore- 
land, Yorkshire,  and  Northumberland, 
than  in  any  other  place  in  England  or 
Scotland.  Since  those  days  of  our  fathers, 
great  indeed  is  the  change  effected  in  the 
habits,  customs,  and  manners  of  all  classes 
of  people  throughout  England  ;  and  in  no 
part  of  it  more  than  in  the  north.  The 
festivities  of  Christmas,  the  hilarities  of 
sheep-shearing,  and  other  seasons  of  mirth 
and  jollity,  are  now  but  the  mere  shadow 
of  what  they  were,  even  at  the  short  dis- 
tance of  time  we  treat  of.  Though  some 
dainties,  neither  much  known  nor  wanted 
in  those  days,  are  now  in  common  use,  yet 
home -Ire-wed,  that  soul  and  cementer  of 
good  fellowship,  s-o  often  spoken  of  in 
raptures  by  the  aged,  has  nearly  disap- 
peared. At  that  time,  if  money  was  more 
scarce,  ale  was  better  and  cheaper ;  and 
pastimes  were  not  only  more  frequent,  but 
enjoyed  with«much  less  care  for  to-morrow. 
Accordingly,  on  the  borders  of  these  coun- 
ties, prizes  of  different  descriptions  were 
frequently  given  to  wrestle  for.  Although 
a  belt  was  the  most  usual  prize,  yet  silver 
cups,  leather  breeches,  and  other  things  of 
considerable  value,  accompanied  by  a  belt, 
were  by  no  means  uncommon." 

The  cock  of  the  north  at  this  era 
was  ADAM  DODD,  who,  in  the  opinion 
of  many  who  were  acquainted  with 
him,  had  won  more  prizes  than  any 
other  man,  either  remembered  at  this 
period,  or  who  has  since  appeared  in 
the  ring.  But  Mr  Litt,  from  the  most 
authentic  accounts  he  has  been  able  to 
collect,  thinks  he  yielded  in  that  re- 
spect to  WILLIAM  RICHARDSON  of 
Caldbeck,  (now  alive  and  hearty,)  who 
has  gained,  it  is  said,  240  belts,  and 
is,  we  think,  better  entitled  than  old 
Howard  of  Castle-Dacre  himself,  to  the 
cognomen  "  Belted  Will."  Mr  Litt's 
portrait  of  Adam  is,  in  its  way,  quite 
as  good  as  Milton's,  of  his  great  an- 
cestor and  namesake. 

"  Adam,  though  not  termed  a  Mg  one, 
was  yet  far  above  the  middle-size  of  wrest- 
lers. He  was  between  five  feet  ten  and  five 
feet  eleven  inches  high,  and  weighed  near 
fourteen  stones — belonging  to  that  class  in 
which  we  have  elsewhere  stated  the  most 
distinguished  wrestlers  and  pugilists  were 
to  be  found.  He  has  been  described  to  us 
as  a  clean  and  well-built  man,  but  withal 
rather  flattish  bodied,  and  slender  backed, 
for  such  a  distinguished  wrestler ;  this  is 
said  by  some  to  have  been  the  only  thing 
that  prevented  him  from  being  invincible. 
He  was  a  straight  stander,  and  easy  to 
satisfy  with  a  hold  ;  but  the  moment  it 
was  taken,  eager  to  be  at  work,  and  sel- 


dom desisted  from  the  attack  till  the  fall 
was  over.  He  seldom  had  recourse  to  the 
buttock ;  striking  was  his  forte ;  and  his 
dexterity  and  method  of  parting,  or  what 
is  often  provincially  called  liver  Ing,  (a  con- 
traction of  delivering,)  his  man,  was  such, 
that  he  seldom  either  missed  his  object,  or 
went  to  the  ground.  His  favourite  method 
was  the  outside,  and  he  was  partial  to 
feinting  with  one  foot,  and  striking  with 
the  other ;  however,  on  striking  out,  he 
often  seconded  the  attack  with  the  foot  he 
feinted  with  ;  and  we  have  heard  it  assert- 
ed he  struck  uncommonly  high.  In  this 
his  trade  as  a  miller  might  be  advantage- 
ous to  him.  From  frequent  practice  in 
lifting  and  removing  loads  with  his  arms, 
in  which  the  knee  and  foot  are  sometimes 
used  as  auxiliaries,  he  might  have  acquired 
more  strength  in  the  leg  when  striking  out, 
and  felt  less  incommoded  when  balancing 
and  turning  his  man,  than  if  he  had  been 
brought  up  to  almost  any  other  trade.  It 
would  be  impossible  for  us,  or  any  other 
person  at  this  period,  to  enumerate  the 
tithe  of  his  victories.  Suffice  it  to  observe, 
he  was  the  hero  of  his  day ;  and  at  the 
great  annual  meetings  at  Lougwathby  and 
Melmerby,  as  well  as  at  Alston,  often 
threw,  not  only  the  most  noted  wrestlers 
of  the  neighbourhood,  and  the  borders  of 
Cumberland  and  Westmoreland,  but  all 
the  dons  from  Yorkshire  and  Northumber- 
land who  came  to  try  their  prowess  with 
him.  It  would  be  foolish  to  assert,  or  lead 
any  person  to  suppose,  he  was  not  occa- 
sionally thrown  ;  for  that  is  a  thing  which, 
like  "  time  and  tide,  happeneth  to  al) 
men  ;"  but  we  believe  we  shall  not  be 
contradicted,  when  we  say  he  ranked  the 
very  first  on  the  list.  He  was  a  remark- 
ably civil  and  peaceable  man  ;  and  his 
conduct  and  character  through  life  accord- 
ed with  these  two  essential  recommenda- 
tions to  respect  and  esteem — having  never 
been  called  in  question  on  any  occasion. 
His  death  was  occasioned  by  incautiously 
lying  down  to  sleep  upon  the  kiln  when 
drying  some  oats,  which  brought  on  an 
illness  that  proved  fatal  a  short  time  after- 
wards, whilst  in  the  very  prime  of  life.  He 
died  about  the  year  1782,  leaving  a  widow 
then  with  child — having  entered  into  the 
connubial  state  not  long  before  his  de- 
cease." 

Then,  too,  flourished  TOM  JOHN- 
STON, now  a  powerful  old  man,  in  the 
employ  of  J.  C.  Curwen,  Esq.  of  Work- 
ington-Hall.  Tom,  "like  a  true  sports- 
man, still  relishes  the  crack  of  the 
whip,  and  actually  carried  off  the  belt 
from  the  Cloffick  at  Workington,  at 
one  of  the  great  meetings  on  Easter 
Tuesday,  when  nearly  sixty  years  of 
age." 

"  Another  celebrated  hero,  at  the  same 
period,  was  Thomas  Lee,  who,  we  are  in- 
formed, is  at  this  present  time  a  publican 
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in  Alston.  Lee,  we  have  been  told,  was 
from  the  borders  of  Northumberland,  and 
was  the  unrivalled  cock  of  the  walk  for 
many  miles  round  him,  both  as  a  wrestler 
and  pugilist.  The  fame  of  Adam  Dodd 
continually  ringing  in  his  ears,  inflamed 
him  with  an  ardent  desire  to  try  conclu- 
sions with  him.  Accordingly,  regarding 
minor  conquests  as  beneath  him,  and  be- 
lieving himself  nearly  invincible,  he  set  off 
in  quest  of  Adam  to  a  meeting  of  such  ce- 
lebrity as  to  insure  the  attendance  of  that 
hero.  We  have  heard  some  assert,  that  it 
was  at  LoDgwathby,  but  we  have  undoubt- 
ed authority  for  saying  that  it  was  at  Great 
Salkeld  that  these  heroes  first  met.  How- 
ever this  may  be,  it  is  certain  that  they 
both  fought  and  wrestled.  The  issue  of  the 
former  contest  was  not  unfavourable  to 
Adam,  although  there  are  many  who  main- 
tain that  it  was  the  only  pugilistic  contest 
in  which  he  was  ever  engaged,  and  that  it 
was  only  to  prevent  the  imputation  of  be- 
ing a  coward  that  induced  him  to  fight— 
In  wrestling,  Adam  proved  the  master ; 
and  this,  we  are  told,  Lee  is  still  willing  to 
acknowledge,  but  entertains  an  opinion 
that  he  was  the  better  man  in  the  other 
respect  Be  that  as  it  may,  there  is  no 
doubt  that  Lee  was  a  very  noted  man,  and 
superior  to  his  opponent  in  strength  and 
weight" 

But  the  most  celebrated  wrestler, 
that  the  north,  perhaps,  ever  produced, 
also  flourished  during  this  epoch — THE 
REVEREND  ABRAHAMBROWN.  Letno 
prim-mouthed  puritan  purfle  up  his 
potatoe-trap  at  this  announcement — a 
Cumberland  curate  is  not  a  bishop.  That 
granted,  every  objection  to  his  trying 
a  fall  is  at  once  removed.  No  doubt, 
when  elevated  to  the  bench,  his  own 
good  sense  will  point  out  to  him  the 
propriety  of  quitting  the  ring,  and 
even  of  circumscribing  his  private  prac- 
tice. Someof  our  own  Scottish  ministers 
are  strong-built  pillars,  and  not  easy 
to  be  pulled  down ;  and  we  could  men- 
tion several,  by  name,  thirteen,  four- 
teen, and  fifteen  stoners,  whom  we 
would  back  for  a  trifle  against  either 
the  medical  or  legal  profession.  In- 
deed, the  greatest  number  of  powerful 
men  we  ever  saw  enter  a  ring  together, 
was  at  the  Carlisle  race-ground,  and 
in  the  General  Assembly  of  the  Church 
of  Scotland,  Anno  Domini  1823. 

"  Bampton  school,  on  the  borders  of 
Westmoreland,  was  perhaps  the  most  cele- 
brated seminary  in  England  for  turning 
out  good  wrestlers.  It  was  usual  at  that 
period  for  those  designed  for  the  church, 
or  any  learned  profession,  to  frequent 
school  when  grown  up  to  manhood  ;  and  if 


a  young  man  was  known  to  be  a  Bampton 
scholar,  it  was  considered  conclusive  of  his 
being  a  good  wrestler.    Among  those  edu- 
cated at  this  instructive  seminary,  whose 
genius  led  them  to  acquire  a  competent 
knowledge  of  the  bodily  powers  of  man, 
before  they  were  honoured  with  the  charge 
of  his  more  important  requisites,  was  the 
reverend  and  celebrated  Abraham  Brown, 
whom  we  have  before  alluded  to.     This 
gentleman  was  the  first  of  whom  we  have 
any  authentic  records  of  excelling  as   a 
btittocker.     Having  lost  no  time  in  per- 
fecting himself  in  this  manly  exercise  when 
a  scholar,  he  fully  maintained  the  charac- 
ter of  a  very  first  rate  when  acting  in  the 
more  exalted  situations  of  usher  and  school- 
master in  different  places,  and  occasionally 
after  he  became  a  curate.     When  a  very 
young  man  he  acquired  great  renown  in 
carrying  away  a  silver  cup  of  considerable 
value  from  Eamont  Bridge,  which  divides 
the  counties  of  Cumberland  and  West- 
moreland, and  which  was  consequently  in 
the  very  centre  of  the  most  noted  wrestling 
country  in  England.     After  his  establish- 
ment at  Egremont,  Mr  Brown  had  no  ob- 
jection, in  the  spirit  of  good  fellowship,  to 
oblige  any  man  who  felt  extremely  anxious 
for  a  trial  of  skill  with  him,  and  in  these 
casual  turn-ups  it  is  said  he  was  never 
vanquished.  Abraham  being  a  man  of  con- 
siderable humour  and  good  nature,  palmed 
himself  more  than  once  as  a  friend  of  Par- 
son Brown's,  on  men  who,  hearing  of  his 
celebrity,  expressed  a  strong  desire  to  try 
a  fall  with  him.     On  such  occasions  he 
pretended  to  be  well  acquainted  with  the 
Parson,  and  assured  them,  that  if  they 
could  throw  him  easily,  they  would  prove 
a  match  for  Brown  when  they  met  with  him. 
This  of  course  caused  a  contest ;  and  Mas- 
ter Abraham,  after  giving  them  full  satis- 
faction, would  advise  them  to  go  home,  as 
he  could  assure  them  they  were  not  able 
to  vanquish  the  Parson.  We  have  heard  him 
assert,  that  when  nineteen  years  of  age,  he 
did  not  weigh  more  than  twelve  stones, 
but  a  stranger  to  him  in  his  younger  days 
would  have  judged  of  him  very  differently. 
He  could  not  be  less  than  six  feet  high, 
and  when  at  a  proper  age  for  entering  the 
church,  must  have  weighed  fifteen  stones 
at  least.     This  well-known  character  died 
within  the  last  twelve  months ;  and  it  is 
but  justice  to  his  memory  to  observe,  that 
though  occasionally  addicted  to  the  bottle, 
he  preserved   through  life,   both   in   his 
public  and  private  character,  the  regard 
and  esteem,  not  only  of  his  parishioners  in 
general,  but  of  nearly  all  who  were  ac- 
quainted with  him." 

Next  to  the  above  unconquered 
clergyman  at  this  era,  was  supposed 
to  stand  JOHN  TINIAN— he  and  his 
sons,  and  brother,  make  up  a  family 
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quite  to  the  taste  of  our  great  Roman- 
cer. 

"  As  a  wrestler,  boxer,  runner,  leaper, 
cudgel,  and  football  player,  he  never  met 
with  an  equal.  It  was  no  uncommon  cir- 
cumstance for  Tinian  to  bear  away  all  the 
three  prizes, — viz.  belt,  hat,  and  gloves, 
from  the  neighbouring  races ;  which  feat 
he  once  performed  at  Penrith,  where  he 
was  totally  unknown,  defeating  in  these 
different  exercises  the  very  best  of  the 
border  heroes.  He  was  about  six  feet  high, 
and  fourteen  stone  weight— an  uncommon- 
ly powerful  and  muscular  man,  regarded 
as  a  desperado,  and  looked  upon  as  the 
cock  of  the  walk  wherever  he  went.  John 
Tinian  is  yet  living,  and  some  of  his  sons 
turned  out  promising  cldclts,  though  by  no 
means  equal  to  the  old  cock.  His  brother 
Job  was  equally  well  known.  Job  was  no 
apology  for  a  man — standing  about  six  feet 
six  inches  high,  and  weighing  accordingly  ! 
was  remarkably  in-knee'd,  and  had  little  of 
an  Adonis  about  him  at  any  time,  but 
more  especially  when,  as  was  frequently 
the  case,  he  stripped  off"  all  his  clothes,  and 
exposed  himself  to  his  opponent  in  a  state  of 
nudity." 

These  heroes  flourished  "  on  the 
eastern  side  of  Derwent,"  and  "  we  must 
go  westward  as  far  as  Gosforth,  before 
we  find  another  wrestler  of  such  cele- 
brity, as  to  entitle  him  to  notice  in 
these  memoirs." 

^ "  In  that  place,  we  find  one  of  the  most 
distinguished  characters  at  that  period  be- 
tween Derwent  and  Duddon,  in  the  person 
of  John  Woodall,  who  Was  brought  up  as 
a  husbandman,  and  succeeded  his  father 
as  proprietor  of  a  small  estate  in  Gosforth. 
Woodall,  though  not  the  tallest,  was,  we 
believe,  the  strongest  man  we  have  yet 
noticed.  His  person  was  symmetry  itself, 
he  stood  about  five  feet  eleven  inches  high, 
weighed  upwards  of  sixteen  stones,  and  all 
who  knew  him  agree  in  considering  that 
he  was  the  strongest  man  in  the  west  of 
Cumberland.  As  a  wrestler,  Woodall  was 
more  indebted  to  strength  than  science; 
but  he  possessed  the  former  requisite  to 
such  an  uncommon  degree,  that  he  was 
considered  no  unequal  opponent  for  the 
powerful  and  scientific  curate  of  Egre- 
mont.  At  the  King's  Arms,  in  that  place, 
Woodatt  exhibited  a  remarkable,  and  ra- 
ther extraordinary  specimen  of  his  prodi- 
gious strength.  Having  been  thrown  for  a 
prize  by  a  shoemaker  of  the  name  of  Carr, 
a  well-known  wrestler,  the  latter,  flushed 
with  his  victory,  began  to  ridicule  Woodall 
on  the  circumstance.  Woodall,  though  a 
very  peaceable  man,  yet  willing  to  turn  the 
laugh  against  Carr,  caught  him  up  in  his 
arms  as  if  he  had  been  an  infant,  and  hung 
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him  by  his  breeches  waistband  upon  one 
of  the  hooks  in  the  ceiling  !" 

These,  and  other  mighty  ones  of  the 
earth,  having  either  resigned  the  reins, 
or  loosened  the  loins  of  their  empiry, 
or  been  grasped  by  "  THE  WREST- 
LER," rerum  nova  nascitur  ordo,  about 
the  year  1800. 

"  Advancing  forward  to  a  more  modern 
date,  we  will  proceed  to  notice  some  of  the 
most  celebrated  heroes  at  the  close  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  or  preceding  the  year 
1800.  In  doing  so,  we  must  travel  back 
to  Alston  and  its  vicinity,  and  introduce  to 
the  notice  of  our  readers  the  very  best 
Wrestler  of  his  weight  Cumberland,  or 
even  the  United  Kingdom,  ever  produced, 
in  the  person  of  JAMES,  alias  JEMMY 
FAWCETT.  Anxious  to  do  ample  justice 
to  the  professional  character  of  every 
Wrestler  whose  name  is  to  be  found  in  our 
pages,  without  detracting  from  the  merited 
renown  of  others,  we  are  compelled  to  ac- 
knowledge Jemmy  must  have  been  the 
most  wonderful  Wrestler,  either  of  his  own, 
or  any  other  time  of  which  we  have  any 
succinct,  or  authentic  account.  Jemmy, 
though  yet  living,  is  perfectly  unknown  to 
us, — therefore  we  cannot  speak  positively 
as  to  his  weight,  which  we  have  heard  some 
call  ten,  and  others  ten  stone  seven  pounds; 
but  admitting  he  weighed  eleven  stones,  the 
eleven-stone  man  who  could  bear  away  the 
prize  for  seven  successive  years  from  the 
most  noted  place  of  meeting,  and  from  the 
acknowledged  best  Wrestlers  in  Cumber- 
land and  Westmoreland,  must  have  been  a 
Nonpareil  indeed  !  Yet  that  Jemmy  Faw- 
cett  was  the  victor  at  Longwathby,  the 
most  noted  annual  resort,  not  only  for  the 
most  celebrated  border  Wrestlers,  but  from 
Alston  and  twenty  miles  round,  on  every 
Midsummer-day,  does  not  admit  of  the 
least  dispute.  If  Jack  Randall,  the  pugi- 
list, is  entitled  to  the  appellation  of  Non- 
pareil, by  beating  men  of  his  own  weight, 
and  one  or  two  a  single  stone  heavier ;  what 
would  he  have  been  called  if  he  could  have 
added  to  the  list  of  heroes  he  has  vanquish- 
ed the  names  of  Cribb,  Neate,  and  Spring  ? 
Yet,  granting  he  had  done  so,  he  would 
then  scarcely  have  had  as  well-merited  a 
claim  to  the  appellation  as  Fawcett,  who 
has  thrown  scores  of  heavier  men  than  any 
of  the  three !  !  This  single  fact  more  esta- 
blishes the  superiority,  as  a  science,  of 
Wrestling,  over  Pugilism,  than  volumes 
filled  with  arguments  on  the  subject  could 
possibly  do.  It  likewise  equally  exposes 
the  folly  of  those  who  call  JacAr-holds  a 
mere  trial  of  strength.  Fawcett,  as  we  have 
before  said,  weighed  under,  or  about  ele- 
ven stones,  and  was  about  five  feet  seven 
inches  high,  and  continued  wrestling  occa- 
sionally till  he  was  nearly  fifty  years  oi 
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age  ;  —  a  sufficient  proof  that  he,  though  a 
slender  man,  and  open  to  all  comers,  did 
not  consider  Wrestling  as  a  dangerous 
amusement.  Among  the  list  of  the  many 
powerful  men  he  threw,  several  entitled  to 
be  classed  as  first-raters  might  be  produced. 
Nor  was  his  superiority  over  such  men,  to 
be  attributed  either  to  accident,  or  confined 
to  the  circumstance  of  one  trial  only.  We 
contend  that  Fawcett  must  have  been,  and 
•was,  able  to  throw  many  fourteen-stone  men 
entitled  to  rank  as  first-raters  ;  or  to  come 
to  the  mark  at  once,  —  men  ranking  as  high, 
as  any  of  the  three  Pugi- 
alluded  to  :  —  yet  could  Randall,  al- 
though supposed  to  be  the  very  best  Pugi- 
list ever  remembered,  beat  any  of  them  ? 
The  circumstance  of  Fawcett  being  able  to 
throw  fourteen  -stone  men,  may  be  said  to 
form  one  exception  to  our  remark,  that  the 
most  superior  Wrestlers  and  Pugilists  will 
be  found  between  thirteen  and  fourteen 
stone  weight  ;  we  answer,  not  exactly  so. 
We  do  not  think  Fawcett  could  have  thrown 
Adam  Dodd,  Thomas  Nicholson,  William 
Richardson,  or  some  others  we  could  se- 
lect, in  a  number  of  trials  ;  on  the  contra- 
ry, we  are  sure  the  odds  would  have  been 
against  him  for  a  single  fall  ;  —  but  we  con- 
tend these  selected  Wrestlers  ranked  higher 
in  that  exercise,  than  Cribb,  Neate,  or 
Spring  ever  did  as  Pugilists  ;  we  would 
compare  them  to  James  Belcher,  or  the 
Game  Chicken,  when  in  their  prime  ;  and 
we  presume  no  pugilistic  amateur  will  say 
the  latter  Pugilists  were  not  considered  su- 
perior to  any  of  the  present  time,  though 
some  of  them  undoubtedly  rank  as  first- 
raters.  We  must  therefore  conclude,  that 
there  is  either  more  science  in  back-hold 
Wrestling,  than  in  Pugilism,  or  that  Faw- 
cett is  much  more  entitled  to  the  appella- 
tion of  Nonpareil  than  Randall.  Jemmy 
was  partial  to  getting  his  left  side  into  ac- 
tion and  striking  from  that  position.  It 
is  not  consistent  with  the  limited  nature 
of  this  work  to  dwell  longer  on  the  merits 
of  this  truly  celebrated  Wrestler,  any  fur- 
ther than  to  remark,  that  Swaledale,  in 
Yorkshire,  was  the  scene  of  his  latest  ex- 
ploits, and  in  which  place  we  believe  he  is 
still  living." 

And  here  Mr  Litt  pronounces  a 
well-deserved  eulogy  on  our  poor  friend 
JOHN  BARROW,  whom  he  justly  calls, 
"  the  most  renowned  wrestler  in  West- 
moreland at  this  period."  He  was  not 
a  Cumberland  man,  as  Mr  Litt  has 
heard  —  and  he  lived  at  Bowness,  Win- 
dermere.  "  He  was,"  says  Mr  Litt, 
"  considered  by  many  a  match  for  any 
man  in  the  kingdom  ;  and  to  him  it  is 
said  Richardson  of  Caldbeck,  ('  whom, 
henceforth,  let  the  nations  call  Belted 
Will,')  was  indebted  for  his  favourite 
method  of  striking  inside."  We  add, 


that  he  stood  upwards  of  six  feet  —  was, 
we  should  think,  fourteen  stone  good, 
of  prodigious  strength,  not  wanting  in 
activity,  good-tempered  and  brave. 

"  This  champion,  at  a  considerably  sub- 
sequent period  to  his  celebrity  as  a  Wrest- 
ler, was  unfortunately  drowned  by  the  up- 
setting of  a  boat  on  Windermere  Lake.  It 
was  rather  remarkable  that  Barrow,  the 
only  person  lost  by  the  accident,  was  an 
excellent  swimmer,  and  the  only  person  in 
the  boat  who  could  swim.  The  accident 
happening  at  a  place  of  no  considerable 
depth,  his  foot  either  stuck  fast  in  the  rnud, 
or  getting  entangled  in  some  excrescence 
attached  to  the  bottom,  he  never  rose  to 
the  surface  of  the  water,  and  consequently 
perished  before  he  could  be  relieved." 

This  account  is  inaccurate.  John 
Barrow  could  not  swim,  and  the  acci- 
dent happened  in  deep  water.  He  and 
some  others  were  trying  a  new  boat, 
which  he  had  built,  the  sheet  of  the 
main-sail  was  belayed,  and  the  party 
were  both  rowing  and  sailing.  A  flaw 
of  wind  struck  her,  and  the  oars  to  lee- 
ward being  in  the  water,  the  boat  upset, 
and  poor  John  disappeared.  The  boat 
did  not  sink  ;  and  two  servant-girls, 
who  had  seen  the  accident,  rowed  from 
Bell-grange,  and  saved  the  lives  of  the 
other  men.  This  we  ourselves  saw. 
The  body  was  not  found  for  some  days. 
So  much  about  the  untimely  fate  of  a 
great  wrestler,  and  a  good  man  ! 

Passing  over  John  and  Joseph  Tin- 
ian,  in  the  vicinity  of  Holm  Cultram, 
the  Halls  of  Alston,  who  were  long 
the  Dons  of  Ellenborough,  Gilcrux, 
and  the  adjacent  country  ;  the  brothers 
Allison  of  Cockermouth,  and  the  Re- 
verend Osborne  Littleton  of  Butter- 
mere,  "  who,  previous  to  his  entry  in- 
to orders,  was  the  best  Wrestler  with- 
in many  miles  of  Whitehaven  ;"  we 
shall,  with  Mr  Litt,  attend  to  the  ar- 
rival of  the  Westmoreland  militia,  in 
that  town,  towards  the  close  of  the 
seventeenth  century. 

"  In  this  regiment  were  several  celebra- 
ted Wrestlers,  among  whom  we  will  parti- 
cularize the  two  whose  names  became  most 
'  familiar  in  men's  mouths'  during  the  time 
the  regiment  remained  at  Whitehaven. 
These  were  PHILIP  STETHENSON  and 
THOMAS  MADGE.  Philip  was  a  strong- 
built  muscular  man,  about  five  feet  nine 
inches  high,  and  must  have  weighed  up- 
wards of  fourteen  stones.  His  fame  as  a 
Wrestler  ran  before  him,  —  his  officers  were 
ready  to  back  him  to  any  amount  against 
any  man  in  the  kingdom,  —  and  in  fact, 
during  lus  residence  here  as  a  soldier,  he 
certainly  was  the  most  prominent  hero  on 
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the  list.  Philip  was  a  straight  stander,  and 
extremely  difficult  to  move  from  his  posi- 
tion ;  and  this,  more  than  any  other  quali- 
fication, constituted  his  excellence  as  a 
Wrestler.  His  great  practice  had  rendered 
him  nearly  perfect  in  that  point,  and  made 
him  very  quick  in  availing  himself  of  any 
advantage  that  presented  itself  in  conse- 
quence of  the  unsuccessful  efforts  made  by 
his  opponents.  Madge,  on  the  contrary, 
might  be  called  a  light  weight,  but  was  a 
most  excellent  outside  striker.  Among  the 
neighbouring  Wrestlers  who  endeavoured 
to  dispute  the  palm  of  superiority  with 
these  military  champions,  the  Egremothi- 
ans  were  the  most  conspicuous.  The  most 
noted  of  these  were  William  Eilbeck,  a 
stone  mason,  William  Ponsonby,  a  but- 
cher, and  the  two  Roberts,  Joe  and  Peter. 
Few  likelier  men  than  Eilbeck  for  a  Wrest- 
ler are  to  be  found ;  he  possessed  length, 
strength,  and  weight ;  was  confident  of  his 
own  powers,  and  a  good  outside  striker. 
Ponsonby  was  the  best  and  cleanest  outside 
striker  ever  known  in  the  west  of  Cumber- 
land, and  was  by  no  means  a  little  one,  be- 
ing not  far  from  five  feet  ten  inches  high, 
and  weighing  near  fourteen  stones.  Pon- 
sonby much  resembled  Adam  Dodd  as  a 
Wrestler,  and  was  unquestionably  a  very 
first-rate,  but  at  that  time  was  considered 
something  on  the  decline.  The  Roberts 
were  something  less  than  Ponsonby,  but 
Joe  was  considered  nearly  as  .dangerous  a 
customer  to  get  rid  of ;  being  extremely 
ready,  and  as  well  up  to  every  manoeuvre 
how  to  get  the  best  of  it,  as  any  man  in 
the  kingdom.  However,  after  various  trials, 
the  red-coats  proved  the  masters.  Intem- 
perance had  produced  its  usual  effects  upon 
Ponsonby,  Eilbeck  could  not  force  Philip 
from  his  position,  and  the  manoeuvring  of 
Roberts  failed  when  opposed  to  the  supe- 
rior weight  and  tactics  of  the  soldier.  The 
only  reverse  the  military  experienced,  was 
at  Saint  Bees  Moor  during  the  annual 
races.  Stephenson's  officers  were  somewhat 
noisy  respecting  his  great  capabilities,  when 
a  friendly  wager  was  offered  them  to  pro- 
duce a  man  on  the  ground  to  wrestle  him 
a  single  fall.  The  offer  was  immediately 
accepted,  and  Philip,  eager  to  be  at  work, 
soon  appeared  in  the  ring  fully  prepared 
for  action,  and  anxiously  expecting  his  op- 
ponent. After  waiting  some  time,  Pon- 
sonby, the  man  selected  for  the  trial,  en- 
tered to  him,  rather  the  worse,  or  probably 
the  better,  for  the  '  water  of  life/  which 
had  been  plentifully  administered  to  him  ; 
but  no  solicitations  could  prevail  upon  him 
to  strip.  Fully  satisfied  that  if  he  won  the 
fall  it  must  be  without  loss  of  time,  he 
chose  to  decide  the  business  with  his  clothes 
on.  The  quickness  and  impetuosity  of  Pon- 
sonby's  attack  carried  all  before  it.  Not- 
withstanding the  boasted  guard  of  the  sol- 
dier, his  neck  and  shoulders  instantly  ex- 
changed situations  with  his  feet.  Philip 
was  up  in  a  moment  and  anxious  for  an- 
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other  trial,  but  Ponsonby  was  not  to  be  had, 
his  friends  had  carried  him  off  in  triumph, 
and  Philip  was  obliged  to  wait  for  another 
opportunity  of  balancing  accounts  with 
him.  The  last  meeting  between  the  West- 
moreland militia  and  the  Egremothians  was 
at  Bigrig  Moor,  a  place  nearly  equidistant 
from  Whitehaven  and  Egremont ;  and  this, 
we  well  remember,  was  the  first  prize  we 
ever  saw  wrestled  for.  Philip  had  his  re- 
venge on  Ponsonby,  and  finally  threw  Eil- 
beck, who  in  the  course  of  the  wrestling 
threw  Madge.  After  the  disbanding  of  the 
militia,  Philip  and  Madge  both  returned 
to  Whitehaven,  where  Madge  still  remains, 
being  employed  as  a  top-man  about  the 
collieries.  Stephenson  likewise  remained 
in  the  neighbourhood  many  years,  and 
wrought  at  his  trade,  which  was  a  mason 
or  waller.  Philip  often  exhibited  in  the 
ring  after  his  return,  but  the  soldier  Philip 
and  the  mason  Philip  seemed  two  very  dif- 
ferent persons.  His  most  formidable  traits 
were  undoubtedly  gone,  and  he  was  fre- 
quently thrown  by  men  very  far  inferior 
to  those  he  had  before  vanquished.  He 
continued  wrestling  occasionally,  till  we 
who  had  regarded  him  with  admiration 
when  a  mere  lad,  once  or  twice  met  him  in 
the  ring,  when  ranking  higher  on  the  list 
than  any  man  he  had  previously  encoun- 
tered:—rthe  result  need  not  be  told,  for 
such  are  the  changes  of  a  few  years  !" 

Stars  rose  and  set,  of  whom  our 
astronomer  names  John  Blackstock,  J. 
Wilkinson,  both  millers  from  the  bor- 
der of  the  Holm;  John  Stain  ton,  whose 
beams  were  not  easily  shorn;  Jacob 
Fletcher  of  Mockerkin ;  Henry  Dixon 
and  Joseph  Bushby.  "  In  pursuing 
the  above  progressive  clue  of  wrest- 
ling," says  Mr  Litt,  "  we  have  got 
within  the  limits  of  the  eighteenth 
century,  and  are  consequently  AP- 
PROACHING THE  GREAT  ERA  OF  THE 
CARLISLE  WRESTLING  IN  1809."  But 
first  he  must,  to  render  his  historical 
work  complete,  narrate  contests  decided 
in  some  other  rings. — Quorum  pars 
magnafuit. 

"  For  three  or  four  successive  years  there 
were  public  bridals  at  Lorton,  which  oc- 
casioned the  attendance  of  many  celebrated 
Wrestlers  from  different  parts  of  the  coun- 
ty. The  first  of  these  we  will  notice  was 
in  the  year  1806  ;  the  last  fall  was  dispu- 
ted between  Jacob  Fletcher  of  Mockerkin, 
and  William  Armstrong  of  Tallentire. 
The  latter  was  an  excellent  Wrestler,  but 
near  three  stones  lighter  than  his  opponent, 
and  as  many  inches  shorter.  He  was  par- 
ticularly good  at  striking  inside  with  the 
left  leg,  and  on  this  occasion  was  consi- 
dered to  have  the  best  of  the  fall  in  ques- 
tion. Fletcher,  however,  refused  to  give 
it  up,  and  in  the  course  of  the  evening  both 
pnrtics  agreed  to  decide  the  matter  by  an- 
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other  trial  ;  when,  after  a  well-contested 
struggle,  the  three  great  advantages  of 
length,  weight,  and  strength  prevailed, 
and  Fletcher  was  declared  the  conqueror. 
Fletcher  was  a  very  quiet  and  well-be- 
haved  man,  and  if  not  diversified  in  action, 
was  so  well  versed  in  the  science,  that  we 
have  heard  him  assert  he  was  never  van- 
quished in  a  number  of  trials,  and  never 
wrestled  a  disputed  fall  over  again  without 
winning  it.  In  wrestling  through  the  ring 
on  that  day,  he  threw  that  truly  formidable 
character,  Thomas  Bell,  for  some  time  a 
schoolmaster  at  Bassenthwaite,  and  after- 
wards at  Keswick.  Bell  at  that  period 
ranked  higher  as  a  Wrestler,  and  we  be- 
lieve as  a  Boxer,  than  any  man  in  the  two 
countries.  In  him  were  united  all  the  qua- 
lifications which  constitute  afinished  Wrest- 
ler, or  Pugilist.  He  possessed  youth, 
length,  strength,  courage,  activity,  and 
science,  fully  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  any 
hero  of  that,  or  any  other  time  of  modern 
date  ;  and  there  is  no  doubt,  if  he  had  re- 
mained in  the  county,  he  would  have  shone 
as  a  star  of  the  first  magnitude.  In  the  si- 
tuation he  then  filled,  he  was  considered  a 
very  good  scholar,  but  at  times,  unfortu- 
nately for  himself,  he  deviated  from  that 
propriety  of  conduct  always  expected  from 
those  in  his  situation.  We  have  the  great- 
est reason  to  believe  he  was  the  master  of 
Richardson  of  Caldbeck,  then  in  his  prime, 
and  whom  he  resembled  in  his  manner  of 
wrestling,  the  inside  being  h5s  favourite 
aim.  Soon  after  the  period  alluded  to,  Bell 
emigrated  to  America,  where,  we  have  been 
informed,  he  has  succeeded  in  establishing 
himself  comfortably.  In  this  contest  with 
Fletcher,  whom,  at  a  previous  period,  he 
had  thrown  with  ease,  he  went  down  when 
making  play.  Of  one  or  two  succeeding 
trials  which  Fletcher  acceded  to  for  mutual 
accommodation,  we  cannot  speak  decisive- 
ly ;  we  have  heard  them  very  differently  re- 
presented, some  aifirming  Fletcher  had  not 
the  least  chance,  and  others,  among  whom 
maybe  enumerated  Fletcher  himself,  main- 
tain that  he  had  none  the  worst  of  them. 

«*  In  the  following  year,  namely,  1807,  no 
less  than  one  hundred  and  twenty  Wrest- 
lers, from  different  parts  of  the  county,  en- 
tered  the  ring  to  contend  for  a  very  hand- 
some belt,  with  plated  buckles  and  sliders. 
The  same  William  Armstrong  who  con- 
tested the  last  fall  with  Jacob  Fletcher  the 
preceding  year,  again  distinguished  him- 
self on  this  occasion.  He  wrestled  through 
the  ring  with  much  eclat,  and,  though  van- 
quished by  us  for  the  prize,  he  lost  no  lau- 
rels in  that  contest,  contending  for  victory 
to  the  last  ;  and,  though  the  advantages 
might  certainly  be  considered  against  him, 
he  was  not  disposed  of  without  difficulty. 
This  was  the  only  time  we  ever  wrestled, 
or  witnessed  wrestling,  at  Lorton  ;  and  the 
well  known  John  Brownrigg,  of  Patter- 
dale,  was  the  first  man  we  threw.  Brown- 
rigg was  acknowledged  by  all  who  knew 


him  to  be  an  excellent  Wrestler,  and  was 
more  particularly  known  for  being  the  con- 
queror of  George  Stamper,  of  Newlands,  a 
very  powerful  man,  and  the  only  Wrestler, 
we  believe,  who  ever  vanquished  both  Tho- 
mas Nicholson  and  William  Richardson, 
without  being  at  some  future  time  defeated 
by  them.  Brownrigg  was  about  the  size  of 
William  Armstrong,  and,  consequently, 
on  encountering  us,  the  advantages  of 
length  and  strength  were  against  him.  This 
well-known  Wrestler  died  some  time  ago. 
"  We  will  not  dwell  much  upon  the 
numerous  meetings  in  this  vicinity  in  which 
we  ourselves  played  the  first  fiddle.  We 
shall  only  observe,  that  in  1808,  Blake 
Fell  races,  which  had  laid  dormant  for  ma- 
ny years,  were  revived ;  and  the  weather 
proving  favourable,  they  were  well  attend- 
ed. Having  carried  off  the  prize  with  much 
ease  the  first  day,  a  most  determined  op- 
position, often  spoken  of,  was  contrived 
against  the  ensuing  day.  The  writer,  with 
considerable  adroitness,  managed  to  call  in 
against  us,  successively,  no  less  than  seven 
of  the  best  Wrestlers  upon  the  ground, 
among  whom  were  Joseph  Bushby,  of 
Mockerkin,  and  the  two  best  of  the  younger 
Tinians,  John  and  Joseph.  Notwithstand- 
ing this  deep-laid  scheme,  their  opposition 
proved  of  no  avail,  as  none  of  these  select- 
ed champions  appeared  to  have  the  least 
chance  of  arresting  our  career  of  victory. 
We  have  elsewhere  observed  that  the  best 
wrestling  in  the  west  of  Cumberland  was 
on  Arlecdon  Moor,  where  one,  two,  and 
sometimes  three  prizes  were  given  every 
year  ;  one  of  them,  for  a  number  of  years, 
amounting  to  two  guineas.  On  that  Moor 
we  were  never  thrown  from  the  year  1805 
to  the  year  1815  ;  during  which  time  we 
either  won,  or  could  have  won,  all  the 
prizes,  if  we  except  one  carried  off  by 
William  Mackereth,  of  Cockermouth,  in 
1814  ;  for  which  we  did  not  wrestle  ;  there- 
fore how  that  event  might  have  terminated, 
can  remain  matter  of  opinion  only.  How- 
ever, independent  of  that  circumstance,  the 
multiplicity  of  our  victories  there,  suffici- 
ently evince,  that,  although  we  were  some- 
times thrown  in  the  west  of  Cumberland, 
our  being  so  was  more  owing  to  careless- 
ness, or  accident,  than  to  any  superiority, 
or  even  eqiiality,  of  those  who  threw  us." 

Mr  Litt  then  takes  a  trip  to  West- 
moreland, and  gives  a  short,  spirited, 
and  accurate  account  of  three  Arable- 
side  meetings,  1809,  1810,  and  1811. 
We  were  ourselves  present  on  those 
occasions,  and  Mr  Litt  is  right  to  an 
iota.  His  narrative  here,  and  indeed 
throughout,  is  equal  to  that  of  Mr 
Southey,  in  his  History  of  the  Penin- 
sula, and  we  defy  the  Quarterly  to 
deny  it. 

"  Among  the  competitors  collected  to 
contend  for  this  liberal  prize,  was  Thomas 
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Nicholson  of  Threlkdd,  in  Cumberland, 
then  in  the  height  of  his  provincial  reputa- 
tion. We  say  provincial,  because  it  was 
previous  to  what  might  be  termed  his  at- 
tainment of  the  comparative  metropolitan 
stamp  by  his  repeated  victories  at  Carlisle. 
Nicholson  was  the  winner  of  this  prize, 
throwing  a  distinguished  Wrestler  of  the 
name  of  Dixon,  and  the  two  well-known 
Wrestlers,  Rowland  and  John  Long.  It 
is,  however,  due  to  that  impartiality  which 
ought  to  be  the  invariable  maxim  of  every 
historical  writer  to  observe,  that  there  were, 
and  yet  are,  many  irt  the  vicinity  of  Amble- 
side  that  witnessed  the  contest,  who  posi- 
tively affirm  he  had  no  right  to  it.  Their 
opinion  is  that  he  was  thrown  by  J.  Dixon, 
(a  brother  to  the  Dixon  he  threw,)  a  Wrest- 
ler of  no  celebrity.  It  appears,  however, 
that  it  had  been  the  opinion  of  the  stewards, 
that  the  fall  in  question  was  considered  not 
fair,  as  they  decided  for  another  trial.  This, 
Dixon,  conscious  of  his  inferiority,  declined, 
and  consequently  Nicholson  was  declared 
the  slander,  and  was  the  ultimate  victor. 
Notwithstanding  the  magnitude  of  the 
prize,  the  competitors  were  not  numerous, 
and  the  contests  between  Nicholson  and  the 
two  Longs  were  considered  the  principal 
attraction  of  the  day." 

This  contest  was  decided  in  the 
little  field  on  the  margin  of  Winder- 
mere,  close  to  the  turnpike-gate,  with- 
in a  mile  of  Ambleside.  There  was 
a  regatta  on  the  lake  that  forenoon  ; 
and  many  pleasure-boats  bedecked 
with  flags  lay  at  anchor,  close  off 
shore,  during  the  match.  The  day  was 
bright  and  airy,  and  none  present  at 
that  scene  will  ever  forget  it.  We  thus 
localize  it  for  the  sake  of  posterity.  In 
this  same  pastoral  field,  did  the  shep- 
herds of  the  north  contend  for  a  belt, 
five  guineas,  and  a  tobacco-pipe,  the 
year  following. 

"  In  the  year  1810,  the  patrons  of  the 
Ambleside  wrestling  disseminated  hand- 
bills all  over  the  country,  to  announce 
that  a  belt  of  considerable  value,  and  five 
guineas,  would  be  given  to  wrestle  for  at 
their  annual  sports  at  the  head  of  Win- 
dermere  Lake.  The  competitors,  how- 
ever, did  not  exceed  sixteen  couple,  one 
half  of  whom  were  merely  nominal.  At 
this  meeting  we  were  present,  as  were 
Thomas  and  John  Nicholson,  and  Joseph 
Slack  from  Blencow  ;  all  of  course  from 
Cumberland.  The  Westmoreland  com- 
petitors were  the  same  Nicholson  had 
vanquished  the  preceding  year,  with  the 
accession  of  Henry  Chapman,  a  Bampton 
man,  and  Miles  Dixon,  a  brother  to  the 
two  already  noticed  in  the  year  1809. 
John  Nicholson  was  thrown  by  Rowland 
Long,  but  both  he  and  his  brother  were 
again  thrown  by  T.  Nicholson.  Chapman 


was  defeated  both  for  the  prize  and  a  sub- 
sequent wager  by  Slack,  who  laid  down 
to  T.  Nicholson  ;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
Mile*  Dixon  threw  us,  and  finally  Nichol- 
son. The  circumstance  of  Dixon  throw- 
ing two  of  the  very  first  Cumberland 
Wrestlers,  was  certainly  an  unexpected 
one,  although  he  was  a  stone  heavier 
than  either.  Nicholson  was  no  stranger 
to  him,  as  they  had  had  frequent  trials  to- 
gether, and  Dixon  was  consequently  no 
stranger  to  his  opponent's  superiority ; 
while  Nicholson's  knowledge  of  that  fact, 
in  this  instance  contributed  to  his  defeat, 
by  rendering  him  careless  respecting  his 
hold,  as,  through  his  negligence  in  that 
point,  Dixon  took  him  from  the  ground, 
and  twisted  him  down  without  a  single 
struggle.  As  for  ourselves,  we  contend 
that  Dixon  derived  no  honour  from  the 
result  of  the  contest  between  us,  as  he 
had  a  firm  hold  of  the  waistband  of  the 
breeches  during  the  whole  time  of  the 
wrestle.  Notwithstanding  this  incalcu- 
lable advantage,  the  result  was  for  some 
time  extremely  dubious.  In  short,  we 
will  aver  that  we  had  such  manifest  un- 
fair play  as  reflected  disgrace  upon  those 
who  should  have  been  the  umpires  on  the 
occasion,  as  we  several  times  desired  him 
to  quit  his  hold  of  our  breeches,  and  do  de- 
clare, that,  to  the  best  of  our  belief,  that 
circumstance  alone  prevented  us  from 
throwing  him.  After  the  victory  was  de- 
cided, both  Dixon  and  his  friends  refused 
to  accept  of  two  guineas  to  one  for  a  single 
trial  only." 

We  remember  Mr  Litt  most  dis- 
tinctly, a  tall,  straight,  handsome,  re- 
spectable, mild-looking,  well-dressed 
man.  If  we  mistake  not,  he  wrestled 
in  top-boots,  a  fashion  we  cannot  ap- 
prove, notwithstanding  the  example 
of  the  Grecian  heroes,  and  our  friend 
the  Ettrick  Shepherd.  Truly  sorry  are 
we  to  think  that  anything  like  foul 
play  should  have  occurred  to  him ;  but 
we  declare,  on  our  word  of  honour, 
that  the  circumstance  was  unknown  to 
us  and  to  the  other  gentlemen,  who, 
although  we  were  not  umpire,  (old 
Canon  and  Johnny  Harrison  acted  in 
that  capacity,  along  with  a  third  old 
Trojan,  whose  name  we  forget,)  would 
certainly  have  ordered  another  Try. 
On  such  occasions  some  little  confu- 
sion is  apt  to  occur,  especially  at  a 
meeting  then  only  two  years  old,  and 
of  which  the  directors  were,  no  doubt, 
somewhat  raw.  Mr  Litt  himself,  in 
that  portion  of  his  work  which  he  calls 
"  The  Basis,"  most  judiciously  ob- 
serves, "  that  the  circumstance  of  la- 
king  hold,  while  it  is  the  most  frequent 


18230 

cause  of  dissension  among  wrestlers, 
is,  at  the  same  time,  the  most  difficult 
for  an  impartial  spectator,  or  umpire, 
to  form  a  correct  and  decisive  judgment 
upon."  We  therefore  throw  ourselves 
on  Mr  Litt's  candour ;  and  we  feel 
assured,  that  he  will  pardon  us  for 
any  unintentional  oversight  on  that 
important  day.  Whether  Mr  Litt 
could,  or  could  not,  have  thrown  Miles 
Dixon,  can  never  be  positively  known 
in  this  world.  Miles  was  nearly  two 
stone  heavier,  and  stronger  far,  al- 
though we  believe  Mr  Litt  to  have 
been  a  more  scientific  wrestler.  Miles 
Dixon  never  wrestled  at  Carlisle  :  he 
was  somewhat  sluggish — had  not  a  good 
enough  opinion  of  himself — was  a  very 
nard-  working  man — did  not  live  on  very 
generous  diet — was  not  very  young — 
and  had  a  wife  and  family.  That  last 
circumstance  (although  we  scarcely 
know  why)  seems  very  generally  to  be 
considered  among  wrestlers  as  a  com- 
plete finisher.  But  be  these  things  as 
they  may,  honest  and  worthy  Miles, 
if  put  into  good  heart  and  stomach, 
and  upon  his  own  dunghill,  was,  in 
our  humble  opinion,  a  match  for  any 
cock  in  Cumberland. 

"  The  Ambleside  Wrestling  in  1811 
was,  we  believe,  better  attended  than  on 
either  of  the  two  preceding  years.  Miles 
Dixon  did  riot  wrestle,  and  therefore  Ni- 
cholson, who  was  again  present,  had  no 
opportunity  of  settling  the  last  year's  ac- 
counts with  him.  Tom,  however,  as 
early  as  the  second  round,  had  to  en- 
counter a  much  more  formidable  oppo- 
nent than  ever  Miles  Dixon  was,  in  the 
person  of  John  Lowden,  from  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Kesvvick.  Lowden,  although 
at  that  time  scarcely  at  his  best,  was  not 
on  good  terms  with  Tom,  and  on  that  ac- 
count purposely  threw  himself  against 
him ;  and  it  was  not  till  after  three  suc- 
cessive and  keenly  contested  trials  had 
taken  place,  that  Nicholson  got  rid  of  this 
troublesome  customer.  Lowden  was  not 
satisfied  with  the  different  decisions.  He 
indeed  acknowledged  that  Tom  won  the 
last  fall,  but  thought  himself  fully  entitled 
to  the  first — the  second  being  considered 
a  dogfall.  Tom,  in  the  next  round,  threw 
Rowland  Long,  but  was  himself  thrown 
by  John  Long  in  the  fourth  round.  Long 
was  now  arrived  near  the  end  of  his  jour- 
ney, but  proved  unable  to  reach  it,  being 
thrown  by  William  Mackereth,  a  Cock- 
ermouth  lad,  then  working  at  his  busi- 
ness (a  mason)  with  Nicholson,  and  on 
that  account  had  accompanied  him  to  the 
field  of  honour." 

This  is  quite  correct.  Tom  Nichol* 
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eon  had  hard  work ;  for  he  had  a  strong 
tussle  with  Earl,  (the  dancing-master, 
a  pretty  tripper,)  before  he  encoun- 
tered Lowden.  That  pithy,  gnarled, 
and  knotted,  and  cross-grained  oak- 
stump,  stood  Tom,  as  Mr  Litt  has 
said,  three  desperate  struggles.  Row- 
land Long,  whom  he  next  threw,  was 
no  wrestler,  but  a  huge  log,  of  sixteen 
stone  and  upwards,  and  often  bored 
first-raters  of  twelve  and  thirteen  to 
the  earth  ;  so  that  at  last,  when  Tom 
took  hold  of  Rowland's  brother,  John 
Long,  he  Was  much  exhausted — pale 
in  the  face;  and  was  thrown  clean, 
without  a  snap,  by  a  vigorous  and  ju- 
dicious buttocker ;  for  John  was  a  good 
wrestler ;  heavier  than  Toril ;  and  was 
comparatively  a  fresh  man. 

Now,  the  grand  question  is,  was 
Nicholson  superior  in  the  ring,  taking 
one  point  with  another,  to  all  the  West- 
moreland wrestlers  ?  He  scarcely  proved 
himself  to  be  so,  at  three  annual  Am- 
bleside meetings.  At  the  first,  his  own 
Cumberland  friends  lay  down  to  him ; 
and  after  all,  he  only  gained  the  Belt  by 
throwing  the  younger  Dixon,  who  was 
neither  a  heavier  nor  stronger  man 
than  himself,  and  never  held  to  be 
more  than  a  good  decent  wrestler.  At  - 
the  second  meeting,  our  friend  Miles 
Dixon  laid  him  down  like  a  child ;  and 
at  the  third,  laughing  Long,  who,  we 
allow,  had  him  at  a  great  advantage, 
threw  him  easy  enough.  So  stands  the 
case,  and  the  world  will  form  its  own 
opinion. 

After  this,  for  various  reasons,  the 
wrestling  at  Ambleside  declined  ;  al- 
though there  continued  to  be  good  men 
in  the  neighbourhood ;  so  let  us  ac- 
company Mr  Litt  to  Carlisle. 

"  Previous  to  this  period,  wrestling  in 
the  immediate  vicinity  of  Carlisle  was  in 
no  very  great  estimation  ;  it  was  seldom 
witnessed,  and  consequently  could  not 
be  duly  appreciated  ;  and  it  was  pmbably 
owing  to  this  circumstance,  that  there 
was  not  any  Wrestler  of  celebrity,  either 
in  the  city  itself,  or  within  some  miles  of 
it :  therefore,  notwithstanding  the  novel- 
ty of  such  an  exhibition  on  the  Swifts, 
and  the  very  handsome  sum  subscribed, 
the  competitors  were  not  unusually  nu- 
merous. Among  these,  however,  from 
what  might  be  called  west  from  Carlisle, 
were  the  celebrated  Richardson  of  Cald- 
beck,  and  Thos.  Nicholson  of  Threlkeld ; 
and  from  the  east,  the  equally  distinguish- 
ed Robert  Rowantree,  from  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Bewcastle,  and  the  Earls,  of 
Cumwhinton.  As  some  wagers  were  de- 
pending whether  the  prize  would  be  car- 
4X 
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ried  east  or  west,  it  was  deemed  desirable 
that  the  best  Wrestlers  on  either  side 
should  not  encounter  each  other  till  the 
close  of  the  contest.  Accordingly,  in 
wrestling  through  the  ring,  Nicholson 
successively  threw  the  eastern  heroes 
above  alluded  to ;  and  in  consequence  of 
some  dispute  arising  respecting  the  fall 
between  them,  he  threw  Rowantree  a  se- 
cond time  with  such  ease  as  to  convince 
the  amateurs  of  his  superiority  over  him. 
The  same  good  fortune  did  not  attend 
Richardson  ;  he  was  thrown  by  a  noted 
Wrestler  of  the  name  of  Harrison  ;  and 
Harrison  was  the  final  opponent  of  Ni- 
cholson, who,  by  throwing  him  for  the 
prize,  was  entitled  to  rank  higher  as  a 
Wrestler  than  any  man  in  the  county. 

"  The  gentlemen  of  Penrith,  well  a- 
ware  of  the  universal  satisfaction  the  re- 
vival of  this  truly  British  amusement  had 
given  to  all  ranks  at  Carlisle^  determined 
to  adopt  the  sanrc  means  of  increasing 
the  popularity  of  the  ensuing  races  at  that 
town ;  and  Dr  Pearson,  brother  to  Mi- 
Pearson  of  Carlisle,  exerting  himself  in 
the  business,  it  was  attended  with  cor- 
responding success.  As  Penrith  was 
deemed  a  kind  of  central  situation  be- 
tween Carlisle  and  Ambleside,  and  situ- 
ate in  a  much  more  noted  country  for 
wrestling  than  either  of  them,  the  com- 
petitors for  that  prize  were  more  nume- 
rous than  at  the  other  places.  From  Ni- 
cholson's previous  success,  the  estab- 
lished character  Richardson  had  long  pos- 
sessed, and  the  celebrity  Harrison  had  ac- 
quired by  throwing  him  at  Carlisle,  these 
three  heroes  were  considered  by  the  ama- 
teurs to  stand  the  best  chance  for  the 
prize.  But  *  'tis  not  in  mortals  to  com- 
mand success,'  for,  however  much  they 
might  deserve  it,  they  were  all  thrown  at 
the  close  of  the  third  round!  and  the 
prize  was  won  by  a  lad  of  the  name  of 
Golding,  said  to  be  only  eighteen  years  of 


age  ! !  The  man  whom  Golding  last 
threw  was  Paul  Gedlin,  from  Culgaith, 
who,  by  all  accounts,  had  at  that  time 
won  as  many  prizes  as  Richardson  him- 
self, many  more  than  Nicholson,  and  was 
as  good  a  Wrestler  as  either  of  them. 
Some  time  previous  to  this,  he  had  been 
matched  to  wrestle  Richardson  five  falls, 
for  five  guineas  a-side,  though  more  than 
a  stone  below  his  weight.  The  parties 
met  according  to  appointment,  but  the 
wager  was  never  determined,  owing  to 
some  disagreement  about  the  holds.  Our 
accounts  respecting  this  meeting  do  not 
coincide ;  some  affirm  that  each  man  won 
a  fall,  and  others  that  one  fall  only  was 
wrestled,  which  was  won  by  Richardson. 
However  that  might  be,  the  fact  was,  that 
Gedlin  was  the  better  loose-liold  Wrcst- 
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ler,  and  Richardson  was  anxious  for  a 
tighter  hold  than  he  would  allow  to  be 
fair  ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  Richardson 
did  not  choose  to  risk  his  reputation  and 
his  friends'  money  with  a  slack  hold, 
against  an  adversary  whom  he  knew  he 
could  throw  with  a  tight  one.  Gedlin  was 
rather  advanced  in  years  when  thrown  by 
Golding,  but  was  always  considered  a 
very  superior  Wrestler,  and  had  won  a 
great  many  prizes.  In  the  course  of  the 
wrestling  alluded  to,  he  threw  John  Ni- 
cholson, brother  to  Tom,  who  had  pre- 
viously thrown  Richardson  on  that  occa- 
sion. Harrison,  we  believe,  visited  Liver- 
pool soon  after,  and  making  one  ring  a 
very  ostensible  reason  for  never  entering 
another  in  quest  of  athletic  renown,  we 
must  here  take  our  final  leave  of  him. 
As  for  Golding,  the  very  young  and  un- 
expected winner  of  this  prize,  although 
no  doubt  a  very  promising  youth,  and  at 
that  time  heavier  than  Nicholson,  yet  it 
would  be  absurd  to  suppose  he  was  an 
equal  match  for  several  of  the  competi- 
tors on  that  occasion.  His  most  formi- 
dable point  as  a  Wrestler,  was  a  very  vi- 
gorous assault  outside  with  the  left  leg. 
A  short  time  after  this  conquest  at  Pen- 
rith, he  wrestled  against  T.  Nicholson  for 
a  belt ;  the  result  was  what  might  natu- 
rally be  expected  from  the  celebrity  of 
that  hero.  In  the  course  of  that,  or  the 
ensuing  year,  Golding  removed  to  Lon- 
don, and  distinguished  himself  for  the  an- 
nual prize  given  there  during  the  Easter 
holidays,  for  the  young  men  from  Cum- 
berland and  Westmoreland  to  wrestle  for." 
The  year  following,  (1810,)  Nichol- 
son again  conquered  at  Carlisle,  throw- 
ing both  Rowantree  and  John  Earl, 
(not  Vestris,)  most  formidable  first- 
raters.  And,  in  1814,  similar  success 
crowned  his  efforts. 


"  Even  the  worthy  and  respectable 
proprietor  and  editor  of  the  Cumberland 
Pacquet,  who  scarcely  ever  noticed  any 
athletic  achievement  in  the  ring,  began 
to  think  the  subject  worthy  of  honour-- 
able mention,  and  we  accordingly  select 
the  following  paragraphs  from  that  paper 
of  the  2d  of  October,  1811  :  — 

"  Carlisle  Wrestling.— On  the  first  day 
of  the  races,  20  guineas  were  wrestled 
for  on  the  Swifts,  in  a  roped  ring,  sixty 
yards  diameter.  We  never  witnessed  so 
fine  an  exhibition  of  agility  and  nerve,  or 
a  diversion  that  gave  such  universal  satis- 
faction. The  peaceable  deportment  of 
the  different  combatants  cannot  be  too 
highly  praised,  as  they  submitted  in  all 
dubious  falls,  in  the  most  implicit  man- 
ner, to  the  decision  of  the  umpire. — 
The  Wrestling  was  most  severely  con- 
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tested,  in  the  presence  of  nearly  12,000 
people,  by  some  of  the  most  einevvy  and 
active  youths,  that  we  ever  saw  enter  a 
ring.  We  observed  amongst  the  specta- 
tors, the  Marquis  of  Queen  sberry,  the 
Earl  of  Lonsdale,  Lord  Lowther,  Sir 
James  Graham,  (of  Netherby)  Sir  James 
Graham,  (of  Kirkstone)  Henry  Fawcett, 
Esq.  of  Portland  Place,  together  with  a 
great  concourse  of  other  gentlemen.  We 
understand  the  Lord  Lieutenant  express- 
ed his  most  unqualified  approbation  of 
the  diversion  ;  and  will  annually  give  it 
his  support,  as  long  as  there  is  not  any 
riot  or  confusion,  which,  we  may  venture 
to  pledge  ourselves,  will  never  be  the 
case,  as  the  Wrestlers  are  in  general  the 
sons  of  respectable  yeomen  and  farmers, 
in  this  and  the  adjoining  counties,  and 
not  like  prize  fighters,  collected  from  the 
dregs  of  the  people. 

"  Want  of  room  prevents  us  giving  the 
names  of  the  different  Wrestlers ;  but  we 
understand  the  first  prize  was  won  by 
Thomas  Nicholson,  of  Threlkcld>  near 
Keswick ;  who  is  esteemed  one  of  the 
best  thirteen- stone  Wrestlers  in  the  king- 
dom.— John  Richardson,  of  Staffield  Hall, 
near  Kirkoswald,  gained  the  second  prize, 
and  is  allowed  by  judges  to  be  inferior  to 
no  man  as  a  Wrrestler,  (being  the  favour- 
ite at  setting  to),  but  he  did  not  Wrestle 
with  such  luck,  through  the  ruig,  for  the 
first  prize,  as  the  Champion.  He  was 
thrown  by  one  Robert  Rowan  tree,  from, 
Bewcastle,  in  one  of  the  severest  strug- 
gles ever  witnessed ;  both  being/oMrfem- 
stone  Wrestlers,  they  shewed  uncommon 
niuscle  when  stripped,  and  Richardson 
was  thrown  by  a  half  jerk  of  the  hip,  fol- 
lowed up  by  a  sweeping  cross  buttock." 

This  was  the  last  year  that  Tom 
Nicholson  (our  author's  prime  fa- 
vourite) ever  entered  a  ring  to  con- 
tend for  a  prize. 

"  In  respect  to  Nicholson's  Wrestling 
through  the  ring  this  third  successive 
year  of  unequalled  triumph,  we  must  be 
allowed  to  observe,  tjiat  though  entitled 
to  every  credit,  his  progress  was  more 
smooth  than  he  could  possibly  have  an- 
ticipated. His  first  fall  was  gained  un- 
der such  circumstances  as  not  to  entitle 
it  to  the  appellation  of  a  Wrestle.  Wat- 
son, who  had  thrown  Rowland  Long  thp 
first  round,  laid  down  to  him  in  the  se- 
cond. In  the  third,  he  threw  Jordan,  a 
well-known  Wrestler  from  the  cast  of 
Penrith.  In  the  fourth,  W.  Earl.  In 
the  fifth,  he  accommodated  matters  with 
.Douglas,  a  very  likely  man,  and  just  in 


his  prime,  from   Caldbeck ;  and  in  the 
sixth  threw  his  old  opponent  John  Earl." 

This  is  candid  ;  and  we  shall  let  our 
readers  have  Mr  Litt's  full  opinion  of 
the  champion. 

"  The  circumstance  of  Tom  carrying 
away  the  prize  for  three  successive  years, 
will  best  speak  his  merits  as  a  Wrestler. 
He  did  not  want  half  an  inch  of  six  feet, 
and  generally  weighed  about  twelve  stone 
and  eight  pounds.  Boxiana  remarks, '  the 
great  similarity  of  Jem  Belcher's  portrait 
to  a  most  distinguished  hero  on  the  Con- 
tinent (Bonaparte)  is  truly  curious  ;' — • 
the  likeness,  however,  of  the  former  dis- 
tinguished pugilist  to  Tom  Nicholson,  is 
much  more  so,  as  the  former  likeness 
must  have  been  confined  to  the  head  and 
face,  while  in  the  latter  it  is  preserved 
through  the  ivhole  frame,  as  there  was  not 
one  quarter  of  an  inch  difference  between 
their  height,  nor,  as  far  as  we  can  judge, 
a  single  pound  in  their  weight;  both 
weighing  from  twelve  stone  six  pounds 
to  thirteen  stones.  Nor  was  this  resem- 
blance in  person,  though  certainly  very 
remarkable,  more  so  than  the  similarity 
visible  in  the  different  contests  in  which 
they  were  engaged.  We  have  heard  Ni- 
cholson assert  that  he  was  as  good  a  man 
before  he  was  twenty  years  of  age,  as  at 
any  succeeding  period  ;< — this  was  exact- 
ly the  case  with  Belcher,  who  was  at  the 
same  age  open  to  all  England.  If  an 
amusement  like  Wrestling  can  entitle  any 
of  its  professors  to  the  appellation  of 
Champion,  the  victor  at  Carlisle  for  three 
successive  years  had  certainly  a  better 
claim  to  the  title  than  any  other  man  ; 
and  it  is  well  known  Belcher  was  for 
some  years  considered  the  Champion  of 
England.  In  the  great  essentials  neces- 
sary for  acquiring  that  enviable  distinc- 
tion, the  similarity  was  equally  striking. 
The  same  cool  and  undaunted  courage, 
and  the  same  varied  and  effective  action, 
were  conspicuous  in  both  : — and  if  Jem's 
propriety  when  fighting  '  might  be  deem- 
ed a  model  for  pugilists  in  general,'  it  is 
but  justice  to  remark,  that  a  fairer 
Wrestler  than  Tom  never  entered  a  ring ; 
— and  sorry  are  we  that  Jem  did  not,  like 
Tom,  take  his  leave  of  the  ring  when  in 
possession  of  the  great  renown  he  had  ac- 
quired." 

Our  account  of  the  heroes  of  this 
sera  would  be  imperfect  without  the 
character  of  Richardson,  thrown  by 
Rowantree,  as  above,  at  the  Carlisle 
meeting  of  1811. 

"  The  John  *  Richardson  alluded  to 


*  In'Wrcstliana  it  is  «•  William,"  but  that  is  a  mistake,— the  only  one  we  have  noticed,— so  let  it 
be  corrected  in  the  next  edition. 
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hi  the  above  quotation  was  certainly  a 
very  celebrated  Wrestler,  and,  we  have 
heard,  had  once  an  intention  of  adverti- 
sing himself  to  Wrestle  any  man  in  the 
kingdom.  Wrestling,  it  is  to  be  obser- 
ved, is  extremely  different  from  boxing  in 
respect  to  such  challenges.  A  Wrestler 
stakes  a  trifling  sum  of  money  on  the  qua- 
lifications he  naturally  possesses,  and  the 
science  he  has  acquired,  that  he  cannot 
be  excelled  in  what  he  himself  has  pur- 
sued, and  what  the  world  in  general  re- 
gards as  an  amusement;  on  the  other 
hand,  pugilism  is  &  profession,  and  on  the 
good  or  bad  success  of  a  contest,  depends 
the  comfort,  and  sometimes  the  subsist- 
ence, of  the  pugilist  and  his  family.  Be- 
ing present,  we  can  vouch  for  the  accu- 
racy of  this  hero  being  the  favourite  for 
the  first  prize,  and  some  were  even  so 
confident  of  his  capabilities  as  to  take 
him  against  the  field  i  this  partiality  we 
presume  was  more  owing  to  his  educa- 
tion and  connections  being  superior  to 
those  of  Wrestlers  in  general,  than  to  his 
individual  merit  as  a  Wrestler.  We  ad- 
mit that  his  requisites  entitled  him  to 
stand  on  equal  grounds  with  any  other 
competitor,  but  against  such  a  Jield  was 
indeed  an  overwhelming  preference. 
With  his  celebrated  namesake  from  Cald- 
beck  we  believe  he  had  never  contended, 
and  with  Nicholson  only  once.  It  is  true, 
on  that  occasion  the  fall  was  given  in  his 
favour,  but  he  was  not  on  fair  grounds 
entitled  to  it ; — it  was  a  complete  snap 
in  every  sense  of  the  word,  but  Kirkos- 
\vald  being  the  scene  of  action,  his  friends 
were  averse  to  his  giving  Nicholson  another 
chance,  otherwise,  we  are  informed,  that 
he  had  no  objections  to  Wrestling  over, 
and  was  very  ready  to  admit  that  he  did 
snap.  He  was,  in  our  opinion,  as  likely  a 
man  for  Wrestling  as  we  ever  saw,  be- 
ing upwards  of  fourteen  stone  weight, 
and  six  feet  three  inches  high ;  he  gene- 
rally struck  outside  with  his  right  foot, 
and  followed  it  up  if  occasion  required 
with  his  left  side.  He  did  not  at  Car- 
lisle, though  the  winner  of  the  second 
prize,  fall  in  with  any  that  could  be  con- 
sidered an  equal  opponent,  except  Ro- 
wantree ;  but  he  wrestled  an  extra  fall 
for  two  guineas  with  a  man  of  the  name 
of  Armstrong,  but  better  known  by  the 
appellation  of  Solid  Oak,  who  was  up- 
wards of  six  feet  high,  and  without  ap- 
pearing particularly  fleshy,  or  corpulent, 
weighed  eighteen  stones.  In  this  con- 
test Richardson,  on  making  play,  appear- 
ed to  recoil  and  go  down  from,  if  we  may 
so  express  it,  the  solidity  of  his  opponent, 
who  was,  without  exception,  considered 
the  strongest  man  in  the  north  of  Eng- 
land. Richardson  probably  did  not  right- 


ly consider  this,  and  so  became  the  vic- 
tim of  his  own  temerity,  otherwise  the 
result  ought  to  have  been  different,  as  OaJt 
had  been  thrown  by  Rowantree,  and  that 
hero,  though  the  conqueror  of  Richard- 
son on  this  occasion,  did  not  rank  so 
high  in  the  estimation  of  those,  who,  from 
an  equal  knowledge  of  both  the  men  and 
the  exercise,  might  be  considered  com- 
petent judges  of  their  comparative  me- 
rits." 

In  this  bright  galaxy  also  shone,  be- 
sides the  two  Earls,  John  and  Wil- 
liam, of  whom  the  first,  although  not 
young,  and  a  benedict,  was  hardly  in- 
ferior to  Nicholson  himself,  SCOTT  OF 
CANOBIE,  of  whom  we  wish  we  had 
heard  more,  and  of  whose  achieve- 
ments we  hope  to  pick  up  a  chronicle 
from  our  friend  Fergy  Armstrong,  pub- 
lican at  that  spot,  next  spring,  when 
we  take  our  annual  sweeping  of  the 
Esk.  Of  Harry  Graham  of  Brigham, 
the  account  in  Wrestliana  is  more  sa- 
tisfactory, and  is  written  con  amore, 
Mr  Litt  having  himself  vanquished 
Harry  in  a  sixty-guinea  match,  (what 
think  you  of  that,  ye  gentlemen  of 
England  ?)  the  best  of  eleven  throws. 

"  As  this  was  the  only  time  the  cele- 
brated Henry  Graham,  of  Brigham,  ever 
entered  the  Carlisle  ring,  we  cannot  no- 
tice his  exploits  in  a  more  proper  place, 
though  he  continued  a  most  distinguish- 
ed Wrestler  for  many  years  after.  Harry 
has  wrestled  more  matches  than  any  other 
man  in  the  county,  and  several  of  his 
opponents  have  always  been  considered  as 
first-rateWrestlers  as  ever  peeled  in  a  ring. 
When  we  mention  the  names  of  Thomas 
Nicholson,  William  Richardson,  and  in- 
form the  reader,  that  to  these  two  he  may 
add  our  own,  the  truth  of  that  assertion 
will  not  be  disputed.  Previous  to  this 
visit  to  Carlisle,  Harry  had  won  many 
prizes,  and  ranked  very  high  as  a  Wrest- 
ler, but  being  then  in  his  very  prime,  (we 
suppose  about  twenty-two  years  of  age,) 
it  was  his  own  opinion,  as  well  as  that  of 
his  friends,  that  he  was  a  competent  match 
for  any  Wrestler  whatever.  This  opinion 
was  by  no  means  rashly  grounded,  when 
it  is  considered,  that  though  only  about 
about  five  feet  nine  inches  high,  he  weigh- 
ed between  thirteen  and  fourteen  stones, 
— possessed  unrivalled  activity, — had  been 
a  Wrestler  from  a  boy, — and  was  then  in 
full  practice.  At  this  meeting,  having 
thrown  a  Wrestler  of  some  celebrity  in 
the  first  round,  Harry,  in  the  second, 
came  against  John  Jordan,  a  noted  Wrest- 
ler, from  the  Penrith  side.  On  what  ac- 
count he  was  obliged  to  give  Jordan  a 
second  chance,  we  cannot  possibly  deter- 
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mine,  as  Harry  threw  him  so  fair  the  first 
fall,  that  he  himself  never  went  to  the 
ground.  We  believe  the  truth  is,  that 
sport,  more  than  fair  play,  was  the  object 
of  .those  assistant  umpires  who  were  with- 
in the  ring ;  and  such  was  the  confusion, 
that  J.  Boadle,  a  good  Wrestler,  who  ha.d 
accompanied  Graham,  after  winning  his 
first  fall,  was  never  again  called  upon. 
However  that  may  be,  Jordan  won  the 
second  fall,  and  Harry  was  crossed  out. 
Feeling  dissatisfied  at  the  usage  he  had 
experienced,  Harry  expressed  a  wish  on 
the  following  day  to  try  a  few  falis  with 
any  Wrestler  then  at  Carlisle.  This  being 
repeated  to  the  Champion,  Nicholson, 
Tom  offered  to  stake  three  to  two  on  him- 
self, for  the  best  of  five  falls,  which  offer 
was  immediately  accepted.  It  was  then 
about  eleven  o'clock,  and  a  meadow  in 
Caldewgate,  at  five,  was  the  place  and 
time  appointed  for  determining  the  wager. 
Both  parties  were  true  to  the  appoint- 
ment, and  no  time  was  lost  in  proceeding 
to  action.  The  first  and  second  falls  were 
similarly  contested,  and  terminated  in  the 
same  mariner.  Harry,  eager  to  be  at 
work,  instantly  made  play ; — the  superior 
length  of  Tom,  enabled  him  to  defend 
himself,  by  lifting  against  his  opponent, 
and  he  lost  no  time  in  returning  the  as- 
sault, by  hankering  his  heel.  Notwith- 
standing the  activity  of  Harry,  he  could 
not,  in  either  of  these  instances,  resist  the 
consequences  resulting  from  this  favour- 
ite mode  of  Tom's,  in  which  he  certainly 
excelled  all  the  Wrestlers  we  ever  knew, 
and  both  the  falls  were  immediately  con- 
ceded to  Nicholson.  The  third  fall  was 
contested  in  nearly  a  similar  manner,  but 
the  termination  was  different  Harry,  on 
finding  his  heel  again  hooked,  immediate- 
ly turned  his  body  round  with  such  rapi- 
dity as  to  bring  Tom  all  but  underneath 
him  in  the  fall.  Tom  insisted  it  was  a 
dog  fall,  while  Harry  claimed  it,  in  which 
he  was  supported  by  his  friends,  and  in 
which  opinion  the  spectators  in  general 
coincided.  However,  being  left  to  us,  we 
decided  it  was  not  fair.  In  tin's  place  we 
will  remark,  that  it  has  been  maintained 
by  Tom's  friends,  that  it  was  a  drunken 
business  altogether  on  his  part; — this 
story  is  utterly  false.  Tom  was  apparent- 
ly as  sober  when  the  wager  was  made,  as 
any  man  on  the  Swifts  ;  on  meeting 
in  Caldewgate,  he  remarked  to  us,  that  a 
pint,  or  glass  of  ale,  then  before  him,  of 
which  he  had  drunk  about  one  third,  was 
the  only  one  he  had  tasted  since  he  had 
made  the  wager ; — and  on  winning  the 
two  first  falls  he  jocularly  remarked, 
'  that  Graham,  though  a  good  Wrestler, 
was  far  too  fond  for  making  play ;  but  that 
if  Harry  gave  him  more  time,  he  himself 


was  no  bad  one  in  that  respect  /  besides, 
could  any  drunken  man  have  thrown  such 
a  Wrestler  as  Graham  was,  twice  succes- 
sively? In  the  fourth  trial  Tom  made 
play,  which  Harry  warded  off  with  much 
skill,  and  gave  Tom  a  convincing  proof 
of  his  quality,  by  striking  him  fairly  down. 
The  fifth  fall  was  exactly  similar  to  the 
third,  and  being  so  decided  by  us,  the  bu- 
siness was  for  some  time  suspended,  as 
Harry's  friends  insisted  that  he  had  won ; 
however,  on  Tom's  offering  to  strike  even, 
and  begin  again,  it  was  acceded  to,  and 
the  contest  was  instantly  renewed.  It  is 
unnecessary  to  dwell  on  the  ensuing  falls, 
suffice  it  to  observe  they  were  well  con- 
tested, botli  displaying  great  action  and 
science.  Harry  won  the  first,  Tom  the 
second,  and  Harry  the  third  and  fourth ; 
no  dispute  occurred,  and  Tom  acknow- 
ledged defeat  by  paying  his  money  cheer- 
fully. 

"  We  will  now  briefly  give  the  reader 
our  candid  opinion  of  the  foregoing  con- 
test, in  which  Harry  acquired  so  many 
laurels.  Neither  of  them,  we  believe, 
spent  the  preceding  evening  in  the  most 
sober  or  prudential  manner;  and  pro- 
bably Tom's  more  extensive  acquaint- 
ance, joined  to  the  circumstance  of  his 
winning  the  prize,  might  have  rendered 
him  the  less  fit  for  such  a  contest.  Tom 
felt  anxious  for  another  trial,  and  how 
that  would  have  terminated,  can  now  only 
be  guessed  at.  Admitting  that  we  think 
the  knowledge  nine  falls  must  have  given 
them  of  each  other,  was  not  in  Tom's  fa- 
vour, as  Harry  had  become  perfectly  awake 
to  his  favourite  method,  and  that  Harry 
evidently  gained  ground  as  the  contest 
advanced ;  still  we  do  think  Tom  was  the 
better  Wrestler,  and  would  have  thrown 
more  men  than  Harry  ever  could.  As  our 
reasons  for  this  would  occupy  a  much 
greater  portion  of  our  remaining  pages 
than  we  can  possibly  spare,  we  are  com- 
pelled thus  abruptly  to  take  leave  of  thq 
subject. 

"  The  great  fame  Harry  acquired  by 
this  conquest,  satisfied  his  friends  that  he 
was  a  match  for  any  man  in  the  kingdom ; 
and  our  refusal  to  acquiesce  in  that  opi- 
nion, occasioned  an  agreement  to  wrestle 
him  within  one  month  of  his  contest  with 
Nicholson,  for  the  greatest  sum  we  ever 
knew  wrestled  for,  either  in  Cumberland 
or  Westmoreland.  At  the  time  of  making 
this  wager,  nothing  was  farther  from  our 
intention  than  wrestling  Harry,  or  any 
other  person,  as  we  had  been  unwell  for 
some  time,  though  we  had  been  at  Car- 
lisle, where  we  were  thrown  after  a 
smartish  contest  by  Joseph  Bird,  of 
Holme  Wrangle,  a  Wrestler  highly  noted 
in  that  part  of  the  county.  The  preceding 
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year  we  had  thrown  Harry  at  Arlccdon 
with  sucli  ease,  that  we  believe  three  or 
four  to  one  would  then  have  been  offered 
against  him  for  a  single  fall !  and  a  meet- 
ing between  us  for  a  number  of  falls, 
would  have  been  thought  highly  ridicu- 
lous. But  now  the  case  was  totally  al- 
tered ; — through  extreme  illness  we  were 
obliged  to  solicit  at  least  a  respite  of  our 
engagement ;  this  was  not  granted  ;  and, 
as  six  guineas  were  deposited,  we  chose 
to  appear  rather  than  forfeit.  The  sum 
contended  for  was  sixty  guineas,  and  the 
number  of  falls  wrestled  was  eleven.  No 
Wrestler  ever  entered  a  ring  in  higher 
condition,  or  with  greater  confidence,  than 
Harry,  and  his  gaining  the  three  first  falls 
could  not  fail  to  increase  the  good  opi- 
nion of  his  friends,  as  nothing  but  a  most 
decisive  victory  could  then  be  contem- 
plated. But  the  loss  of  three  falls,  in- 
stead of  depressing,  only  roused  our  ener- 
gies ;  the  listlessness  which  pervaded  the 
whole  frame  at  the  commencement  of  the 
contest,  now  gave  place  to  that  animated 
feeling  arising  from  exercise,  and  the  si- 
tuation in  which  we  were  then  placed ; 
and  instead  of  the  expected  victory,  Harry 
was  somewhat  obligated  to  fortune  for 
one  fall  out  of  the  "other  eight !  Harry 
was  some  pounds  the  heavier  man,  but 
the  advantages  of  length  and  strength  were 
so  much  against  him,  that  in  the  latter 
part  of  the  contest,  it  is  well  known  he 
had  not  the  slightest  chance  whatever.— 
This  contest  took  place  on  Arlecdon 
Moor,  on  the  26th  of  October,  1811." 

In  1812,,  the  first  prize  at  Carlisle 
was  won  by  James  Scott  of  Canobie, 
throwing  at  the  last  William  Richard- 
son of  Caldbeck— that  is,  Belted  Will. 
In  1813,  it  was  won  by  Robert  Rowan- 
tree,,  from  Bewcastle,  who  had  often 
proved  himself,  there  and  elsewhere,  a 
most  distinguished  wrestler.  In  1814, 
it  was  won  by  William  Dickinson, 
from  Alston  Moor,  who  threw,  for  his 
last  man,  our  intelligent  and  intrepid 
friend  George  Dennison,  the  successor 
of  that  highly  reputed  bone-setter, 
Benjamin  Taylor,  and  famous  for  his 
breed  of  cocks  ;  which,  however,  met 
their  match  when  sent  over  to  West- 
moreland. In  1815,  it  was  won  by 
James  Robinson,  one  of  the  Earl  of 
Lonsdale's  gamekeepers,  at  Lowther 
Castle,  whose  last  opponent, Will  Slee, 
(who  wrestled  with  alternate  success  at 
Amblesidc,  some  years  before,  with 
young  Green  of  Grassmere, )  lay  down  on 
an  understanding.  In  181 6,  it  was  won 
by  Tod  ;  but  some  collusion  being  sus- 
pected, or  rather  proved,  between  him 
and  Tom  Richardson  of  Ilcsketb,  Mr 
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Pearson,  the  spirited  promoter  of  the 
sports  at  Carlisle,  very  properly  with- 
held the  money,  and  this  dispute  causetl 
the  suspension  of  the  wrestling  therein. 
1817  ;  nor  was  it  renewed  till  1821. 

While  the  ring  thus  remained  empty 
at  Carlisle,  the  game  was  patronised  in 
a  liberal  manner  at  Keswiek  ;  and  has 
continued  augmenting  to  the  present 
time. 

"  The  prize  tliatyear,  (1818,)  was  won 
by  Thomas  Richardson,  ot'Hesket,  throw- 
ing at  the  last  the  celebrated  William  Wil- 
liamson, of  Ambleside.  In  181 9  it  was  won 
by  Andrew  Armstrong,  of  Sowerby  Hall. 
In  1820,  it  was  won  by  William  Wilson, 
of  Ambleside,  whose  last  opponent  was 
William  Richardson,  of  Galdbeck.  In 
1821,  so  rapidly  had  wrestling  increased 
in  the  estimation  of  all  ranks,  that  it  was 
found  the  attendance  at  the  races  was  in 
a  great  measure  governed  by  it ;  and  the 
subscriptions  propprtionably  increasing, 
it  was  extended  to  tnree  days, — the  win- 
ner on  the  first  day  oeing  debarred  on  the 
second.  Notwithstanding  a  very  nume- 
rous field  of  Wrestlers,  the  first  prize  was 
won  by  Richard  Abbot,  a  schoolmaster 
from  Whitehal  who  weighed  very  little 
more  than  eleven  stones.  Neither  could 
it  be  considered  that  Abbot  fell  fortunate- 
ly in  when  wrestling  through  the  ring, 
his  four  last  opponents  being  A.  Arm- 
strong, J.  Frears,  T.  Richardson,  and  T. 
Lock,  all  of  them  good  Wrestlers,  and 
averaging  two  stones  above  his  weight. 
Two  of  these  four,  it  will  be  recollected, 
had  likewise  been  previously  victors  at 
Keswiek,  and  had  distinguished  them- 
selves at  Carlisle.  Frears  and  Lock  were 
from  the  vicinity  of  Whitehaven,  and  both 
well  known  as  Wrestlers ;  the  latter  on 
this  occasion  greatly  distinguished  him- 
self, throwing  both  Edward  Hawel,  a  very 
noted  Wrestler,  and  the  truly  celebrated 
J.  Lowden,  who,  though  married,  took  a 
fancy  to  enter  the  ring,  and  was  the 
third  stander.  The  second  prize  was  won 
by  James  Graham,  then  residing  in  Bas- 
senthwaite,  a  very  likely  man  for  excel- 
ling as  a  Wrestler,  standing  above  six 
feet,  and  weighing  fourteen  stones.  We 
are  very  sorry  our  limits  will  not  permit 
a  more  lengthy  detail  of  this  celebrated 
meeting. 

"  We  come  now  to  the  Keswiek 
Wrestling  in  1822.  The  first  prize  was 
won  by  John  Liddle,  of  Blind  Bothel, 
throwing  at  the  last  William  Cass,  of 
Loweswater ;  and  the  second  by  Jona- 
than Watson,  of  Torpenhow.  Weight- 
man,  who  was  the  favourite,  was  thrown 
by  Cass  for  the  first  prize,  and  Watson 
threw  him  the  last  fall  for  the  second, 
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Watson  likewise  threw  J.  Richardson, 
T.  Lock,  J.  Graham,  and  T.  Tordiff. 
Watson  had  hefore  thrown  Weight  man 
in  the  course  of  the  year,  at  Mickle- 
thwaite,  and  W.  Richardson,  at,  or  near 
Caldbeck  :  these  conquests  we  think  en- 
title  him  to  rank  very  high  as  a  Wrestler. 
He  is  about  five  feet  eight  inches  high, 
and  near  thirteen  stone  weight;  is  con- 
sidered an  excellent  ground  Wrestler,  and 
is  by  trade  a  shoemaker.  Notwithstand- 
ing Watson  gained  the  second  prize,  he 
was  thrown  in  the  first  round  for  the 
first,  by  William  Wilson,  of  Ambleside, 
undoubtedly  the  best  Wrestler  Westmore- 
land ever  produced ;  and  it  is  the  con- 
firmed opinion  of  very  many  whose  judg- 
ment is  entitled  to  every  consideration, 
that  at  the  time  he  won  at  Keswick,  he 
was  the  master  of  any  man  in  the  king- 
dom. It  is  certain  that  upon  that  occa- 
sion Richardson  had  not  the  shadow  of  a 
chance  with  him,  and  the  preceding  year 
he  gave  a  convincing  proof  of  his  powers 
by  striking  J.  Laughlen  down  in  such  a 
manner  as  we  are  convinced  no  other 
man  in  the  kingdom  could  have  done. 
When  thrown  by  Weightman,  he  was  la- 
bouring under  an  asthmatic  complaint, 
otherwise  he  ought  to  have  been  in  his 
very  prime.  He  stands  near  six  feet  four 
inches  high,  and  weighed,  when  in  good 
health,  about  fifteen  stones." 

In  the  year  1821,  the  Wrestling  at 
Carlisle  revived;  and  may  it  never 
again  languish  and  die  ;  for  that  is  the 
spot  for  the  sport.  Ambleside  is  quite 
out  of  the  way  ;  Keswick  not  so  much 
so  ;  Penrith  better  still ;  but  Carlisle 
best. 

"  The  first  prize  on  this  memorable 
day  was  won  by  William  Richardson,  of 
Caldbeck;  and  the  second  by  John 
Weightman,  a  hero,  who  had,  during  the 
two  preceding  years,  risen  to  the  top  of 
the  tree  in  the  vicinity  of  Carlisle.  The 
last  opponent  of  Weightman  was  Joseph 
Abbot,  from  the  vicinity  of  Penrith,  a 
very  celebrated  Wrestler,  who  likewise 
highly  distinguished  himself  at  Penrith 
races  this  year,  where  there  were  evident 
symptoms  of  this  athletic  exercise  again 
becoming  an  object  worthy  of  encourage- 
ment. Thomas  Ford,  who  acquired  great 
celebrity  at  this  meeting,  by  throwing 
Weightman,  and  contesting  the  last  fall 
with  Richardson,  has  generally  resided 
within  a  few  miles  of  Egremont.  He  was 
thrown  by  Weightman  for  the  second 
prize,  but  appeared  to  be  no  unequal 
competitor  for  him,  being  six  feet  two 
inches  high,  and  weighing  upwards  of 
fourteen  stones.  To  say  the  least  of 
Ford,  he  was  much  noticed  by  the  spec- 


tators for  his  manly  exertions,  and  the 
alacrity  and  cheerfulness  with  which  he 
always  met  his  man.  James  Graham,  be- 
fore alluded  to,  was  likewise  considered 
to  stand  on  very  high  ground,  though 
thrown  by  Weightman  for  both  prizes." 

And  here  we  must  take  leave  of 
Belted  Will,  with  Mr  Litt's  well- 
drawn  character  of  that  renowned  hero, 
who  began  to  wrestle  in  the  ring  se- 
veral years  before  his  great  rival,  Tom 
Nicholson,  and  was  thus  crowned  with 
his  latest  laurels,  ten  years  after  Tom 
had  retired  into  private  life. 

"  As  for  the  victor,  W.  Richardson, 
whom  we  have  so  often  had  occasion  to 
allude  to,  this  might  very  justly  be  consi- 
dered an  excellent  tie  up  for  him,  as  he 
was  stated  in  the  newspapers  of  the  day, 
to  be  forty-five  years  of  age !  and  the  win- 
ner of  240  belts  !  !  We  cannot  decisively 
contradict  either  statement,  but,  as  far  as 
we  can  judge,  they  are  both  rather  exag- 
gerated. We  never  met  Richardson  in  a 
ring  but  once,  and  that  was  during  our 
noviciate.  Richardson  was  in  his  prime, 
and  we  well  remember  he  then  called 
himself  about  twenty- three  years  of  age  ; 
we  were  turned  of  eighteen  ;  therefore,  if 
he  spoke  correctly,  he  could  not  be  more 
than  forty-one  at  the  time  he  won  this 
prize.  Richardson  might  be  about  five 
feet  nine  inches  in  height,  and  would 
weigh  from  thirteen  to  fourteen  stones. 
Being  a  Wrestler  of  twenty-five  years 
standing,  and  for  a  long  time  open  to  any 
man,  he  lias  wrestled  more,  and  gained  a 
greater  number  of  prizes,  than  any  other 
man  ever  did.  His  favourite  method  was 
the  inside,  and  he  seems  to  have  been 
(like  Achilles)  the  most  vulnerable  in  the 
heel.  It  was  by  catching  his  heel  that 
Scott  threw  him  two  successive  years, 
and  by  which  J.  Nicholson  (brother  to 
Tom)  threw  him  at  different  times ;  and 
yet,  neither  of  them,  though  excellent 
Wrestlers,  ought  to  have  stood  any  chance 
with  him.  We  are  likewise  well  inform- 
ed, that  in  his  casual  trials  with  T.  Ni- 
cholson, he  not  unfrequently  barred  that 
favourite  finish  off  of  that  hero's,  which 
was  a  kind  of  acknowledgment  of  his  in- 
feriority. We  do  not  credit  the  asser- 
tions of  his  friends  in  regard  to  his  being 
Tom's  inaster,  our  opinion  is,  that  he  was 
not :  and  notwithstanding  Tom  was  a 
stone  the  lighter  man,  the  fact  of  his  re- 
peatedly throwing  the  very  men  who  Itave 
thrown  Richardson,  as  Rowantree,  Har- 
rison, and  Lowden,  and  the  great  reasons 
there  are  to  believe,  that  such  men  as  his 
brother  John,  and  Scott,  could  never  have 
thrown  him,  justify  us  in  asserting  Tom 
was  the  better  Wrestler,  and  more  capable 
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df  wrestling  through  rings  than  Will  was, 
although  the  latter  was  always  considered 
a  more  pains-taking  Wrestler.  Many  of 
Richardson's  friends  assert,  and  among 
them  are  some  well  qualified  to  judge, 
that  he  was  the  fairest  stander,  and  best 
Wrestler,  of  his  time;  while  those  rather 
hostile  to  him,  contend,  that  he  was  a 
sulky  (which  is  tantamount  to  an  unfair) 
stander,  and  was  as  much  indebted  to 
that,  and  his  tremendous  strength  of  arm, 
as  to  his  science.  For  our  part,  we  have 
no  reason  to  applaud  or  condemn; — we 
do  not  think  any  of  our  readers  will  deem 
us  incapable  of  forming  an  opinion,  and 
we  assure  them  it  js  a  free  and  unpreju- 
diced one.  We  have  not  the  least  doubt 
but  that  he  was  for  a  number,  or  even  for 
one  fall,  a  competent  match  for  any  man 
in  the  kingdom  for-very  many  years.  For 
us  to  endeavour  to  particularize  his  con- 
quests would  he  absurd ;  and  we  have 
noticed  his  occasional  d.efeats  for  the 
purpose  of  reflecting  lustre  on  those  who 
threw  such  a  hero,  and  not  by  any  means 
to  detract  from  the  great  and  well- me- 
rited renown  he  universally  possessed." 

We  now  bring  this  long,  but,  thanks 
to  Mr  Litt,  this  interesting  article,,  to 
a  close,  with  his  account  of  the  Car- 
lisle wrestling  in  1822. 

"  The  first  prize  was  won  by  W.  Cass, 
and  the  second  by  John  Weightman.  As 
those  who  wrestled  may  yet  be  consider- 
ed in  possession  of  tfte  ring,  that  circum- 
stance must  of  course  circumscribe  our 
account  of  them.  Cass  is  not  far  from 
six  feet  high,  and  weighs  sixteen  stones. 
The  action  he  displays  is  an  outside 
stroke  with  his  left  foot,  but  its  fatality 
consists  in  the  swing,  or  twist,  with 
which  it  is  accompanied,  and  his  method 
of  parting  with  his  men.  He  was  not 
much  noticed  previous  to  his  throwing 
Weightman  ;  but  in  our  opinion  he  witt, 
and  is  the  only  man  who  ought  to  throw 
him  again.  Cass  is  equally  as  strong,  full 
as  heavy,  arid  Weightman  will  find  it  dif- 
ficult to  improve  his  hold,  and  command 
him  as  he  does  all  his  other  opponents. 
Cass  certainly  won  very  cleverly,  and 
though  we  must  admit  he  wrestled  for- 
tunately through  the  ring,  we  think  him 
the  likeliest  person  to  win  again. — The 
redoubted  Weightman  is  above  six  feet 
three  indies  high,  and  weighs  upwards  of 
fifteen  stones.  Weightman  has  certainly 
a  very  good-natured,  and  indeed  we  might 
with  truth  say,  a  prepossessing  appear- 
ance. The  whole  science  he  appears  mas- 
ter of  is  the  address  he  displays  in  the 
application  of  his  tremendous  strength  in 
breaking  his  adversary's,  and  improving 
his  own  hold.  He  appears  to  be  master 
17 
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of  Liddle>  and  in  the  wxtfc/i  between  him 


and  Richardson,  the  latter  certainly  had 
no  chance  with  him.  Respecting  his  be- 
haviour towards  the  spectators  on  that 
occasion,  we  will  remark  that  there  is  a 
very  material  difference  between  wrest- 
ling a  private  match,  and  contending  for  a 
public  prize.  The  latter  is  expressly  for 
the  amusement  of  the  spectators,  and  they 
have  a  right,  as  in  a  theatre,  to  express^ 
in  a  certain  degree,  their  opinion  of  the 
conduct  of  the  performers  ;  but  with  the 
former  they  have  no  right  whatever,  ex- 
cepting to  preserve  fair  play  between  the 
men ;  and  when  it  is  well  known  that 
this  was  neither  the  second  nor  third  in. 
stance  in  which  matches  with  Richard- 
son never  were  decided,  we  have  room  to 
infer  that  the  fault  in  taking  hold  might 
not  be  all  Weightman's.  The  grand  ques- 
tion now  is — Is  there  one  man  in  the 
present  list  who  can  throw  him  amain  ? 
Our  opinion  is,  if  there  be  one,  there  are 
not  two.  John  Liddle,  the  victor  at  Kes~ 
wick,  and  from  whom  much  was  antici- 
pated at  Carlisle,  is  upwards  of  fourteen 
stones,  and  about  five  feet  ten  inches 
high.  It  is  scarcely  fair  to  make  lengthy 
remarks  upon  those  who  may  again  ap- 
pear in  the  ring,  therefore  we  shall  only 
observe,  that,  with  one  exception,  there  is 
no  wrestler  of,  or  under  his  own  weight 
at  present,  that  can  throw  him.  James 
Graham  had  for  some  time  been  labour- 
ing under  a  bad  state  of  health,  and  in 
appearance,  as  well  as  powers,  had  evi- 
dently declined.  We  likewise  think  that 
T.  Richardson  cannot  be  what  he  has  been. 
As  a  hij>per,  he  is  certainly  the  quickest 
and  best  on  the  list.  He  is  taller,  but 
not  so  heavy  as  Liddle  ;  and  though  we 
do  not  think  him  a  T.  Nicholson,  yet 
very  few  at  present  are  an  equal  match  for 
him.  John  Fearon,  who  threw  Weight- 
man at  Carlisle,  is  about  the  same  height, 
but  heavier  than  that  hero.  The  fame  of 
Weightman  was  his  principal  inducement 
for  entering  that  ring,  and  by  throwing 
him  he  accomplished  his  object.  Re- 
specting the  contest  between  them,  it 
was  a  bad  one,  and  Weightman  lost  the 
fall  at  a  time  when  he  ought  to  have  been 
certain  of  winning  it.  John  Laughlen, 
the  fourth  stander  on  that  occasion,  is 
near  six  feet  six  inches  high,  and  at  pre- 
sent weighs  about  seventeen  stones.  Had 
he  been  in  practice,  and  taken  more  pains 
in  procuring  an  equal  hold,  Weightman 
ought  not  to  have  thrown  him  ;  as,  though 
not  excelling  inaction,  he  is  by  no  means 
deficient  in  science.  Having  been  some 
years  married  previous  to  his  present  set- 
tlement in  Whitehaven  as  a  publican,  his 
practice  must  have  been  latterly  very  con- 
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fined,  otherwise  lie  ought,  and  we  think, 
would  have  been  the  present  champion. 
—Weight  and  age  considered,  no  Wrest- 
ler more  distinguished  himself  at  Carlisle 
than  Robert  Waters,  the  third  stander. 
He  appeared  a  little  one,  is  a  very  young 
one,  and  gave  most  convincing  proofs  of 
his  science  and  quickness — the  two  great 
essentials  which  constitute  a  finished 
Wrestler. — T.  Todd,  the  last  loser,  is  full 
five  feet  ten  inches  high,  and  weighs 
twelve  stones  and  four  pounds.  Putting 
hearsay  out  of  the  question,  and  giving 
our  opinion  of  what  we  have  personally 
witnessed,  Todd  is  the  best  and  most  finish- 
ed, Wrestler  we  ever  saw.  He  has  not 
the  power  of  Nicholson,  but  excepting 
him,  we  never  saw  a  thirteen,  nor  is  there 
at  present  any  fourteen  stone  man,  in  our 
opinion,  able  to  throw  him  the  best  of 
three,  or  five  falls. — The  prize  given  for 
Lads  afforded  much  amusement,  and  many 
of  them  displayed  infinite  science,  and 
seemed  quite  at  home,  in  the  ring.  The 
two  last,  though  not  the  tallest,  or  hea- 
viest, among  the  competitors,  were  both, 
we  were  told,  above  the  age  specified  in 
the  advertisement." 
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The  wrestling  at  the  meeting  1823 
is  just  over ;  and  the  prize  was  won 
by  Weightman,  who  is  now  believed 
to  be  the  most  powerful  wrestler  in 
the  world,  and  could  be  backed  for 
five,,  eight,  or  eleven  falls,  against  the 
human  race. 

In  conclusion,  we  thank  Mr  Litt  for 
his  well-written,  candid,  manly,  and 
scientific  "  Wrestliana."  Should  he 
ever  come  to  Edinburgh,  most  happy 
shall  we  be  to  meet  him  at  Ambrose's. 
Neither  of  us  are  so  young  as  we  were 
ten  or  fifteen  years  ago ;  yet  we  should 
like  to  see  the  man  who  would  shove 
the  one  or  the  other  of  us  off  the  "crown 
o'  the  cause  way;"  and  surely  no  strong- 
er argument  in  favour  of  athletic  ex- 
ercises in  general  is  required,  than  the 
sound,  stout,  hale,  ruddy  appearance 
which  we  both  exhibit,  being  most 
beautiful  and  perfect  specimens  of  that 
perfection  of  human  nature  so  concise- 
ly expressed  by  the  poet, 

"  MENS  SANA  IN  CORPORE  SANO." 


NOTICES  OF  THE  MODERN  BRITISH  DRAMATISTS. 

No.  II.—Beddoes.* 


THIS  is  precisely  one  of  those  com- 
positions that  a  cold,  clear,  shrewd, 
and  sarcastic  critic  would  delight  in 
clutching  into  his  merciless  grasp,  to 
tear  it  into  pieces  and  strew  the  floor 
of  his  study  with  its  shivering  frag- 
ments. Had  it  appeared  during  the 
blood-thirsty  youth  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  a  much  more  cruel  murder 
would  have  been  perpetrated  upon  its 
body  than  that  which  causes  its  own  ca- 
tastrophe.and  all  hands  would  have  been 
held  up  in  wonder  and  scorn  of  young 
Mr  Thomas  Lovel  Beddoes.  He  would 
have  gone  moping  about  for  years  in 
disconsolate  solitude,  silent  and  sullen 
as  a  ghost,  or  would  have  rent  the  air 
with  unavailing  shrieks  and  lamenta- 
tions. But  he  has  been  born  during 
a  happier  era — the  mild  and  benig- 
nant spirit  of  Christopher  North  has 
overcome  the  truculent  spirit  of  Fran- 
cis Jeffrey — that  "  old  man  eloquent" 
gathers  all  the  youths  of  genius  under 
his  wing,  protects  them  from  every 
cutting  blast,  and  bids  them  all  go  a- 
basking  in  the  sunshine  of  public  fa- 
vour, like  so  many  partridges  on  a 
bank  adjusting  their  fair  plumage 


without  fear  of  the  fowler.  Young 
men,  now-a-days,  are  not  only  per- 
mitted to  write  like  young  men,  but 
praised  and  encouraged  while  doing 
so ;  and  the  whole  world  regards  them 
with  smiles  of  complacency  and  kind- 
ness, when  they  are  seen  to  enjoy  the 
favour  of  one  benevolent  Greybeard, 
who  will  not  suffer  his  rising  progeny 
to  be  maltreated  by  the  vain  or  the  ve- 
nal critic-crew. 

The  Brides'  Tragedy  is  the  work  of 
a  Minor— and,  although  no  doubt  there 
have  been  many  instances  of  Minors 
writing  better  than  they  ever  did  after 
they  became  Majors,  nevertheless  we 
admit  the  plea  of  nonage — an  old  head 
has  no  business  on  old  shoulders  ;  and 
an  extremely  wise,  rational,  sober, 
pretty -behaved  and  judicious  spring- 
aid,  is  not,  to  our  taste,  a  commendable 
specimen  of  human  nature.  Now,  Mr 
Beddoes  is  very  far  indeed  from  being 
a  boy- wiseacre.  He  is  often  as  silly  as 
may  be, — trifling  to  a  degree  that  is 
"  quite  refreshing/' — as  childish  as  his 
best  friends  could  desire  to  see  him  in 
a  summer's  day, — fantastic  and  capri- 
cious as  any  Miss-in-her-teens, — and 
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pathetic  to  an  excess  that  absolutely 
merits  the  strappado.  Why  not  ?  all 
so  much  the  better.  He  is  a  fine, 
open-hearted,  ingenuous,  accomplish- 
ed and  gentlemanly  youth ;  and  we, 
whose  prophecies  have  been  fulfilled 
somewhat  more  frequently  than  those 
of  the  Editor  of  the  Blue-and- Yellow, 
pronounce  him  a  promising  poet, — we 
tie  a  wreath  of  laurel  round  his  fore- 
head,— and  may  it  remain  there  till 
displaced  to  make  room  for  a  bolder 
branch  of  the  sacred  Tree. 

The  subject  of  the  Drama  is  a  good 
one,  deeply,  terribly  tragic — "  a  tale 
of  tears,  a  rueful  story," — a  murder 
strange  and  overwhelming  to  the  ima- 
gination, yet  such  a  murder  as  the 
mind  can  image  and  believe  in  its  wild 
and  haunted  moods.  Mr  Beddoes  de- 
serves praise  for  choosing  such  a  subject 
— for  all  true  Tragedy  must  possess  its 
strength  in  a  spirit  of  terror.  His 
reading  seems  to  have  lain  among  the 
elder  Dramatists,  and  his  mind  is 
much  imbued  with  their  tragic  charac- 
ter. We  sup  full  of  horrors,  but 
there  are  some  gay  and  fantastic  gar- 
nishings  and  adornments  of  the  repast, 
disposed  quite  in  the  manner  and  spi- 
rit of  those  great  old  misters.  Joy  and 
sorrow,  peace  and  despair,  innocence 
and  guilt,  saintliness  and  sin,  sit  all  to- 
gether at  one  banquet ;  and  we  scarce- 
ly distinguish  the  guests  from  each 
other,  till  something  interrupts  the  flow 
of  the  feast,  and  they  start  up  in  their 
proper  character.  Yes,  there  is  a  dark 
and  troubled,  guilt-like  and  death-like 
gloom  flung  over  this  first  work  of  a 
truly  poetical  mind,  sometimes  alter- 
nating with  an  air  of  ethereal  tender- 
ness and  beauty,  sometimes  slowly  and 
in  a  ghastly  guise  encroaching  upon 
and  stifling  it,  and  sometimes  break- 
ing up  and  departing  from  it,  in  black 
masses,  like  clouds  from  a  lovely  val- 
ley on  a  tempestuous  and  uncertain 
day.  Dip  into  the  Poem,  here  and 
there,  and  you  cannot  tell  what  it  is 
about — you  see  dim  imagery,  and  in- 
distinct figures,  and  fear  that  the  au- 
thor has  written  a  very  so  so  perform- 
ance. But  give  it  a  reading  from  the 
beginning,  and  you  will  give  it  a  read- 
ing to  the  end,  for  our  young  poet 
writes  in  the  power  of  nature,  and 
when  at  any  time  you  get  wearied  or 
disappointed  with  his  failure  in  passion 
or  in  plot,  you  are  pleased — nay,  de- 
lighted, with  the  luxuriance  of  his 
fancy,  and  with  a  strain  of  imaginative 
feeling  that  supplies  the  place  of  a  pro- 
founder  interest,  and  also  prepares 
the  mind  to  give  way  to  that  pro- 
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found  interest,  when,  by  and  by,  it  un- 
expectedly and  strongly  arrives. 

"  The  following  scenes  were  written,  as 
you  well  know,  exclusively  for  the  closet, 
founded  upon  facts  which  occurred  at  Ox- 
ford, and  are  well  detailed  and  illustrated 
by  an  interesting  ballad  in  a  little  volume 
of  Poems,  lately  published  at  Oxford,  en- 
titled the  Midland  Minstrel,  by  Mr  Gillet: 
and  may  thus  be  succinctly  narrated. 

"  The  Manciple  of  one  of  the  Colleges 
early  in  the  last  century  had  a  very  beau- 
tiful daughter,  who  was  privately  married 
to  a  student  without  the  knowledge  of  the 
parents  on  cither  side. 

"  During  the  long  vacation  subsequent 
to  this  union  the  husband  was  introduced 
to  a  young  lady,  who  was  at  the  same  time 
proposed  as  his  bride  ;  absence,  the  fear  of 
his  father's  displeasure,  the  presence  of  a 
lovely  object,  and,  most  likely,  a  natural 
fickleness  of  disposition,  overcame  any  re- 
gard he  might  have  cherished  for  his  ill- 
fated  wife,  and  finally  he  became  deeply 
enamoured  of  her  unconscious  rival.  In 
the  contest  of  duties  and  desires,  which 
was  the  consequence  of  this  passion,  the 
worse  part  of  man  prevailed,  and  he  form- 
ed and  executed  a  design  almost  unparallel- 
ed in  the  annals  of  crime. 

"  His  second  nuptials  were  athand  when  he 
returned  to  Oxford,  and  to  her  who  was  now 
an  obstacle  to  his  happiness.  Late  at  night 
he  prevailed  upon  his  victim  to  accompany 
him  to  a  lone  spot  in  the  Divinity  Walk, 
and  there  murdered  and  buried  her.  The 
wretch  escaped  detection,  and  the  horrid 
deed  remained  unknown  till  he  confessed 
it  on  his  death-bed.  The  remains  of  the 
unfortunate  girl  were  dug  up  in  the  place 
described,  and  the  Divinity  Walk  was  de- 
serted and  demolished,  as  haunted  ground. 
Such  are  the  the  outlines  of  a  Minor's 


There  is  nothing  very  imposing  in 
the  office  of  a  manciple ;  and  accord- 
ingly Mr  Beddoes  has  left  the  peculiar 
character  of  his  heroine's  status  in 
society  undefined.  She  and  her  parents 
are  poor  and  humble,  and  live  in  a  cot- 
tage— that  is  all  we  know,  and  it  is 
enough.  The  fair  Floribel  is  the  bride 
of  Hesperus,  a  youth  of  high  birth, 
and  their  marriage  remains,  for  obvi- 
ous reasons,  concealed.  The  first  scene 
in  which  they  appear  at  evening  in  the 
garden  of  the  lowly  cottage,  and  feast 
on  love's  delicious  converse,  is  very 
pretty,  although  not  very  rational,  and 
serves  to  interest  us  for  the  simple, 
beautiful,  and  affectionate  Floribel. 

"  Come,  come,  my  love,  or  shall  I  call 
you  bride  ? 

Floribel.      E'en  what  you  will,  so  that 
you  hold  rne  dear. 

Hesperus.     Well,    both  my  love  and 

bride  ;  see,  here's  a  bower 
Of  Eglantine  with  honeysuckles  woven, 
Where  not  a  snark  of  iirvinnr  licht  crccns  in. 
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So  closely  do  the  sweets  enfold  each  other. 
'Tis  Twilight's  home;  come  in,  my  gentle 

love, 

And  talk  to  me.     So  !  I've  a  rival  here ; 
What's  this  that  sleeps  so  sweetly  on  your 

neck? 

Flor.    Jealous  so  soon,  my  Hesperus? 

Look  then, 

It  is  a  bunch  of  flowers  I  pulled  for  you  ; 
Here's  the  blue  violet,  like  Pandora's  eye, 
When  first  it  darkened  with  immortal  life. 

Hcs.     Sweet  as  thy  lips.     Fie  on  those 

taper  fingers, 
Have  they  been  brushing  the  long  grass 

aside 

To  drag  the  daisy  from  it's  hiding-place, 
Where  it  shuns  light,  the  Danae  of  flowers, 
With  gold  up-hoarded  on  its  virgin  lap  ? 

Flor.  And  here's  a  treasure  that  I  found 

by  chance, 

A  lily  of  the  valley  ;  low  it  lay 
Over  a  mossy  mound,  withered  and  weep- 
ing 
As  on  a  fairy's  grave." 

After  some  soft  talk  and  fond  en- 
dearments, not  unmixed  with  some 
natural  tears,  Floribel  gives  utterance 
to  those  thoughts  ' '  that  in  the  happi- 
ness of  love  make  the  heart  sink" — they 
part,  and  the  short  scene  passes  by  like 
a  dream. 

Hesperus  has  a  rival  in  the  affec- 
tions of  Floribel,  "  the  Diana  of  our 
Forests,"  named  Orlando,  who  throws 
old  Lord  Ernest,  the  father  of  Hes- 
perus, into  prison,  on  account  of  a  debt, 
"  of  which  his  whole  estate  is  scarce 
a  fourth."  This  debt,  however,  is  not 
to  be  claimed,  provided  Hesperus  con- 
sent to  wed  Olivia,  in  which  case 
Orlando  hopes  to  espouse  Floribel. 
This  is  a  clumsy  contrivance,  .but  it 
cannot  be  helped.  Accordingly  Hes- 
perus is  admitted  to  his  father,  in  chains 
and  in  a  dungeon,  when  the  following 
dialogue  ensues. 

"  Lord  Ernest.  Oh  set  me  free,  I  cannot 

bear  this  air. 

If  thou  dost  recollect  those  fearful  hours, 
When  I  kept  watch  beside  my  precious 

boy, 
And  saw  the  day  but  on  his  pale  dear 

face; 
If  thou  didst  think  me  in  my  gentlest 

moods, 
Patient  and  mild,   and    even   somewhat 

kind ; 

Oh  give  me  back  the  pity  that  I  lent, 
Pretend  at  least  to  love  and  comfort  me. 

Hesp.    Speak  not  so  harshly  ;  I'm  not 

rich  enough 

To  pay  one  quarter  of  the  dues  of  love, 
Yet  something  I  would  do.    Shew  me  the 

way, 
I  will  revenge  thee  well. 

Lor.d  Ern.        But  whilst  thou'rt  gone, 


The  dread  diseases  of  the  place  will  come 

And  kill  me  wretchedly.    No,  I'll  be  free. 

Heap.    Aye,  that  thou  shalt.     I'll  do  ; 

what  will  I  not  ? 

I'll  get  together  all  the  world's  true  hearts, 
And  if  they're  few,  there's  spirit  in  my 

breast 
Enough  to  animate  a  thousand  dead. 

Lord  Ern.  My  son, 

We  need  not  this  ;  a  word  of  thine  will 

serve. 
Hesp.  Were  it  my  soul's  last  sigh,  I'd 

give  it  thee. 
Lord  Ern.  Marry. 
Hesp.  I—cannot. 

Lord  Ern.      But  thou  dost  not  know 
Thy  best-loved  woos  thee.    Oft  I've  stood 

unseen, 

In  some  of  those  sweet  evenings  you  re- 
member, 
Watching  your  innocent  and  beauteous 

play, 

(More  innocent  because  you  thought  it  se- 
cret, 

More  beautiful  because  so  innocent ;) 
Oh  !  then  I  knew  how  blessed  a  thing  I 

was 

To  have  a  son  so  worthy  of  Olivia. 
Hesp.  Olivia ! 

Lord  Ern.  Blush  not,  though  I  name 

your  mistress, 
You  soon  shall  wed  her. 

Hesp.  I  will  wed  the  plague  ! 

I  would  not  grudge  my  life,  for  that's  a 

thing, 

A  misery,  thou  gavest  me  :  but  to  wed 
Olivia  ;  there's  damnation  in  the  thought. 
Lord  Ern.   Come,   speak  to  him,  my 

chains,  for  ye've  a  voice 
To  conquer  every  heart  that's  not  your 

kin? 

Oh  !  that  ye  were  my  son,  for  then  at  least 
He  would  be  with  me.    How  I  loved  him 

once ! 
Aye,  when  I  thought  him  good  ;  but  now 

—Nay,  still 
He  must  be  good,  and  I,   I  have  been 

harsh, 

I  feel,  I  have  not  prized  him  at  his  worth  ; 
And  yet  I  think  if  Hesperus  had  erred, 
I  could  have  pardoned  him,  indeed  I  could. 
Hesp.  We'll  live  together. 

Lord  Ern.        No,  for  I  shall  die ; 
But  that's  no  matter. 

Hesp.         Bring  the  priest,  the  bride. 
Quick,  quick.    These  fetters  have  infected 

him 
With  slavery's  sickness.     Yet  there  is  a 

secret, 
'Twixt  heaven  and  me,  forbids  it.     Tell 

me,  father ; 

Were  it  not  best  for  both  to  die  at  once  ? 
Lord  Ern.  Die  !  thou  hast  spoke  a  word, 

that  makes  my  heart 
Grow  sick  and  wither ;  thou  hast  palsied 

me 

To  death.  Live  thou  to  wed  some  worthier 
maid; 
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Know  that  thy  father  chose  this  sad  seclu- 
sion; 

(Ye  rebel  lips,  why  do  you  call  it  sad  P) 
Should  I  die  soon,  think  not  that  sorrow 

caused  it, 

But,  if  you  recollect  my  name,  bestow  it 
Upon  your  best-loved  child,  and  when  you 

give  him 
His  grandsire's  blessing,  add  not  that  he 

perished 
A  wretched  prisoner. 

Hesp.  Stop,  or  I  am  made 

I  know  not  what,— perhaps    a    villain. 

Curse  me, 
Oh  if  you  love  me,  curse. 

Lord  Ern.        Aye,  thou  shalt  hear 
A  father's  curse  ;  if  fate  hath  put  a  moment 
Of  pain  into  thy  life  ;  a  sigh,  a  word, 
A  dream  of  woe  ;   be  it  transferred  to 

mine; 
And  for  thy   days  ;   oh !   never   may  a 

thought 

Of  others'  sorrow,  even  of  old  Ernest's, 
Darken  their  calm  uninterrupted  bliss, 
And  be  thy  end— oh  !  anything  but  mine, 
Hesp.  Guilt,  thou  art  sanctified  in  such 

a  cause ; 
Guards ;  (they  enter)  I  am  ready.  Let  me 

say't  so  low, 

So  quickly  that  it  may  escape  the  ear 
Of  watchful  angels  ;  I  will  do  it  all. 
Lord  Ern.  There's  nought  to  do  ;  I've 

learned  to  love  this  solitude. 
Farewell,  my  son.     Nay,  never  heed  the 

fetters, 
We  can  make  shift  to  embrace. 

Hesp.  Lead  him  to  freedom, 

And  tell  your  lord  I  will  not,  that's  I  will. 
(Exeunt  Lord  Ernest  and  guards.) 
Here,  fellow ;  put  your  hand  upon  my 

mouth 
Till  they  are  out  of  hearing.     Leave  me 

now. 
No,  stay ;  come  near  me,  nearer  yet  Now 

fix 
The  close  attention  of  your  eyes  on  mine." 

Soon  after  his  father's  liberation, 
Hesperus  visits  his  Floribel  in  her  cot- 
tage, but  finds  her  rather  coy  and  fret- 
ted by  his  too-long  absence.  During 


this  lovers'  quarrel,  Orlando's  boy  gives 
a  letter  to  Floribel,  who  reads  it,  and 
then  dismisses  him  with  a  kiss.  Hespe- 
rus either  feels  or  feigns  jealousy,  and 
parts  from  his  unhappy  wife,  with  dis- 
pleasure and  anger.  He  is  next  intro- 
duced to  Olivia,  who  proves  to  be  a 
most  engaging  and  delightful  crea- 
ture ;  and  Hesperus,  alas  !  transfers 
his  affection  to  her,  from  his  own  Flo- 
ribel. This  scene  is  managed  with 
considerable  skill,  and  reminds  one  of 
something  in  Ford  or  Massinger.  We 
see  that  the  affection  of  the  fickle, 
weak,  and  unprincipled  Hesperus  for 
Floribel,  has  given  way  under  the  fa- 


scination of  a  beautiful  woman  of  his 

own  rank,  and  that  misery  and  death 

are  about  to  knock  at  the  door  of  that 

humble  cottage. 

"  Floribel, 

I  would  not  have  thee  cross  my  path  to 
night ; 

There  is  an  indistinct  dread  purpose  form- 
ing, 

Something,  whose  depth  of  wickedness  ap- 
pears 

Hideous,  incalculable,  but  inevitable ; 

Now  it  draws  nearer,  and  I  do  not  shud- 
der; 

Avaunt !  haunt  me  no  more ;  I  dread  it 
not, 

But  almost — hence !  I  must  not  be  alone." 

In  this  unhallowed  state  of  mind  he 
retires  to  rest,  but  finds  none,   and 
starts  up  from  horror-haunted  dreams. 
"  Hesperus  discovered  in  a  disturbed 

slumber. 

Hesperus,  (starting from  his  couch.) 
Who  speaks  ?  Who  whispers  there  ?  A 

light !  a  light  ! 
I'll  search  the  room,  something  hath  called 

me  thrice, 
With   a  low  muttering  voice  of  toadish 

hisses, 

And  thrice  I  slept  again.  But  still  it  came 
Nearer  and  nearer,  plucked  my  mantle  from 

me, 
And  made  mine  heart  an  ear,  in  which  it 

poured 
Its  loathed  enticing  courtship.  Ho !  a  light. 

Enter  Attendant  with  a  torch. 
Thou  drowsy  snail,  thy  footsteps  are  asleep, 
Hold  up  the  torch. 

Attend.        My  lord,  you  are  disturbed. 
Have  you  seen  aught  ? 

Hesp.  I  lay  upon  my  bed, 

And  something  in  the  air,  out-jetting  night, 
Converting  feeling  to  intenser  vision, 
Featured  its  ghastly  self  upon  my  soul 
Deeper  than  sight. 

Attend.         This  is  Delusion  surely  ; 
She's  busy  with  men's  thoughts  at  all  night 

hours, 

And  to  the  waking  subtle  apprehension 
The  darkling  chamber's  still  and  sleepy  air 
Hath  breath  and  motion  oft. 

Hesp.  Lift  up  the  hangings,  mark  the 

doors,  the  corners ; 
Seest  nothing  yet  ?  No  face  of  fiend-like 

mirth 
More  frightful  than  the  fixed  and  doggish 

grin 
Of  a  dead  madman  ? 

Attend.  Nought  I  see,  my  lord, 

Save  the  long,  varied  crowd  of  warlike 

shapes 
Set  in  the  stitched  picture. 

Hesp.  Heard  ye  then  ? 

There  was  a  sound,  as  though  some  mar- 
ble tongue 

Moved  on  its  rusty  hinge,  syllabling  harshly 
The  hoarse  death-rattle  into  speech. 
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Attend.  The  wind  is  high,  and  through 

the  silent  rooms 

Murmurs  his  burthen,  to  an  heedless  ear 
Almost  articulate. 

Hesp.  Thou  sleepest,  fool, 

A  voice  has  been  at  my  bedside  to-night, 
Its  breath  is  burning  on  my  forehead  still, 
Still  o'er  my  brain  its  accents,  wildly  sweet, 
Hover  and  fall.     Away  and  dream  again, 
I'll  watch  myself. 

[I7e  takes  the  torch  and  turns  to 
the  hangings." 

The  horror  of  his  reason  is  more 
distinctly  avowed  in  his  soliloquy. 
"  Speak  !  who  is  at  my  ear  ? 
•    [He  turns  and  addresses  his  shadow. 

I  know  thee  now, 

I  know  the  hideous  laughter  of  thy  face. 
'Tis  Malice'  eldest  imp,  the  heir  of  hell, 
Red-handed  Murther.  Slow  it  whispers 

me, 
Coaxingly  with  its  serpent  voice.     Well 

sung, 
Syren  of  Acheron. 

I'll  not  look  on  thee  ; 
Why  does  thy  frantic  weapon  dig  the  air 
With   such   most   frightful   vehemence  ? 

Back,  back, 

Tell  the  dark  grave  I  will  not  give  it  food. 
Back  to  thy  home  of  night.   What !  play- 

est  thou  still  ? 
Then  thus  I  banish  thee.  Out,  treacherous 

torch, 

Sure  thou  wert  kindled  in  infernal  floods, 
Or  thy  bright  eye  would  blind  at  sights 
like  this. 

[Dashes  the  torch  on  the  ground. 
Tempt  me  no  more,  I  tell  thee  Floribel 
Shall  never   bleed.     I  pray  thee,   guilty 

word, 
Tempt  me  no  more." 

He  now  roams  about  in  the  dark- 
ness, sullen,  fierce,  and  distracted ; 
and  hints  are  dropped,  that  there  is  a 
taint  of  madness  in  his  mind.  A  great 
deal  of  fine  poetry  occurs  in  this  part 
of  the  drama,  but  throughout  either 
extravagant,  or  bordering  on  extrava- 
gance. It  is,  however,  effective  ;  and 
we  quote,  as  a  proof  of  this  young 
poet's  fine  powers,  the  first  scene  of 
the  third  act. 

"  An  apartment  in  Orlando's  Palace. 
Hesperus  seated.     Attendants.     Enter  to 

them  Claudia. 

Claud.  The  bridegroom's  here  ? 
Attend.  Yonder  he  sits,  my  lord, 
And  since  the  morn's  first  hour,  without 

the  motion 

Even  of  a  nerve,  as  he  were  growing  mar- 
ble, 
Has  sat  and  watched,  the  sun  blazed  in  at 

noon 

With  light  enough  to  blind  an  eagle's  ken, 
He  felt  it  not,  although  his  eye-balls  gla- 
red 
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Horribly  bright:  I  spoke:   he  heard  me 

not : 
And  when  I  shook  his  arm,  slept  on  in 

thought ; 
I  pray  you  try  him. 

Claud.  Sir,  good  Hesperus, 
I  wait  at  your  desire  ;  we  are  to  end 
Our  match  at  tennis.    Will  you  walk  with 

me  ? 

Attend.  Your  voice  is  weak  as  silence  to 
his  sense. 

Enter  Orlando. 
Orlan.  My  brother,  you  must  join  us  at 

the  banquet ; 
We  wait  your  coming  long ;  how's  this  ? 

Attend.  My  lord, 
Like  trance  has  held  him  since  the  dawn 

of  day, 
He  has  looked  down  upon  yon  wood  since 

then, 
Speechless  and  still. 

Enter  Lord  Ernest. 
Lord  Ern.  Now,  health  and  good  be 

here, 
For  I  have  missed  my  son  this  livelong 

day. 

Why,  what  an  idle  loiterer  thou  art ; 
By  this  your  vacant  sight  must  ache  with 

gazing 
Upon  that  view.    Arise,  I'd  have  you  with 

me 

To  fix  upon  some  posy  for  the  ring 
You  wed  your  love  with.     Death !  Some 

fearful  change 
Is  here.    Speak ;  speak,  and  tell  me  if  he 

lives. 
Attend.  He  does,  my  lord,  if  breathing 

is  to  live, 

But  in  all  else  is  like  the  coffined  dead  ; 
Motion  and  speech  he  lacks. 

Lord  Ern.  Oh  heavens,  Orlando, 

Tell  me  'tis  false. 

Orlan.         I  would  'twere  in  my  power, 
But  it  doth  seem  too  true. 

Lord  Ern.  Ride  like  the  wind, 

Fetch  him  the  aid  of  medicine.    See  you 

not 

Some  vision  has  come  to  him  in  the  night, 
And  stole  his  eyes,  and  ears,  and  tongue 
away? 

Enter  Olivia. 

Oh,  you  are  come  in  time  to  see  him  die ; 
Look,  look,  Olivia,  look ;  he  knows  us 

not;— 
My  son,  if  thou  dost  hear  me,  speak  one 

word, 
And  I  will  bless  thee. 

Orlan.  He  is  dumb  indeed. 
Olivia.  Let  me  corne  near  him.     Dear- 
est Hesperus, 
If  thou  beholdest  these  poor  unbeauteous 

cheeks, 
Which  first  thy  flattering  kindness  taught 

to  blush ; 
Or  if  thou  hearest  a  voice,   that's  only 

sweet 

When  it  says  Hesperus  ^  oh  gentle  love, 
Speak  anything,  even  that  thou  hatest  Oli- 
via, 
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And  I  will  thank  thee  for't ;  or  if  some 

horror 

Has  frozen  vip  the  fountain  of  thy  words, 
Give  but  a  sign. 

Claud.  Lady,  alas,  'tis  vain. 

Olivia  {"kneeling.)  Nay,  he  shall  speak, 

or  I  will  never  move, 
But  thus  turn  earth  beseeching  his  dull 

hand, 

And  let  the  grass  grow  over  me.    I'll  hold 
A  kind  of  converse  with  my  raining  eyes, 
For  if  he  sees  not,  nor  doth  hear,  he'll 

know 

The  gentle  feel  of  his  Olivia's  tears. 
Claud.  Sweet  sir,  look  on  her. 
Orlan.  Brother. 
Olivia.  Husband. 

Lord  Em.  Son, 

Kind  heaven,  let  him  hear,  though  death 
should  call  him. 

|  Pause,  a  clock  strikes." 

Hesperus  has  now  wrought  his  cou- 
rage to  the  striking  place,  and  goes  to 
the  cottage,  where  he  had  often  been 
so  blest,  to  murder  Floribel.  Per- 
haps, after  Othello  and  Desdemona, 
no  man  should  ever  murder  his  wife 
more,  except  off  the  stage.  Dr  John- 
son thanked  God  when  he  had  done 
annotating  on  that  dreadful  scene. 
Mr  Beddoes  has  here  conceived  some- 
thing very  fearful — in  our  opinion, 
much  beyond  what  lately  occurred 
near  Gill's-hill  cottage. 

"  Flor.  Hence  did  I  seem  to  hear  a  hu~ 

man  voice, 
Yet  there  is  nought,  save  a  low  moaning 

sound, 

As  if  the  spirits  of  the  earth  and  air 
Were  holding  sad  and  ominous  discourse. 
And  much  I  fear  me  I  have  lost  my  path  ; 
Oh  how  these  brambles  tear  ;  here  'twixt 

the  willows ; 
Ha!    something  stirs,  my  silly  prattling 

nurse 

Says  that  fierce  shaggy  wolves  inhabit  here, 
And  'tis  in  sooth  a  dread  and  lonely  place ; 
There,  there  again ;  a  rustling  in  the 

leaves. 

Enter  Hesperus. 

'Tis  he  at  last ;  why  dost  thou  turn  away, 
And  lock  thy  bosom  from  my  first  em- 

brace  ? 
I  am  so  tired  and  frightened  ;  but  thou'rt 

here; 
I   knew  thou  wouldst  be  faithful  to  thy 

promise, 
And  claim  me  openly.   Speak,  let  me  hear 

thy  voice, — 
Tell  me  the  joyful  news. 
Heap.  Ay,  I  am  come 
In  all   my  solemn  pomp,  Darkness  and 

Fear, 

And  the  groat  Tempest  in  his  midnight  car, 
The  sword  of  lightning  girt  across  his 

thigh, 


And  the  whole  daemon   brood  of  night, 
blind  Fog 

And  withering  Blight,  all  these  are  my  re- 
tainers ; 

How  :  not  one  smile  for  all  this  bravery  ? 

What  think   you   of   my  minstrels,    the 
hoarse  winds, 

Thunder,  and  tuneful  Discord  ?  Hark,  they 

play. 
Well    piped,    methinks ;     somewhat  too 

rough,  perhaps. 

Flor.  I  know  you  practise  on  my  silli- 
ness, 

Else  I  might  be  well  scared.     But  leave 
this  mirth, 

Or  I  must  weep. 

Hesp.  'Twill  serve  to  fill  the  goblets 

For  our  carousal ;  but  we  loiter  here, 

The  bridemaids  are  without ;  well-pick'd 
thou'lt  say, 

Wan  ghosts  of  woe-begone,  self-slaughter- 
ed damsels 

In  their  best  winding-sheets  ;  start  not,  I 
bid  them  wipe 

Their  gory  bosoms  ;  they'll  look  wondrous 
comely ; 

Our  link-boy,  Will  o'  the  Wisp,  is  wait- 
ing too 

To  light  us  to  our  grave — bridal,  I  mean. 
Flor.  Ha  !  how  my  veins  are  chilled — 

why,  Hesperus ! 

Hesp.  What  hero  of  thy  dreams  art 
calling  girl  ? 

Look  in  my  face — Is't  mortal  ?  Dost  thou 
think 

The  voice  that  calls  thee  is  not  of  a  mouth 

Long  choaked  with  dust !  What,  though 
I  have  assumed 

This  garb  of  flesh,  and  with  it  the  affec- 
tions, 

The  thoughts  and  weakness  of  mortality  ? 

'Twas  but  for  thee ;  and  now  thou  art  my 
bride ; 

Lift  up  thine  eyes  and  smile — the  bride  of 

death. 

Flor.  Hold,    hold.     My   thoughts   are 
'wildered.     Is  my  fancy 

The  churlish  fmmer  of  these  fearful  words, 

Or  do  I  live  indeed  to  such  a  fate  ? 

Oh  !  no,  I  recollect ;  I  have  not  waked 

Since   Hesperus  left  me  in   the  twilight 

bower. 
Hesp.  Come,  we'll  to  our  chamber, 

The  cypress  shade  hangs  o'er  our  stony 
couch 

A  goodly  canopy  ;  be  mad  and  merry  ; 

There'll  be  a  jovial  feast  among  the  worms. 
[Aside. 

Fiends,  strew  your  fiercest  fire  about  my 
heart, 

Or  she  will  melt  it. 

Flor.  Oh,  that  look  of  fury  ! 

What's  this  about  my  eyes  ?  ah  !  deadly 
night, 

No  light,  no  hope,  no  help. 

Hetf.  What  !  Darcst  thou  tremble 

Under  thy  husband's  arm,  darest  think  of 
fear  ? 

Dost  dread  me,  me  ? 
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Flor.  I  know  not  what  to  dread, 
Nor  what  to  hope ;  all's  horrible  and  doubt- 
ful; 
And  coldness  creeps — 

Hesp.  She  swoons,  poor  girl,  she  swoons. 
And,  treacherous  daemons,  ye've  allowed  a 

drop 

To  linger  in  my  eyes.     Out,  out  for  ever. 
I'm  fierce  again.     Now,  shall  I  slay  the 

victim 
As  she  lies  senseless  ?   ah,   she  wakes ; 

cheer  up, 
'Twas  but  a  jest. 

Flor.  A  dread  and  cruel  one  ; 
But  I'll  forgive  you,  if  you  will  be  kind  ; 
And  yet  'twas  frightful. 

Hesp.  Why,  'twere  most  unseemly 
For  one  marked  for  the  grave  to  laugh  too 

loud. 
Flor.  Alas  !  he  raves  again.     Sweetest, 

what  mean  you 
By  these  strange  words  ? 

Hesp.  What  mean  I  ?  Death  and  murder, 
Darkness  and  misery.  To  thy  prayers  and 

shrift ; 
Earth  gives  thee  back  ;  thy  God  hath  sent 

me  for  thee, 
Repent  and  die. 

Flor.         Oh,  if  thou  wiliest  it,  love, 
If  thou  but  speak  it  with  thy  natural  voice, 
And  smile  upon  me ;  I'll  not  think  it  pain, 
But  cheerfully  I'll  seek  me  out  a  grave, 
And  sleep  as   sweetly   as  oa   Hesperus' 

breast. 

He  will  not  smile,  he  will  not  listen  to  me. 
Why  dost  thou  thrust  thy  fingers  in  thy 

bosom  ? 

Oh  search  it,  search  it ;  see  if  there  remain 
One  little  remnant  of  thy  former  love 
To  dry  my  tears  with. 

Hesp.         Well,  speak  on  ;  and  then, 
When  thou  hast  done  thy  tale,  I  will  but 

kill  thee. 
Come  tell  me  all  my  vows,  how  they  are 

broken, 
Say  that  my  love  was  feigned,  and  black 

deceit, 

Pour  out  thy  bitterest,  till  untamed  wrath 
Melt  all  his  chains  off  with  his  fiery  breath, 
And  rush  a-hungering  out. 

Flor.         Oh  piteous  heavens  ! 
I   see  it  now,  some  wild  and  poisonous 

creature 
Hath  wounded  him,  and  with  contagious 

fang 

Planted  this  fury  in  his  veins.  He  hides 
The  mangled  fingers — Dearest,  trust  them 

to  me, 

I'll  suck  the  madness  out  of  every  pore, 
So  as  I  drink  it  boiling  from  thy  wound, 
Death  will  be  pleasant.  Let  me  have  the 

hand, 
And  I  will  treat  it  like  another  heart. 

Hesp.         Here  'tis  then.       [Stabs  her. 
Shall  I  thrust  deeper  yet  ? 

Flor.  Quite  through  my  soul, 

That  all  my  senses,  deadened  at  the  blow, 
May  never  know  the  giver.  Oh,  my  love, 
Some  spirit  in  thy  sleep  hath  stole  thy  body 
And  filled  it  to  the  brim  with  cruelty  ; 
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Farewell,  and  may  no  busy  deathful  tongue 
Whisper  this  horror  in  thy  waking  ears, 
Lest  some  dread  desperate   sorrow  urge 

thy  soul 
To  deeds  of  wickedness.     Whose  kiss  is 

that? 

His  lips  are  ice.     Oh  my  loved  Hesperus, 
Help!  [Dies." 

The  murderer  buries  his  bride — 
but  is  seen  by  one  Hubert  and  his 
huntsman,  who  think  him  a  miser 
hiding  treasure,  and  dig  up  the  warm 
corpse.  He  is  afterwards  seized  at  his 
marriage  feast. 

He  is  tried,  condemned,  and  brought 
out  to  the  scaffold.  There  Floribel's 
mother,  Lenora,  gives  him  a  bouquet 
of  flowers  to  smell,  impregnated  with 
deadly  poison,  having  herself  imbibed 
the  mortal  fragrance  ;  and  they  both 
die  after  a  few  words  suitable  to  their 
respective  characters. 

This  is  a  hasty  and  imperfect  sketch 
of  the  drama ;  but  we  have  said  enough 
and  extracted  enough,  to  enable  our 
readers  to  judge  of  the  powers  of  this 
new  aspirant  after  poetical  honours. 
His  language,  it  will  be  seen,  is  ele- 
gant, and  his  versification  constructed 
on  a  good  principle.  It  is  dramatic. 
He  has  no  mean  talents,  keen  percep- 
tions, and  fine  feelings.  He  has  evi- 
dently never  once  attempted  to  make 
his  different  characters  speak  natural- 
ly ;  they  all  declaim,  harangue,  spout, 
and  poetize  with  equal  xjase  and  ele- 
gance ;  and  when  they  go  mad,  which, 
towards  the  end,  they  almost  all  do, 
man,  woman,  and  child,  they  merely 
become  a  little  more  figurative  and 
metaphorical ;  but  the  train  of  their 
thoughts  and  feelings  proceeds  much 
the  same  as  when  they  were  in  their 
sober  senses.  But  to  point  out  the 
faults  of  this  composition  would  be 
absurd  indeed,  for  they  are  innumer- 
able and  glaring,  and  the  deuce  is  in 
it,  if  Mr  Beddoes  does  not  wonder  at 
himself  and  his  play,  before  he  is  three- 
and-twenty.  Wonder  he  may  and  will, 
but  he  need  never  to  be  ashamed  of 
it,  for  with  all  its  extravagancies,  and 
even  sillinesses  and  follies,  it  shews 
far  more  than  glimpses  of  a  true  poet- 
ical genius,  much  tender  and  deep 
feeling,  a  wantoning  sense  of  beauty, 
a  sort  of  light,  airy,  and  graceful  de- 
licacy of  imagination,  extremely  de- 
lightful, and  withal  a  pOAver  over  the 
darker  and  more  terrible  passions, 
which,  when  taught  and  strengthened 
by  knowledge  and  experience  of  hu- 
man life,  will,  we  hope,  and  almost 
trust,  enable  Mr  Beddoes  to  write  a 
bonafide  good  English  tragedy. 
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A  new  Edition  of  Mr  Alaric  Watts' 
"  POETICAL  SKETCHES,"  with  Illustra- 
tions, is  preparing  for  publication,  which 
will  include  "  GERTRUDE  DE  BALM,"  a 
Poetical  Sketch,  and  other  additional 
Poems. 

Journal  of  a  Second  Voyage  for  the 
Discovery  of  a  North- West  Passage, 
from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific,  per- 
formed in  the  years  1821,  1822,  1823, 
in  his  Majesty's  ships  Fury  and  Hecla, 
under  the  orders  of  Captain  William  Ed- 
ward Parry,  R.N. 

Appendix  of  Natural  History,  &c.  to 
Captain  Parry's  First  Voyage  of  Disco- 
very, with  Plates,  4to,  is  also  in  the 
press. 

Preparing  for  publication,  a  complete 
History  of  London,  Westminster,  and 
Southwark,  in  Three  Volumes  Folio,  the 
two  first  of  which  will  be  appropriated  to 
London,  and  will  form  an  entire  Work  ; 
and  the  Third  Volume  will  contain  the 
Histories  of  Westminster  and  Southwark, 
forming  also  a  distinct  Work,  but  on  a 
corresponding  scale.  By  John  Bayley, 
Esq.  F.A.S.,  of  the  Honourable  Society 
of  the  Middle  Temple,  and  one  of  his 
Majesty's  Sub-Commissioners  on  the 
Public  Records. 

Shortly  will  appear,  the  Character  of 
the  Russians,  and  a  detailed  History  of 
Moscow ;  with  an  Appendix,  containing 
various  Statistical  Tables;  the  method 
of  Instruction  pursued  in  the  Universi- 
ties of  Russia ;  and  an  Essay  on  the  Ori- 
gin and  Progress  of  Architecture  in  Mos- 
cow, &c.  &c.  &c.  By  Robert  Lyall,  M.D. 
Member  of  the  Imperial  Societies  of  Agri- 
culture and  Natural  History  at  Moscow, 
&c.  &c.  In  one  Volume  4to,  with  nu- 
merous Engravings. 

In  the  press,  Memorials  of  Columbus ; 
er,  a  Collection  of  Authentic  Documents 
of  that  celebrated  Navigator.  Now  first 
published  from  the  original  Manuscripts. 
By  authority  of  the  Decurions  of  Genoa. 
With  a  Memoir  of  his  Life  and  Discove- 
ries. Translated  from  the  Spanish  and 
Italian  ;  with  a  fine  Portrait  of  Colum- 
bus ;  Engravings  of  his  Monument  and 
Coat  of  Arms ;  and  two  Fac-similes  of 
his  Writing. 

The  Economy  of  the  Eyes  ;  Precepts 
for  the  Improvement  and  Preservation 
of  the  Sight.  Plain  Rules  which  will  en- 
able all  to  judge  exactly  when,  and  what 
Spectacles  are  best  calculated  for  their 


Eyes  ;  and  an  Essay  on  Opera  Glasses, 
&c.  By  William  Kitchiner,  M.D. 

Nearly  ready  for  publication,  Elements 
of  Arithmetic,  for  the  use  of  the  Gram- 
mar School,  Leeds,  and  adapted  -to  the 
general  objects  of  Education.  By  George 
Walker,  A.M.  late  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  and  Head  Master  of 
the  Grammar  School,  Leeds.  Second 
Edition. 

Volume  Second  of  the  Orlando  Furi- 
oso  of  Ariosto,  translated,  with  Notes, 
by  William  Stewart  Rose,  will  soon  ap- 
pear. 

The  Rev.  D.  P.  Davies,  author  of  the 
'  History  of  Derbyshire,'  has  issued  pro- 
posals for  publishing  by  subscription,  the 
History  and  Antiquities  of  the  Town  of 
Carmarthen,  and  Parish  of  Saint  Peter. 

The  Rev.  Harvey  Marriott  has  in  the 
press  a  Third  Course  of  Practical  Ser- 
mons for  Families. 

Mr  Bowring  and  Mr  Van  Dyke  are 
about  to  publish  a  Volume  of  translated 
Specimens  of  the  Dutch  Poets ;  with 
Remarks  on  the  Poetical  History  and 
Literature  of  the  Netherlands. 

Duke  Christian  of  Luneburg ;  or  Tra- 
ditions from  the  Hartz.  By  Miss  Jane 
Porter ;  dedicated,  by  the  most  gracious 
permission,  to  his  Majesty. 

Shortly  will  be  published,  the  History 
of  the  Commonwealth  of  England,  from 
the  Commencement  of  the  Civil  War  to 
the  Restoration  of  Charles  the  Second. 
By  William  Godwin. 

In  the  press,  a  Treatise  on  the  Law 
of  Boroughs  and  Corporations,  deduced 
from  the  earliest  to  the  present  times  ; 
and  including  their  General  History,  the 
History,  Origin,  and  Law  of  the  Right 
of  Election,  and  of  the  King's  Preroga- 
tive in  granting  Charters,  as  well  as  the 
binding  effect  of  Charters  and  Bye-laws, 
and  the  power  of  Corporations  to  admit 
Freemen  ;  with  an  Appendix  of  Records 
and  Charters  illustrative  of  these  points. 
By  H.  A.  Merewether,  Esq. 

A  Second  Edition  of  a  Journey  from 
the  Shores  of  Hudson's  Bay  to  the  Mouth 
of  the  Copper  Mine  Itiver,  and  from 
thence  in  Canoes,  upwards  of  Five  Hun- 
dred Miles,  and  of  the  return  of  the  Ex- 
pedition, overland,  to  Hudson's  Bay.  By 
Captain  John  Franklin,  R.  N.  is  about 
to  appear. 

The  New  Navigation  Acts,  with  Notes 
and  Observations;  also  the  Tables  of 
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Custom  Duties  and  Drawbacks,  List  of 
Articles  which  may  be  Warehoused,  and 
Bounties ;  the  new  Regulations  affecting 
Custom  House  Agents,  and  the  New 
Ship  Registry  Act;  with  an  Index  to 
the  whole.  By  Thomas  William  Tyn- 
dale,  is  now  in  the  press. 

The  Improvisatrice,  and  other  Poems, 
by  L.  E.  L.  are  about  to  appear. 

Ballantyne's  Novelist's  Library,  with 
Lives  of  the  Authors,  by  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  Bart.  Volumes  VI,  VII,  and 
VIII,  royal  octavo,  containing  the  No- 
vels of  Richardson,  complete. 

The  Outcasts  ;  a  Romance.  By  the 
Baroness  de  la  Motte  Fouque;  transla- 
ted by  George  Soame,  is  announced. 

The  Suffolk  Papers,  from  the  Collec- 
tion of  the  Marchioness  of  Londonderry; 
with  Historical,  Biographical,  and  Expla- 
natory Notes,  and  an  original  whole 
length  Portrait  of  the  Countess  of  Suf- 
folk. Two  vols.  8vo. 

An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the 
Anatomy  of  the  Human  Body,  particu- 
larly designed  for  the  use  of  Artists  ; 
translated  from  the  German  of  J.  H. 
Lavater,  and  illustrated  by  27  lithogra- 
phic Plates,  is  now  in  the  press. 

Dr  Carey  has  issued  proposals  for  pub- 
lishing, by  subscription,  Lexicon  Analo- 
gico-Latinum,  on  the  plan  of  Hooge- 
veen's  Greek  Lexicon ;  with  an  Index, 
Etymologicus,  nearly  resembling  that  of 
Gesner. 

A  New  Edition  of  Professor  Buck- 
land's  Reliquiae  Diluvianae,  attesting  the 
Action  of  an  Universal  Deluge,  with  27 
Plates,  4to. 

The  Novel  of  the  «  Highlanders,'  by 
the  Author  of  the  Hermit  in  London, 
will  soon  appear. 

De  Clifford ;  a  Romance  of  Red  Rose ; 
a  Poem,  in  Twelve  Books. 

Count  Pecchio  is  about  to  publish  a 
Diary  of  Political  Events  in  Spain  during 
the  year. 

Procrastination ;  or  the  Vicar's  Daugh- 
ter, by  Sholto  Percy,  is  now  in  the  press. 
The  Spirit  of  the  British  Essayists ; 
comprizing  the  best  papers  on  Life,  Man- 
ners, and  Literature,  contained  in  the 
Spectator,  Tatler,  Guardian,  &c. 

No.  I.  of  British  Entomology,  or  Il- 
lustrations and  Descriptions  of  the  Ge- 
nera of  Insects  found  in  Great  Britain 
and  Ireland,  by  John  Curtis,  F.L.S.  will 
appear  in  January,  to  be  continued 
monthly. 

Original  Letters  in  the  times  of  Henry 
VI.,  Edward  IV.,  and  V.,  Richard  III., 
and  Henry  VII.  By  various  Persons  of 
Rank  and  Consideration,  with  Portraits, 
Fac-similes,  &c.  ;  with  Notes,  &c.  by 
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the  late  Sir  John  Fenn,  4to.,  has  been 
announced. 

Plain  Instructions  to  Executors  and 
Administrators,  shewing  the  Duties  and 
Responsibilities  incident  to  the  due  per- 
formance of  their  Trusts ;  with  Direc- 
tions respecting  the  Probate  of  Wills, 
and  making  out  Letters  of  Administra- 
tion, &c.  &c.  is  now  in  the  press. 

Mr.  Wirgman  is  about  to  publish  a 
faithful  Translation  from  the  original 
German,  of  Kant's  work,  entitled,  *  The 
Critic  of  Pure  Reason.' 

A  new  Periodical  is  about  to  appear, 
under  the  title,  *  The  Westminster  Re- 
view ;'  to  be  published  quarterly.  7:^ 
An  Endeavour,  by  comparing  Scrip- 
ture with  Scripture,  to  reconcile  the  ap- 
pearances of  Contradiction  between  St 
Paul  and  St  James,  in  their  Statement 
of  the  Doctrine  of  Justification;  in  Three 
Essays. 

Mr.  Charles  Bell's  Essays  on  the  Pas- 
sions, as  they  are  exhibited  in  the  Changes 
of  the  Countenance;  on  the  Origin  of 
our  Conceptions  of  Beauty  in  the  forms 
of  the  Head,  &c.  A  new  and  improved 
Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrative 
Plates. 

Adventures  of  Hajji  Baba.  Three  vols. 
Shortly  will  be  published,  Three  Large 
Coloured  Prints,  representing  «  Sub 
Ways,'  for  the  reception  of  the  Water 
and  Gas  Pipes,  and  access  to  the  Sewers, 
without  opening  the  ground  and  the  Pa- 
ving in  the  streets,  of  all  cities  and  towns 
in  every  part  of  the  world.  11s.  the  set. 
Shortly  will  be  published,  a  Descrip- 
tion and  Plans  of  the  Method  for  con- 
structing the  Fire  Damp  Pump,  alluded 
to  in  the  Courier  of  November  8. 

A  Sixth  Edition  of  the  Life  of  the  Rev. 
Thomas  Scott,  Rector  of  Aston  Sand- 
ford.  By  John  Scott,  M.  A.,  with  a  Por- 
trait, is  in  the  press. 

Dr  Forster's  Perennial  Calender,  and 
Companion  to  the  Almanac,  containing 
Illustrations  of  the  Calender  for  every 
day,  will  soon  appear. 

The  Book  of  the  Church.  By  Robert 
Southey,  L.L.D.  In  2  vols.  8vo. 

Sixteen  Lectures  on  the  Influence  of 
the  Holy  Spirit:  By  the  Rev.  Thomas 
Mortimer,  M.A.  Lecturer  of  St  Olave's, 
Southwark,  and  St  Leonard's,  Shore- 
ditch,  will  soon  be  published. 

Eccentric  Letters  of  Eminent  Men 
and  Women,  including  several  of  Foote, 
Dean  Swift,  Garrick,  &c.  has  been  an- 
nounced. 

A  Tour  through  the  Upper  Provinces 
of  Hindoostan,  comprizing  a  period  be- 
tween the  years  1804  and  1814,  with  Re- 
marks,  and    Authentic    Anecdotes ;    to 
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which  will  be  added,  a  Guide  up  the 
river  Ganges  from  Calcutta  to  Cawnpore, 
Futtch,  Ghur,  Medrat,  &c. 

The  Vespers  of  Palermo ;  a  Tragedy 
in  Five  Acts,  is  now  in  the  press. 

The  Green  House  Companion,  intend- 
ed as  a  Familiar  Manual  for  the  General 
Management  of  a  Green  House.  By  Dr 
Thornton. 

Portraits  of  the  Worthies  of  Westmin- 
ster Hall,  with  their  Autographs  ;  being 
Fac-simiiies  of  Original  Sketches  found 
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in  the  Note-book  of  a  Briefless  Barris- 
ter. 

Memoirs  of  the  Rev.  C.  Church,  late 
Chaplain  on  the  Hon.  East  India  Com  - 
pany's  Bombay  Establishment.  By  the 
Rev.  J.  Hough. 

The  Italian  Interpreter  ;  consisting  of 
Copious  and  Familiar  Conversations.  By 
A.  Bernardo: 

Letters  from  the  Caucasus  and  Geor- 
gia, with  Maps  and  Plates,  are  announ- 
ced. 
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Adam  Blair.  The  second  edition,  cor- 
rected, will  be  published  in  a  few  days,  in 
one  volume,  12mo. 

Tournay ;  or  Alaster  of  Kempelcairn. 
By  the  Author  of  the  "  Fire-Eater;" 
I2mo. 

A  new  Edition  of  the  Philosophical 
Writings  of  David  Hume.  It  will  con- 
tain the  Treatise  on  Human  Nature, 
together  with  the  other  Essays  and 
Treatises  on  Morals,  Politics,  and  the 
Belles  Lettres,  including  all  the  Essays 
omitted  in  the  later  editions.  The  Au- 
thor's most  remarkable  corrections  and 
alterations,  as  they  occur  in  the  different 
impressions,  will  be  added  in  the  shape 
of  Notes,  and  the  Life,  written  by  him- 
self, will  be  prefixed  to  the  whole. 

In  the  press  and  speedily  will  be  pub- 
lished, Traditions  of  Edinburgh,  or  Le- 
gends and  Anecdotes  respecting  the  City 
in  former  times. 

Volume  Third  of  an  Etymological 
Dictionary  of  the  Scottish  Language  ; 
in  which  the  words  are  explained  in  their 
different  senses,  and  deduced  from  tlwir 
originals.  By  John  Jamieson,  D.D.  Fel- 
low of  the  Royal  Society  of  Edin.  &c. 

The  History  of  Scotland,  from  1436  to 
156J,  including  the  reigns  of  James  II., 
III.,  IV.,  and  V.,  and  ending  at  Queen 
Mary's  return  from  France.  By  John 
Lesly,  Bishop  of  Ross.  Written  in  the 
Scottish  Language  about  the  year  1570, 
and  mentioned  in  the  Bishop's  Dedica- 
tion to  the  three  last  books  of  his  La- 
tin History.  In  4to.,  uniform  with  Bel- 
lenden's  Chronicles  of  Scotland,  of  which 
it  forms  an  appropriate  continuation.  It 
is  the  intention  of  the  publishers  to  print 
similar  editions  of  all  the  Histories  of 


Scotland  written  in  the  ancient  Scottish 
language. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Theory  and  Prac- 
tice of  Music:  By  G.  F.  Graham,  Esq. 

An  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings 
of  the  late  Thomas  Brown,  M.D.  Pro- 
fessor of  Moral  Philosophy  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Edinburgh.  By  the  Rev.  Da- 
vid Welsh,  Minister  of  Crossmichael.  In 
8vo.  with  a  Portrait  engraved  by  Walker. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Law  or  Libel.  By 
John  Borthwick,  Esq.  Advocate. 

An  Italian  translation  of  Dodsley's 
Economy  of  Human  Life — rendered  into 
that  language  by  Signer  Aloisi,  a  native 
of  Tuscany. 

"  Recollections  of  an  eventful  life, 
chiefly  passed  in  the  Army.  By  a  Sol- 
dier," containing  Sketches  of  R  Sailor's 
life — The  Army — Operations  at  Cadiz 
by  the  troops  under  General  Graham — 
Grand  Army  in  Portugal — General  Pic- 
ton's  Division,  with  Sketches  of  the  va- 
rious engagements  where  that  division 
fought — amongst  others,  Fuentos  d'O- 
nor,  Roderigo,  Badajos,  Salamanca,  Vit- 
toria,  Toulouse,  &c.  &c.  up  to  the  peace 
in  1814. 

Preparing  for  publication,  a  Practical 
Guide  to  English  Composition,  or  a  com- 
prehensive System  of  English  Grammar, 
Criticism,  and  Logic,  arranged  and  illus- 
trated upon  a  new  and  improved  Plan, 
containing  opposite  Principles,  Rules, 
and  Examples,  for  writing  correctly  and 
elegantly  on  every  subject ;  adapted  to 
the  use  of  Schools  and  of  Private  Stu- 
dents. By  the  Rev.  Peter  Smith,  A.M. 

True  Happiness  only  found  in  the 
Christian  Life.  By  the  author  of  Israel's 
Shepherd. 
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A  Series  of  Designs  for  Ornamental 
Cottages,  Gate-Lodges.  Farm-houses, 
Alms-houses,  Parsonages,  Dairies,  and 
Gentlemen's  Residences,  with  some  De- 
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signs  for  Swiss  Cottages.  "  The  differ- 
ence of  expense  between  good  and  bad 
forms  is  comparatively  trifling."  By  P. 
F.  Robinson,  Architect.  Complete  in  12 
numbers.  L.3. 
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Memoir  of  the  late  Mrs  Henrietta  For- 
dyce,  relict  of  James  Fordyce,  D.D. 
Containing  Original  Letters,  Anecdotes, 
and  Pieces  of  Poetry ;  to  which  is  added, 
"  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  of  James  For- 
dyce, D.D."  Post  8vo.  6s. 

Memoirs  of  the  Life  of  the  Reverend 
and  Venerable  John  Connant,  D.D.  Rec- 
tor of  Exeter  College,  Oxford,  Regius 
Professor  of  Divinity  in  that  University, 
Arch-deacon  of  Norwich,  Prebendary  of 
Worcester,  and  Vicar  of  All  Saints,  Nor- 
thampton, at  the  time  that  town  was  de- 
stroyed by  fire,  of  which  dreadful  catas- 
trophe a  particular  account  is  given  in  a 
private  letter  to  a  friend.  The  whole 
written  by  his  son,  John  Connant,  LL.D. 
and  now  first  published  by  the  Rev.  \V. 
Stanton,  M.A.  4s.  6d. 

Memoire  du  Due  de  Rovigo,  sur  la 
Catastrophe  du  Due  D'Enghien.  French 
and  English.  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Memoirs  of  George  III.  from  the 
Peace  of  Amiens,  1802,  to  the  termina- 
tion of  the  Regency,  1820.  (Forming 
vols.  13  and  14  of  the  History  of  Great 
Britain.)  By  William  Belshara.  In  2 
vols.  8vo.  L.I,  Is. 

Memoirs  of  the  Life  of  Ferdinand  VII. 

King  of  the  Spains.  By  Don  , 

Advocate  of  the  Spanish  Tribunals. 
Translated  from  the  original  Spanish 
Manuscript.  By  Michael  J.  Quin,  Au- 
thor of  "  A  Visit  to  Spain  in  1822  and 
1823." 

The  Life  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots, 
drawn  from  the  State  Papers.  With  Six 
subsidiary  Memoirs — 1.  Of  the  Calum- 
nies concerning  the  Scottish  Queen — 2. 
Memoirs  of  Francis  II. — 3.  Of  Lord 
Darnley — 4.  Of  James  Earl  Bothwell — 
5.  Of  the  Earl  of  Murray— 6.  Of  Secre- 
tary Maitland.  By  George  Chalmers, 
F.R.S.  F.S.  Second  edition.  3  vols.  8vo. 

CLASSICS. 

Matthise's  Greek  Grammar.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  V.  Blomfield.  A  third  edition. 
2  vols.  8vo. 

EDUCATION. 

An  Epitome  of  Locke's  Essay  on  the 
Human  Understanding,  in  Question  and 
Answer,  chiefly  for  the  use  of  Students 
in  the  University  of  Cambridge,  and  of 
those  who  intend  to  pursue  their  studies 
there. 

HISTORY. 

Elements  of  General  History,  Ancient 

and  Modern,  by  the  Abbe  Millot ;  with 

a  continuation  from  1760  to  1815.     By 

Mr  Professor  Miller.  6  vols.  8vo.  L.3,  3s. 

LAW. 

A  Treatise  of  Life  Assurance ;  in  which 
the  Systems  and  the  Practice  of  the  lead- 
ing Life  Institutions  are  stated  and  ex- 
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plained  ;  with  an  Appendix  of  Cases,  in- 
cluding arguments  particularly  relating 
to  Trading  Joint-stock  Companies.  By 
George  Farren,  Solicitor,  and  Resident 
Director  of  the  Economic  Life  Assurance 
Society.  Dedicated  (by  permission)  to 
the  Earl  of  El  don.  Price  7s. 

Observations  on  the  Case  of  the  King 
v.  Geddington,  relative  to  the  Law  of 
Parochial  Settlement  by  Equitable  Es- 
tate, decided  by  Mr  Justice  Bayley,  Mr 
Justice  Holroyd,  and  Mr  Justice  Best, 
after  the  last  Trinity  Term,  upon  a  Case 
stated  by  the  Justices  for  the  County  of 
Northampton.  By  Andrew  Amos,  Esq. 
Barrister  at  Law,  and  late  Fellow  of  Tri- 
nity College,  Cambridge. 

The  Speech  of  Daniel  French,  Esq. 
Barrister  at  Law,  in  the  case  of  the  King 
v.  John  Jones.  2s.  6d. 

The  Case  of  Odwin  v.  Forbes,  on  the 
plea  of  the  English  Certificate  of  Bank- 
ruptcy in  Bar>  in  a  Foreign  Jurisdiction, 
to  the  Suit  of  a  Foreign  Creditor,  as  con- 
firmed in  Appeal,  with  the  Authorities, 
and  Foreign  and  English  Cases.  To 
which  is  prefixed  a  Treatise  on  the  Dif- 
ference between  Personal  and  Real  Sta- 
tutes, and  its  effect  on  Foreign  Judg- 
ments and  Contracts,  Marriages,  and 
Wills.  With  an  Appendix,  on  the  pre- 
sent Law  of  France  respecting  Foreign- 
ers. By  J.  Henry,  Esq.  of  the  Middle 
Temple,  Barrister  at  Law. 

MEDICINE  AND  SURGERY. 

The  Medical  Guide,  for  the  use  of  the 
Clergy,  Heads  of  Families,  and  Prac- 
titioners in  Medicine  and  Surgery ;  com- 
prising a  Domestic  Dispensatory  and 
Practical  Treatise  on  the  Symptoms, 
Causes,  Prevention,  and  cure  of  the  Dis- 
eases incident  to  the  Human  Frame,  with 
the  latest  discoveries  in  Medicine.  By 
Richard  Reece,  M.  D.  Member  of  the 
Royal  College  of  Surgeons  in  London, 
&c.  Thirteenth  .edition,  with  additions, 
8vo.  10s.  6d.  boards. 

An  Engraved  Representation  of  the 
Anatomy  of  the  Human  Ear,  exhibiting, 
at  one  view,  the  external  and  internal 
parts  of  the  Organ  in  Situ,  &c.  By 
Thomas  Buchanan,  C.M.  Licentiate  of 
the  University  of  Glasgow,  &c.  Folio. 
12s.  6d.  boards. 

Observations  illustrative  of  the  His- 
tory and  Treatment  of  Chronic  Debility, 
the  prolific  source  of  Indigestion,  Spas- 
modic Diseases,  and  various  Nervous 
Affections.  By  William  Shearman,  M.D. 
Member  of  the  Royal  College  of  Physi- 
cians. 7s. 

MISCELLANIES. 

.    The  Sporting  Scrap-Book,  by  Henry 
Alken,  wherein  are  delineated  the  great- 
est variety  of  Sporting  Animals,  rural  and 
13 
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amusing  subjects,  hitherto  submitted  to 
the  Public  by  this  admired  Artist.  Fifty 
plates.  L.1,  8s. 

The  Graces,  or  Literary  Souvenir,  for 
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[Dec. 


Letters  to  Richard  Heber,  Esq.  M.P., 
containing  critical  remarks  on  the  series 
of  Novels  beginning  with  "  Waverley," 
and  an  attempt  to  ascertain  their  author. 
Second  edition. 

Observations  on  Prison  Discipline,  ex- 
emplified by  the  Tread-Mill  and  Dietary 
adopted  in  the  Nottinghamshire  House 
of  Correction,  at  Southwell.  By  Benja- 
min Hutchinson,  Surgeon  to  the  Estab- 
lishment 

Points  of  Misery,  or  Fables  for  Man- 
kind ;  Prose  and  Verse,  chiefly  original. 
By  Charles  Westmacott.  Illustrated 
with  twenty  designs,  by  Robert  Cruik- 
shank.  8vo.  10s,  6d. 

Essay  on  the  Inventions  and  Customs 
of  Ancient  and  Modern  Nations  in  the 
use  of  Wine  and  other  Liquors,  with  an 
historical  view  of  the  practice  of  Distilla- 
tion, shewing  its  importance  in  Political 
Economy  as  a  source  of  Wealth  and  Re- 
venue. By  Samuel  Morewood,  Surveyor 
of  Excise.  8vo.  12s. 

A  Guide  to  Practical  Farriery;  con- 
taining Hints  on  the  Diseases  of  Horses 
and  Neat- Cattle,  with  many  valuable  and 
Original  Recipes  from  the  practice  of  an 
eminent  Veterinary  Surgeon.  With  an 
Appendix.  By  J.  Pursglove,  sen.  1  Os.  Gd. 

A  Complete  Exposure  of  the  late  Irish 
Miracles,  in  a  Letter  to  Dr  Murray,  titu- 
lar Archbishop  of  Dublin.  By  a  rational 
Christian.  8vo.  2s.  6d.  sewed. 

An  Attempt  to  Explain,  on  Natural 
Principles,  the  Cures,  alleged  to  be  mira- 
culous, of  Miss  Lalor  and  Mrs  Stuart. 
By  a  Physician.  Second  edition.  8vo. 
Is. 

The  Calcutta  Annual  Register,  vol.  1, 
for  the  year  182 1 ;  to  be  continued  an- 
nually. L.I,  Is. 

Time's  Telescope  for  1824 ;  or  a  com- 
plete Guide  to  the  Almanack  ;  contain- 
ing an  Explanation  of  Saints'  Days  and 
Holidays,  Illustrations  of  British  History 
and  Antiquities,  Notices  of  Obsolete 
Rites  and  Customs,  Sketches  of  com- 
parative Chronology  and  contemporary 
Biography,  Astronomical  Occurrences 
throughout  the  year.  9s. 

Pigot  and  Co.'s  London  and  Provin- 
cial Directory  for  1824. 

Collin's  Memoranda  for  1824,  contain- 
ing a  Diary  for  Memorandums,  Appoint- 
ments, Bills  Due,  List  of  Stump  Duties, 
Public  Holidays,  Assessed  Taxes,  and  a 
variety  of  other  most  useful  information. 
In  4to.,  neatly  printed  on  the  best  large 
thick  wove  post  paper.  Price,  sewed, 


3s. ;    half-bound,  4s. ;    fine   half-bound, 
5s.  6d. 

NOVELS  AND  TALESL, 

Italian  Tales ;  Tales  of  Humour,  Gal- 
lantry,  and  Romance ;  beautifully  print- 
ed on  French  wove  paper,  and  illustrated 
with  16  original  designs  by  George  Cruik- 
shank.  Some  copies,  with  proof  plates, 
14s. 

Hurstwood  ;  a  Tale  of  the  year  1715. 
In  three  vols  12mo.  16s.  6d.  boards. 

The  Spectre  ofthe  Forest ;  or,  Annals 
of  the  Housatonic.  A  New  England 
Romance.  3  vols.  16s.  6d. 

Herwald  de  Wake  ;  or,  The  Two 
Apostates,  A  Romance.  2  vols.  18s. 

Koningsmarke,  the  Long  Finne.  3 
vols.  12mo.  18s. 

The  Stranger's  Grave.    12mo.  6s. 

POETRY. 

Don  Juan.  Cantos  the  Twelfth,  Thir- 
teenth, and  Fourteenth. 

Mary  Stuart ;  a  Tragedy. — The  Maid 
of  Orleans  ;  a  Tragedy.  From  the  Ger- 
man of  Schiller ;  with  a  Life  of  the  Au- 
thor. By  the  Rev.  H.  Salvin,  M.  B. 
10s.  6d. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Lakes  ;  or,  Mucruss 
Abbey,  a  Poem  in  three  Cantos ;  with 
Explanatory  Notes,  from  the  best  and 
most  approved  authorities.  By  Miss  Lu- 
by.  10s.  6d. 

The  Pilgrim's  Tale ;  a  Poem.  By  C. 
Lockhart.  6s. 

The  Nun;  a  Poetical  Romance.  7s.  6d. 

The  Count  Arezzi ;  a  Tragedy.  7s. 

THEOLOGY. 

A  second  Series  of  Sermons,  Doctrinal 
arid  Practical,  adapted  to  the  Service  of 
particular  Sundays.  By  the  Rev.  James 
Aspinall,  A.M.  of  St  Mary  Hall,  Oxford, 
and  Curate  of  Rochdale.  8vo.  8s. 

Canon  of  Scripture  Vindicated.  The 
absurd  hypothesis  that  Eusebius  of  Cae- 
sarea  was  an  Editor,  or  Corrupter  of  the 
Holy  Scriptures,  exposed  a  second  time. 
WTith  an  Appendix,  in  defence  of  the  au- 
thor's Eighth  Bamptori  Lecture  against 
the  Strictures  in  a  Work,  entitled  "  Pa- 
laeoromaica."  By  the  Rev.  Thomas  Fal- 
coner, M.D.,  formerly  Fellow  of  Corpus 
Christi  College,  Oxford. 

Gleanings  from  Pious  Authors,  inclu- 
ding a  choice  Collection  of  Letters,  (some 
by  the  late  Rev.  John  Newton,  never  be- 
fore published,)  original  Poetry,  and  a  Se- 
lection of  Texts  on  various  Subjects.  By 
the  author  ot  "  Miscellaneous  Thoughts." 

Short  Sermons  to  Children.  By  the 
Rev.  Alexander  Fletcher,  Minister  of 
Albion  Chapel,  Moorgate.  2s.  6d. 

The  General  Connection  and  Harmony 
between  the  Laws  and  Religion  ;  a  Ser- 
mon, preached  in  the  Cathedral  Church 
of  Chester,  before  the  Judges  of  the  As- 
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size,  on  Sunday,  August  24,  1823.  By 
George  Henry  Law,  D.  D.,  F.  11.,  and 
A.  S.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Chester. 

A  Present  for  the  Convalescent;  or, 
for  those  to  whom,  it  is  hoped,  some  Re- 
cent Affliction  lias  been  attended  with  a 
Divine  Blessing ;  and  for  New  Converts 
to  Religion  in  general.  By  the  Rev. 
John  Fry.  4s. 

An  Examination  of  certain  prevailing 
Opinions  on  some  of  the  fundamental 
Doctrines  of  Christianity,  in  a  course  of 
Sermons  preached  at  Cambridge.  By  the 
Rev.  William  Sharpe,  M.  A.,  &c.  Third 
edition.  8vo.  5s.  sewed. 

VOYAGES  AND  TRAVELS. 

Travels  in  the  Interior  of  Southern 
Africa.  By  William  J.  Btirchell,  Esq. 
With  a  large  and  entirely  new  Map,  and 
a  Hundred  and  Sixteen  coloured  and 
Black  Engravings.  Vol.  II.  L.4, 14s.  6d. 
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boards.  Also  may  be  had  Vol.  1.,  with 
numerous. Engravings  in  4to.  L.4,  J4s.  6d. 

Travels  into  Chili  over  the  Andes,  in 
the  years  1820  and  1821;  with  some 
Sketches  of  the  Production  and  Agricul- 
ture, Mines  and  Metallurgy,  Inhabitants, 
History,  and  other  Features  of  America, 
particularly  of  Chile  and  Arauco ;  illus- 
trated with  30  Plates,  &c.  By  Peter 
Schmidtmeyer.  4to.  L.2,  2s. 

Recollections  of  the  Peninsula,  con- 
taining Sketches  of  the  Manners  and 
Character  of  the  Spanish  Nation.  By 
the  author  of  "  Sketches  in  India."  Se- 
cond edition.  8vo.  8s. 

Sicily,  and  its  Islands.  From  a  com- 
plete Survey  undertaken  by  order  of  the 
Lords  Commissioners  of  the  Admiralty,  by 
Captain  W.  H.  Smyth,  R.N.  With  four- 
teen Plates,  beautifully  engraved  by  Da- 
niel!. 4to. 


EDINBURGH. 


Percy  Mallory.  By  the  Author  of 
"  Pen  Owen."  3  vols.  post  8vo. 

St  Johnstoun  ;  or,  John  Earl  of  Govv- 
rie  ;  a  Scotch  historical  Novel.  3  vols. 
12mo.  L.  1,  Is. 

The  Spae-Wife ;  a  Tale  of  the  Scottish 
Chronicles.  By  the  Author  of  "  Annals 
of  the  Parish,"  "  Ringan  Gilhaize,"  &c. 
3  vols.  12mo. 

Sr,  Ronan's  Well.  By  the  author  of 
"  Waverley,"  "  Quentin  Durward,"  &c. 
3  vols.  post  octavo. 

Novels  and  Romances  of  the  Author 
of  Waverley,  comprising  the  Pirate,  the 
Fortunes  of  Nigel,  Peveril  of  the  Peak, 
and  Quentin  Durward.  7  vols.  8vo. 
L.4,  4s. 

The  New  Calliope,  No.  I.  ;  being  a 
selection  of  British,  and  occasionally  Fo- 
reign Melodies,  newly  arranged  for  the 
Piano-forte,  and  engraved  on  copper  by 
John  Beugo ;  with  Vignettes  to  each 
Song.  To  be  continued  quarterly.  7*. 

Caius  Gracvhus,  a  Tragedy ;  as  per- 
formed at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury- 
lane.  By  James  Sheridan  Kriovvles,  Esq. 
author  of  "  Virginius."  3s.  6d. 

A  Volume  of  Sermons  preached  before 
the  Congregation  at  St  John's  Church, 
Glasgow.  By  the  Rev.  Thomas  Chalm- 
ers, D.D.  8vo.  Price  10s.  6d.  boards. 

Parts  I.  to  X.  Bibliotheca  Britannica, 
or  a  General  Index  to  the  Literature  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  Ancient  and 
Modern,  with  such  foreign  Works  as  have 
been  translated  into  English,  or  printed 
in  the  British  Dominions  ;  including  also 
a  copious  Selection  from  the  Writings  of 
the  most  celebrated  Authors  of  all  Ages 
apd  Nations.  By  Robert  Watt,  M.D. 
.  A  Monitor  to  Families  ;  or,  Discourses 

VOL.  XIV. 


on  some  of  the  Duties  and  Scenes  of  Do- 
mestic Life.  By  the  Rev.  Henry  Belf- 
rage,  Minister  in  Falkirk.  7s.  6d. 

Edinburgh  Christian  Instructor.  .No. 
CLXI,  for  December. 

An  Elementary  Compendium  of  Phy- 
siology for  the  use  of  Students,.  By  F. 
Majendie,  M.  D.  Translated  from  the 
French,  with  Notes,  &c.  By  E.  Milligan, 
M.D.  8vo.  14s. 

The  Edinburgh  Encyclopedia  ;  or  Dic- 
tionary of  Arts,  Sciences,  and  Miscella- 
neous Literature.  Conducted  by  David 
Brewster,  LL.  D.  F.  R,  S.  London,  Sec. 
R.  S.  Edinburgh,  &c.  &c.  ;  with  the  as- 
sistance of  gentlemen  eminent  in  Science 
and  Literature.  Vol.  XVI.  Part  1L  4to, 
11.  Is. 

The  Voice  of  Facts,  from  the  Convent 
of  Saint  Joseph,  Ranelagh,  Dublin.  By 
the  Rev.  Joseph  Finlayson,  A-M.  18mo- 

Father  Clement.  A  Roman  Catholic 
Story.  By  the  author  of  "  Decision." 
24mo.  4s.  6d. 

A  Selection  of  Antiquarian  and  Histo- 
rical Notes.  By  R.  O-  Jennoway.  8vo. 
9s. 

Transactions  of  the  Medico-Chirurgi- 
cal  Society  of  Edinburgh.  8vo.  18s. 

An  Inquiry  into  the  Doctrine  of  Ori- 
ginal Sin.  By  the  Rev.  John  Cormack, 
Minister  of  Stow.  12mo.  5s. 

Supplement  to  Morrison's  Dictionary 
of  the  Decisions  of  the  Court  of  Session. 
By  M.  P.  Brown,  Esq.  Advocate.  Vol. 
I.  Part  I.  4to.  15s. 

Metaphorical  Sketches  of  the  New 
and  Old  Systems.  With  Opinions  on  in- 
teresting Subjects,  by  Abraham  Combe, 
Edinburgh.  2s. 
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CUec. 


Wheat. 
1st,..  85s.  Od. 
2d,  ...32s.  6d. 
3d,  ...19s.  Od. 


EDINBURGH.— Dec.  10. 


Barley. 
1st,. ..25s.  6d. 
2d,  ...24s.  Od. 
3d,  ...20s.  Od. 


Oats. 

1st, 22s.  Od. 

2d, 20s.  Od. 

3d, 15s.  Od. 


Beef  (174  oz.  per  lb.)0s.  3d. 
Mutton     ....     Os.  3d. 

Veal Os.  7d. 

Pork Os.  3d. 

Lamb,  per  quarter  .     Os.  Od. 
Tallow,  per  stone  .     6s.  6d. 


Tuesday,  Dec.  9. 


Pease  £  Beans. 

1st, 21s.  Od. 

2d, 20s.  Od. 

3d,  19s.  Od. 


toOs. 
toOs. 
toOs. 
to  Os. 
toOs. 


Os. 


Quartern  Loaf  , 
New  Potatoes  (28  lb.)  Os. 
Fresh  Butter,  per  lb.  Is. 
Salt  ditto,  per  stone  IGs. 
Ditto,  per  lb.  .  .  Is. 
Eggs,  per  dozen  .  Is. 
Dec.  12. 


8d.  to  Os. 
Od.  to  Os. 
2d.  to  Os. 
Od.  to  18^.  Od. 
Od.  to  Os.  Od. 
Od.  to  Os.  Od- 


JM. 

J!d. 

oa. 


6d. 
6d. 
9d. 
5d. 
Od. 
Od. 
HADDINGTON. 

OLD. 

Oats. 

...20s.  Od. 
....18s.  Od. 
....16s.  Od. 

NEW. 

Oats. 

...  20s.  Od. 
...   18s.  Od. 
...    16s.  Od 
Average  Prices  of  Corn  in  England  and  Wales,  from  the  Retains  received  in  the  Wak 

ended  Dec.  6. 

Wheat,  51s.  10d.— Barley,  28s.  4d — Oats,  21s.  7d.— Rye,  32s.  Od.— Beans,  34s.  8d.— Pease,  34s.  8cl. 
London,  Corn  Exchange,  Dec.  8.  Liverpool,  Dec.  9. 


Wheat. 
1st,  ....34s.  Od. 
2d,  ....33s.  Od. 
3d,  ....32s.  Od. 

Barley. 
1st,  s.  Od. 
2d,  s.  Od. 
3d,  s.  Od. 

IsU 
2d,. 
3d, 

Wheat. 
1st,  ...  31s.  Od. 
2d,  ...  27s.  Od. 
3d,  ...  25s.  Od. 

Barley.           I 
1st,  ...  25s.  Od.     1st, 
2d,  ...  23s.  Od.     2d, 
3d,  ...  20s.  Od.     3d, 

Pease. 
1st,  ....21s.  Od. 
2d,  ....19s.  Od. 
3d,  ....17s.  Od. 

Beans. 
1st,  ....21s.  Od. 
2d,  ....l!Js.  Od. 
3d,   ....17s.  Od. 

Pease. 
1st,  ...  16s.  6d. 
2d,  ...  —  s.  Od. 
3d,  ...  —s.  Od. 

Beans. 
1st,  ...  —  s.  Od. 
2d,  ...  —s.  Od. 
3d,  s.  Od. 

Wheat,  red,  old  46  to  58 

s.       s. 
Maple,  new          —  to  — 

s.      d.     s.     d.i                        s.  d.     s.    (I. 
Wheat,  per  70  lb.              Amer.  p.  196  lb. 

Fine  ditto  .    .     -10  to  42 

White  pease   .     30  to  35 

Eng.  new     7     9  to      8  8  Sweet,  U.S.  28  0  to  32    0 

Superfine  ditto     44  to  49 

Ditto,  boilers  .    36  to  40 

Foreign  .  .4     0  to     \    9  Do.  in  bond  —  0  to  —    0 

Ditto,  new  .         32  to  38 

Small  Beans,new  33  to  35 

Waterford  6    6  to    70  Sour  free  .  30  0  to  53    0 

White,  old            52  to  65 

Ditto,  old   .     .     36  to  40 

Limerick     —  0  to    —  oOatmeal,  per  2  10  lb. 

Fine  ditto  .          4  >  to  50 
Superfine  ditto    52  to  56 

Tick  ditto,  new    30  to  34 
Ditto,  old    .     .31  to  36 

Drogheda    G     9  to    7     3  English        27  0  to  50    0 
Dublin         6     4  to    6  10  Scotch  .  .    23  0  to  2G    0 

Ditto,  new  .        35  to  44 

Feed  oats    .         19  to  22 

Scotch  old   8     6  to    9     6  Irish  ...    23  0  to  26    0 

Rye    .    .              36  to  40 

Fine  ditto    .         22  to  23 

Irish  Old.  6    6  to    8    4  Bran,p.2ilb.  1  3  to  1     4 

Barlcv,  new          21  to  23 
Fine  ditto  .          24  to  26 

Poland  ditto         20  to  24 
Fine  ditto  .          25  to  26 

Barley,  per  60  Ibs.                    7?)  ,.         T>     /•    r> 
Eng....     4     6  to  5     0      &*&***«&•$*. 

Superfine  ditto    28  to  31 
Malt  ...          48  to  52 

Potato  ditto          21  to  24 
Fine  ditto   .          25  to  26 

Scotch  .  .    —  0  to    —  0  Butter,p.cwt.  s.  d.     s.  d. 
Irish  .  .       4  3    to    4     9  Belfast,  new  89  0  <n  01   M 

Fine  ...          52  to  58 

Scotch    .     .         27  to  28 

Oats,  per  45  lb. 

Newry  -  81  0  to  86  0 

Hog  Pease     .      30  to  32 

i'lour,  per  sack    50  to  65 

Eng.  new    3     0  to    32 

Waterford  .  79  0  to  80  0 

Maple    .     .     .     31  to  33 

Ditto,  seconds      45  to  48 

irish  do.  .5     0  to    3     1 

Cork,pic.2d,  78  0  to  —  0 

Seeds    &c        '  ~ 

Scotch  do.  3     0  to    3    2 

3d  dry     72  0  to    00 

Rye,perqr.34  0  to  36    6 

Beef,  p.  tierce. 

Must.  White,  .  10  to  1*0  6 
—  Brown,  new    9  to  14  0 

s.      3.  a. 
Hempseed     .    —  to  —  0 
Linseed,  crush.  —  to  —  0 

Malt  per  b.  8    0  to    8    9 
—Middling  7    0  to    7    9 

—  Mess  78  0  to  84  0 
—  p.  barrel  50  0  to  56  0 
Pork  p.  bl. 

Tares,  perbsh.   5  to     96 
Sanfoin,perqr.  30  to  35  0 
Turnips,  bsh.    10  to  15  0 
—  Red  &  green  10  to  14  0 
—  Yellow,          9  to    110 
Caraway,  cwt.  46  to  54  0 
Canary,  per  qr.  50  to  52  0 
Rape  Seed,  per  la 

—  Fine    .     .     —  to  —  0 
Rye  Grass,         16  to  24  0 
Ribgrass,     .      28  to  3  1  0 
Clover,  red  cwt.54  to  75  0 
—  White  .  .      62  to  72  0 
Coriander    .      12  to  13  0 
Trefoil   ...      10  to  23  0 
st,  £24  to  £25. 

Miglis'h  .  53     0  to  42    0 
rish    .  .  36      0  to  40    0 
tapeseed,  p.l.  £23  to  25 
Pease.grey32     0  to  36    6 
—White  .41     0  to  50    0 
Flour,  English, 
p.2401b.fine38    0  to  48    0 
rish,  2ds  36    0  to  47    0 

—  Mess     .    65  0  to    67  0 
—  Middl.   .  60  0  to    62  0 
Bacon,  p.  cwt. 
Shortmids.  46  0  to   48  0 
Sides   .    .     44  0  to   45  0 
Hams,  dry,  54  0  to  56  0 
Green    .    .  —  0  to  —  0 
Lard,rd.p.c.  50  0  to   52  0 

Weekly  Price  of  Stocks,  from  3d  to  22d  November  1823. 
3d.  8th.  15th. 


Bank  stock,, 

3  per  cent,  reduced,, 

3  percent,  consols, 

3.J  per  cent,  consols,,,,,, 

4  per  cent,  consols, „ 

New  4  per  cent,  consols,. 

Imper.  3  per  cent. 

India  stock,  ~ 


Long  Annuities, 
Exchequer  bills, 
Exchequer  bills,  sm.~~ 
Consols  for  ace.  ______ 

French  T>  per  cents. 


82J 
83} 

»»T 

10:{8 

265  i 

20| 

38 

38 


42  p. 
4  2  p. 


222 

82 


103 

ai 

266 
81 


48 

47 


88f. 


4!)  p. 
49  p. 
f  3 


83j 
96? 

90S 


79  p. 
21 

1,>  47  p. 
45  47  p. 
83.}  I 


22d, 
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Course  of  Exchange,  Dec.  9 — Amsterdam,  12  :  3.  C.  F.  Ditto  at  sight,  11  :  19. 
Rotterdam,  12  :  4.  Antwerp,  12  i  6'.  Hamburgh,  37 :  8.  Altona,  37  :  9.  Paris,  3 
d.  sight,  25  :  70.  Ditto  25  :  90.  Bourdeaux,  25  :  90.  Frankfort  on  the  Maine,  157. 
Petersburg!-.,  per  rble.  8f  :  3.  Us.  Berlin,  7  :  10.  Vienna,  10 :  13  Ejf.  flo.  Trieste,  10 :  14 
Eff.flo.  Madrid,  36f.  Cadiz,  36.  Bilboa,  30.  Barcelona,  35|.  Seville,  36.  Gibral- 
tar, '30i.  Leghorn,  46|.  Genoa,  434.  Venice,  27  :  50.  Malta,  45.  Naples,  38f, 
Palermo,  117-  Lisbon,  52.  Oporto,  52.  Rio  Janeiro,  49.  Bahia,  51.  Dublin,  !)£ 
per  cent.  Cork,  9|  per  cent. 

Prices  of  Gold  and  Silver,  per  on — Foreign  gold,  in  bars,  £3  :  17  :  6d.  New 
Doubloons,  £3  :  15  :  Od.  New  Dollars,  4s.  9d.  Silver  in  bars,  stand.  Os.  Od. 


PRICES  CURRENT,  Dec.  6  LONDON,  9. 

SUGAR,  Muse. 

LEITH. 

GLASGOW. 

LIVERPOOL. 

LONDON. 

B.  P.  Dry  Brown,  .  cwt. 

57      to      59 

57               60 

49               52 

59                — 

Mid.  good,  and  fine  mid. 

62               64 

61               64 

58               61 

60               71 

Fine  and  very  fine,    .    . 
Refined  Doub.  Loaves,    . 

74               80 
112             125 

69               74 

106              115 

Powder  ditto, 

100             110 

.    _                                 ,._ 

M 

Single  ditto, 

92             104 

91              100 

—                                 — 

__                _ 

Small  Lumps,   . 

90               98 

83               86 

—                                 u    i       - 

••.                   - 

Large  ditto,  .    . 

88               90 

80               81 

_.                                 _ 

_                 __ 

Crushed  Lumps, 
MOLASSES,  British     cwt. 

35               .52 
50               31 

80               86 
28               29 

—                 — 

28                29 

COFFEE,  Jamaica,     cwt. 

Ord.  good,  and  fine  ord. 

90             110 

72               90 

76               92 

70               92 

Mid.  good,  and  fine  mid. 

120             130 

90              110 

93             110 

Dutch  Triage  and  very  ord. 
Ord.  good,  and  fine  ord. 

~               — 

~                ~ 

50               75 

76               90 

—                — 

Mid.  good,   and  fine  mid. 
St  Domingo,     

122             126. 
9                10 

~81              ~9 

91             106 

76              78 

z       z 

Pimento  (in  Bond,)   .    .     . 

SPIRITS, 

Jam.  Rum,  16  O.  P.  gall. 

Is  lOd    2s  2d 

Is6d       Is  lOd 

IslOd    2s  Od 

ls?d  Is    9d 

33        34 

—               « 

__               ^  ^ 

23       38 

Geneva,        .        .       . 

23        25 

—               — 

__               __ 

16       23 

Grain  Whisky,       .      . 

50        00 

—               — 

—               _ 

WINES, 

^ 

Claret,  1st  Growths,  hhd. 

40              55 

_               _ 

—  .               _ 

£25            £50 

Portugal  Red,           pipe. 
Spanish  White,        butt. 

32               44 
31               55 

-'              - 

—               — 

27                34 

Teneriffe,                   pipe. 

27               29 

_- 

—               —^ 

_                                  — 

Madeira,  

40                 0 

—  .                             _- 

__.               .^ 

—                                  — 

LOGWOOD,  Jam.        ton. 

£10               0 

80      8  1Q 

£8085 

£8  10       90 

Honduras,       .... 

.                                — 

—  —                                —  . 

8  10      9    0 

90      9  10 

Campeachy,       .     .    . 
FUSTIC,  Jamaica,   . 

8               — 
7                8 

—                                — 

95        9  10 
8  10      8  15 

9  10    10    0 
6070 

Cuba 

9               11 

9095 

—    0       0  — 

INDIGO,  Caraccas  fine,  Ib. 

10s        11s  6 

—                                _ 

9    0    10    6 

TIMBER,  Amer.  Pine,  foot. 

2024 

—                                . 

—  .                 — 

Ditto  Oak,    .    .    .    •     • 

2933 

—                                « 

—  -                                 — 

—                   -, 

Christiansand  (dut.paid.) 
Honduras  Mahogany,     . 

2227 
1016 

r  3  i  ~4 

0  11      1  "2 

0  10       11 

St  Domingo,  ditto,     .     .  . 
TAR,  American,            brl. 

1628 
19               20 

16        30 

1    7     2  10 
14    0      15  0 

18       1  11 
17                 — 

Archangel,     

14               15 

—                                — 

—                                —. 

16    6       00 

PITCH,  Foreign,          cwt. 
TALLOW,  Rus.  Yel.  Cand. 

10               11 

37               38 

40                41 

39                — 

—     0       0  — 

35     6    35     9 

Home  melted,   .... 

—                                — 

^  .                _ 

—                                — 

32                 — 

HEMP,  Polish  Rhine,  ton. 

43               44 

_  ..                __ 

—                                —  . 

£42               — 

Petersburgh,  Clean,   .    . 

38               39 

—                 — 

40                44 

—                — 

FLAX, 

Riga  Thies.  &  Druj.  Rak. 

56               — 
55                90 

—                 — 

—                 — 

£60              — 
45               55 

Irish, 

_          Z 

_                 — 

MATS,  Archangel,        .      . 

88               93 

__                 _ 

—  -                 —  . 

_               _ 

BRISTLES, 

Petersburgh  Firsts,    cwt. 

—               17 

—              — 

—                 — 

15  10    15  15 

ASHES,  Peters.  Pearl,  .    . 

45               — 

—                     _ 

—                 — 

45                — 

Montreal,  ditto,     . 

44               — 

43                 — 

42                 — 

—                                — 

Pot,        .       . 

40               42 

43                — 

42                — 

47               48 

OIL,  Whale,        .       tun. 

17               18 

18         18     10 

—                _ 

18                16 

Cod,       .... 

1        —  .                                            —  r. 

_  _                 _ 

19                20 

TOBACCO,  Virgin,  fine,  Ib. 

~7              71 

7i              7i 

0    51    0    8 

0    51          7 

Middling,        .        .       . 

51             61 

51               6i 

0    3j   0    5 

—                                  — 

Inferior, 

4               5 

4                 4l 

0202* 

0     21        3* 

COTTONS,  Bowed  Georg. 
Sea  Island,  fine, 

0    81     0     91 

0    6J    0     91 
1315 

9                U 
1     11     1  9 

Good,       . 

—  .                — 

1     3            5 

1012 

—                                 — 

Middling,      .      , 

_  ^                   , 

11            2 

1012 

—                                 — 

Deraerara  and  Berbice, 

—               __ 

0  111          0 

0   101    1     0 

0  11      1  01 

West  India, 

—                —  . 

09          10 

0    8      0  10 

Pernambuco, 

»  _                __ 

11             1* 

0  11       0  111 

"o  ill   11 

Maranham, 

—               •- 

1     0            1 

0  10}    0  111 
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MKTEOIIOI.OGICAL  TABLES,  extracted  from  the  Register  kept  at  Edinburgh,  in  the 
Observatory,  Calton-hitL 

N.B. — The  Observations  are  made  twice  every  day,  at  nine  o'clock,  forenoon,  and  four  o'clock*  after- 
noon.—The  second  Observation  in  the  afternoon,  in  the  first  column,  is  taken  by  the  Register 
Thermometer. 

December. 


..-Utac  i. 

Attach 

Ther. 

Barum. 

Tlior. 

Wind. 

Th.r. 

Uarom. 

Ther. 

Wind. 

Dec.  1  | 

M.25 
A.  30 

.'9.775 
.710 

M.42X 
A.  42  I 

Uble. 

frost  foren. 
air  aftern. 

Sept.  16  1 

M.35J 

A.  42 

29.999 
.999 

M.44( 
A.44\ 

NW. 

Dull,  slight 
rain  aftern. 

2  { 

M.33* 

A.  41 

.665 
.604 

M.43X 
A.  4.5  / 

SW. 

Fair  &  mild. 

17  { 

M.38 
A.  Vi 

.904 
.904 

M.45X 
V.  4.5  } 

VW. 

Fair,  with 
sunshine. 

z  { 

M.33 
A.  49 

.439 
.296 

M.48X 
A.46f 

sw. 

Dull,  with 
rain  foren. 

iV{ 

M.33 
A.43 

">{)  IKS 
29.999 

A.'4(J  / 

Cble. 

Sunsh.  fore, 
dull  aftern. 

4   { 

M.37 
A.  42 

.230 
.229 

M.45X 
A.43J 

E. 

Dull  most  of 
lay. 

»{ 

M.39J 
A.  43 

.664 
.559 

M.4.5  i 
\.  4,5  ) 

SW. 

Foren.  fair, 
aftern.  rain. 

r      ( 

M.31 

.427 

Frost  morn. 

M.40 

.538 

MJrO\ 

Fair,  but 

*'     1 

A.  37 

.504 

A/44  } 

E. 

dull  day. 

—  LM 

A.  52 

.675 

\.  50  J 

N  \V. 

dull. 

•i 

£8 

.684 

.676 

M.48X 
A.  48  / 

E. 

Dull,  but 
air. 

2l{ 

M.44 

A.48 

.642 

.612 

M.48X 
\.  49  / 

NW. 

Fair,  with 
sunshine. 

M.37 

.736 

M.4&> 

Very  fosQv 

f 

M.45 

.515 

\l.50\ 

7  \ 

A.47 

.886 

A.48/ 

E. 

with  rain. 

2t^ 

A.  49 

.580 

\.  1')  / 

s\v. 

Ditto. 

A    J 

M.41 

.994 

M.47  X 

Very  "foggy, 

i 

M.41 

.561 

M.51\ 

Morn.sunsb. 

8  i 

A.44 

30.180 

A.  45) 

E» 

but  fair. 

Zd  < 

A.  50 

.561 

A.  51  f 

v\  * 

dull  day. 

M.44X 

r*i*f/\ 

/ 

M.46 

.58' 

M  51  X 

kV 

Fair,  with 

I 

A.  4* 

'S30 

A.44) 

B 

JJJttO* 

^"  *i 

A.  50 

.691 

A.49/ 

sunshine, 

in   / 

M.38 

!328 

M.45X 

Fair,  with 

f 

M.42 

.725 

M.49  ) 

\vr 

Dull,  but 

10   ( 

A.43 

.329 

A.  44  I 

Cble. 

•sunshine. 

*^\ 

A.48 

.725 

A.  48  ) 

fair,  cold. 

11   { 

M.37 

A.  41 

.314 
.299 

M.4.5  X 
A.  44  / 

Cble. 

Foggy  foren. 
clear  aftern. 

tfij 

M.42 

A.47 

•755 
•755 

M.47X 
A.  48  / 

w. 

Foren.sunsli 
aftern.  dull. 

M.3C 
A.  41 

29.99* 
.994 

M.43X 
A.43/ 

Cble. 

Fair.but  dull 
and  cold 

27  { 

M.45 

A.  49 

.594 

.492 

A.'  49  } 

sw. 

Fair,  with 
sunshine. 

13  { 

SS1 

.975 

.902 

M.431 
A.43/ 

W. 

Fair,  with 
sunshine. 

28  { 

M.30 
A.  45 

.480 
.612 

M.49  X 
A.47) 

iW. 

Fair,  with 
sun.  cold. 

14    / 

M.40 

.905 

M.50X 

f 

M.30 

.156 

M.44X 

Fair  foren. 

14   j 

A.4S 

.916 

A.47/ 

W. 

Ditto 

2y  ^ 

A.  41 

28.612 

A-44/ 

b  >>  • 

rain  aftern. 

M.38 

.994 

M.48X 

f     »  |    ^Q 

.610 

M.481 

Heavy  shrs. 

15   | 

A.  46 

.998 

A.48/ 

W. 

Ditto. 

30  \lA.47 

.784 

A.  45J 

S  W» 

hail  &  rain. 

Average  of  Rain,  1.207  inches. 


ALPHABETICAL  LIST  of  ENGLISH  BANKRUPTCIES,  announced  between  the  20th 
of  Oct.  and  the  20th  of  Nov.  1823  ;  extracted  from  the  London  (Jazctte. 


Arnold,  W.  J.  Idol-lane,  wine-broker. 

Atkinson,  T.  Bradford,  Yorkshire,  worsted-spin- 
ner. 

Ball,  R.  Bristol,  baker. 

Beale,  W.  &  J.  H.  Wratliall,  Union-street,  south- 
wark,  hatters. 

Benson,  J.  Lancaster,  linen-draper. 

Bignold,  T.  Bridge-street,  Blackfriars,  boot-ma- 
ker. 

Bidder,  T»  Ilfracombe,  tallow-chandler. 

Birchinall,  J.  Macclesfield,  cotton-spinner. 

Bird,  D.  P.  Bristol,  grocer. 

Bolton,  E.  Mere-street,  Hackney,  butcher. 

Bottrell,  H.  Ostend,  merchant. 

Brookes,  C.  Southampton,  cabinet-maker. 

Brown,  A.  Plymouth,  ship-builder. 

Brown,  H.  W.  Surrey-street,  Strand,  merchant. 

Bnrraston,  J.  Hereford,  coal-merchant. 

Burridge,  J.  Ironmonger-lane,  merchant. 

Cardtin,  J.  J.  Fenchurch-street,  merchant. 

Carpenter,  J.  Ramsay,  Hants,  coal-merchant 

Chabert,  P.  Lloyd's  €offee-house,  merchant. 

Charnaud,  J.  &  J.  N.  Shoolbred,  Great  St  He- 
lens, merchants. 

Clark,  J.  Trowbridge,  linen-draper. 

Cqlton,  Rev.  C.  C.  Prince's-street,  Soho,  wine- 
merchant. 

Cone,  J.  Crutched  Friars,  victualler. 

Cort,  R.  Cow  Cross-street,  currier. 

Coulston,  R.  Tewkesbury,  plumber. 

Coupland,  W.  &  W.  B.  Cotton,  Liverpool,  mer- 
chants. 

Cox,  J.  Wells,  Somerset,  miller. 

Croft,  W.  P.  M.  Smithfield,  victualler. 

Davfe,  R.  London,  ironmonger. 

Day,  R.  &  R.  H.  Tovill,  Oil  Mills,  Mnidstone, 
Kent,  seed-crushers. 


Dickenson,  R.  Hexham,  Northumberland,  book- 
seller. 

Dow,  J.  Bow-common,  rope-maker. 

Dowman,  T.  &  J.  Offley,  Bread-street,  Cheapskle, 
warehouseman. 

Ewes,  J.  Canterbury,  ironmonger. 

Gigney,  S.  Letchingden,  Essex,  farmer. 

Gingell,  VV.  J.  Norton-street,  Mary-le-bonne  tur- 
ner. 

Glynn,  E.  J.  Launceston,  banker. 

Gordon,  W.  High-street,  Graveseud,  merchant. 

Greathead,  R.  Bristol,  dealer  and  chapman. 

Greenland,  S.  N.  Frome  Selwood,  Somersetshire, 
clothier. 

Haines,  H.  J.  Jermyn-street,  oil  merchant. 

Hamer,  S.  B.  Furmval's-inn,  broker. 

Harnage,  Sir  G.  Chatham-place,  merchant. 

Harrison,  C.  Aldgate,  cheesemonger. 

Hassan,  W.  Charles-street,  Middlesex  Hospital, 
brass-founder. 

Hawkins,  E.  Hereford,  dealer  and  chapman. 

Hewitt,  T.  Carlisle,  iron-founder. 

Hills,  T.  Southend,  builder. 

Hoar,  T.  Flamstead,  Hertfordshire,  baker. 

Holl,  C.  A.  Worcester,  printer. 

Holt,  W.  F.  Cannon-row,  Westminster,  surgeon. 

Honeyborne,  J.  Kingswinford,  Staffordshire,  coal- 
dealer. 

Huckman,  J.  Bristol,  butcher. 

Ingram,  E.  Castle-street,  Reading,  dress-maker. 

James,  J.  J.  A.  &  Co.  Liverpool,  ship-builders. 

Jewson,  J.  C.  High  Holbors,  linen-draper. 

Lacey,  L.  Garden-row,  London-road,  horse-dealer. 

Lacon,  W.  Oswestry,  ironmonger. 

Lainy,  G.  Dunster-court,  Mincing-lane,  merchant. 

Lewis,  J.  Goyfrey,  Monmouth-shire,  timber-deal- 
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Roach,  11.  S.  Bishop's  Waltham,  Hants,  tanner. 

Smith,  E.  Chatham,  hatter. 

Smith,  R.  Piccadilly,  fruiterer. 

Stavie,  T.  King-street,  Seven  Dials,  stove-grate 
manufacturer. 

Stephens,  W.  C.  Westbury-on-Trim,  Gloucester- 
shire, grazier. 

Steward,  H.  Old  Burlington-street,  victualler. 

Stnakes,  W.  Liverpool,  carver  and  gilder. 

Thorndike,  J.  Ipswich,  cheese-factor. 

Turner,  T.  Stoke  Goldington,  Bucks,  baker 

Ubsdell,  C.  Warminster,  linen-draper. 

Vince,  W.  Lucas-street,  Corameicial-road. 

Watson,  R.  Britannia-terrace,  City-road,  coal- 
merchant. 

Watson,  T.  Turf  Coffee-house,  St  James's-street, 
wine-merchant. 

Watts,  S.  Yeovil,  Somersetshire,  banker. 

White.J.  Prince's-street,Storey's-gate,  undertaker, 

Whittingham,  T.  Cheltenham,  currier. 

Withington,  H.  Manchester,  silk-manufacturer. 

Wood,  S.  Poswick,  Hereford,  dealer. 

Wood,  T.  Barbican,  oilman. 


Linde,  J.  Rilllter-Btreet,  broker. 

Longton,  J.  and  J.  Liverpool,  ironmongers. 

Marshall,  R.  Jury  Farm,  ,near  Ripley,  Surrey, 
farmer. 

M'Cheane,  D.  Fenchurch-street,  merchant. 

M'Kenzie,  J.  Manchester,  draper. 

Monatt,  J.  Lower  Thames-street,  ale-dealer. 

Murgatrqyd,  W.  Scarr  Bottom,  Yorkshire,  wor- 
sted-spinner. 

Myers,  J.  Preston,  wine  merchant. 

Naish,  J.  Bristol,  tanner. 

Neale,  J.  Liverpool,  merchant. 

Northover,  II.  Nunny,  Somerset,  farmer. 

Nunn,  R.  and  T.  Fisher,  Grub-street,  timber- 
merchants. 

Oakley,  T.  Titchfield-street,  carpenter. 

Ord,  J.  St  Paul's  Church-yard,  haberdasher. 

Peacock,  J.  Manchester,  merchant. 

Peet,  G.  and  J.Gutter-lane.riband-manufacturers. 

Pelham,  J.  Chart,  Kent,  seed-crusher. 

Pickard.  W.  Knaresborough,  lime-burner. 

Prosser,  J.  Abergavenny,  grocer. 

Randall,  R.  Truro,  draper. 

Ringshaw,  G.  Tooring,  builder. 

ALPHABETICAL  LIST  of  SCOTCH  BANKRUPTCIES,  announced  between  the  18th 
and  30th  November,  1823;  extracted  from  the  Edinburgh  Gazette. 


Buchanan,  David,  butcher  in  Veal-market,  Edin- 
burgh. 

Cuthill,  the  Rev.  Alexander,  minister  in  the  se- 
cond charge  of  the  Church  of  Ayr,  and  printer, 
publisher,  and  stationer,  in  Ayr. 

Gibson,  Thomas,  mason  and  builder  in  Perth. 

•Greenhill,  James,  merchant  and  corn-dealer  in 
Newburgh. 

•Harthill,  John,  merchant  in  Aberdeen. 

Lavrrie,  Archibald,  upholsterer,  Edinburgh. 

-M'Lean,  Captain  Hector,  wool  and  kelp  merchant, 
Carsaig,  Island  of  Mull. 

Munro,  Hugh,  spirit-dealer,  Queensferry-street, 
Edinburgh. 

•Paterson,  John,  merchant  in  Stirling. 

Rose,  William,  merchant  in  Glasgow. 

Virtue,  James  &  Co.  merchants  in  Edinburgh. 


DIVIDENDS. 

Gillespie,  Colin,  merchant  in  Glasgow ;  a  2d  di- 
vidend on  9th  December. 

Harkness,  Robert,  of  Innishenrusk,  in  Cowal, 
Argyllshire,  wool  and  cattle  merchant,  sometime 
residing  there ;  a  dividend  after  5th  December. 

Kerr,  Alexander,  haberdasher  and  silk-mercer, 
South  Bridge-street,  Edinburgh ;  a  first  divi- 
dend after  22d  December. 

Moffat,  John,  merchant,  Lerwick  ;  a  dividend  af- 
ter 9th  December. 

Weir,  William,  sheep  and  cattle  dealer  in  Darley, 
parish  of  Bar ;  a  dividend  after  6th  January. 

Wylie,  William,  the  deceased,  manufacturer  in 
Paisley;  a  fourth  and  final  dividend  after  26th 
December. 


APPOINTMENTS,  PROMOTIONS,  &c. 


Brevet.          Major  Hon.  J.  Finch,  h.  p.  R.  W.  I. 

Ran.  Lieut.  Col.  in  the  Army,  25 

Oct.  1823 

I  Life  Gds.  Cor.  and  Sub-Lt.  Hon.  H.  M.  Upton, 

Lt.  by  p.  vice  Moseley,  pro.  10  Oct. 

C.  Heneage,  Cor.  and  Sub-Lt.  by  p. 

do. 

'  3  Dr.  Gds.    Lt.  Bolton,  Adj.  vice  Towel,  res.  Adj. 
only  6  Nov. 

7  Vet.  Surg.  Anderson,  from  h.  p.  24 

Dr.  Vet.  Surg.  vice  Nesbitt,  dead 
do._ 

8  Dr.  As.  Sur.  Farnden,  from  70  F.  As. 

Surg.  vice  Carter,  dead  do. 

10  Surg.  M'Roberts,  from  78  F.  Surg. 

vice  Chermside,  h.  p.  30  Oct. 

I 1  Cor.  Partride,  Lt.  by  p.  vice  Crole, 

41  F.  do. 

C.  Johnson,  Cor.  by  p.  do. 

'12  Reg.  Serg.  Maj.  White,  Qua.  Master. 

vice  Bull,  dead  do. 

Lt.  Lane,  Capt.  by  p.  vice  Patton, 

ret,  6  Nov. 

Cor.  Hariugton,  Lt.  by  p.  do. 

W.  Hyde,  Cor.  by  p.  "  do. 

14  Lt.  Gen.  Sir  J.  O.  Vandeleur,  K.C.B. 

Col.  vice  E.  of  Bridgewater,  dead, 

28  Oct. 

Gren.Gds.     Bt.  Maj.  Hon.  R.  Clements,  Capt. 

and  Lt.  Col.  by  p.  vice  Packe,  ret. 

6  Nov. 

Lt.  Lyster,  Lt.  and  Capt.  by  p.     do. 

7  F.  Lt.  Orr,  Adj.  vice  Hay,  res.  Adj.  only 

23  Oct. 

23  Bt.  Lt.  Col.  Dalmer,  Maj.  by  p.  vice 

Keightley,  prom.  16  do. 

1st  Lt.  Beale,  Capt  by  p.  30  do. 

2d  Lt.  Mathison,  1st  Lt.  by  p.        do. 

G.  Beauclerk,  2d  Lt.  by  p.-       30  do. 


2-1 


2.3 


G«  K.  Tucker,  Ens.  by  p.  vice  Ben- 
net,  prom.  do. 

Lt.  Miller,  Ad.  viceM'Leod,  res.  Adj. 
only  6  Nov . 

57  Hosp.    AB.    Neill,    As.    Surg.    vive 

Robertson,  70  F.  do. 

59  Lt.  Gen.  Sir  G.  Airey.    K.C.B.  Col. 

vice  Gen.  N.  Balfour,  dead  28  Oct. 
41  Lt.  Crole,  from  11   Dr.  Capt.  by  p. 

vice  Johnson,  cancelled          30  do. 
57  As.  Surg.  Latham,  from  h.  p.  54  F 

As.  Surg.  vice  Inglis,  dead     23  do. 
67  Ens.  Pilford.  Lt.  vice  Lascelles,  dead 

30  do. 
L.  Carey,  Ens.  do. 

70  As.  Surg.  Robertson,  from  37  F.  As 

Surg.  vice  Farnden,  8  Dr.     6  Nov. 

71  Lt.  Dashwood.  Capt.  by  p.  vice  Roy, 

ret.  23  Oct. 

J.  Barry,  Ens.  by  p.  do. 

74  Lt  Yates,  from  Cape  Corps,  Lt.  vice 

Herron,  h.  p.  24  F.  6  Nov. 

78  Staff  Surg.  Bolton,  from  h.  p.  Surg. 

vice  M'Roberts,  10  Dr.        30  Oct. 

84  Capt.  Cruise,  Maj.  by  p.  vice  Arden, 

prom.  6  Nov. 

92  Ens.  Bayly,  Lt.  vice  Sutherland,  ret. 

23  Oct. 

W.  E.  Sawbridge,  Ens.  by  p.         do- 

W.  I.  R.    Lt.  Hughes,  from  h.  p.  2d  Bahama 

Gn.  Comp.  Qua.  Mast,  vice  Dukes. 

h.  p.  do. 

Ceyl.  Reg.     2d  Lt  Lewis,   1st  Lt.  vice  Burke, 

dead  do. 

R.  Jefferson,  2d  Lt.  do. 

Cape  Corps  (Inf.)  Lt.  Harvey,  from  24  h.  p.  Lt. 

vice  Yates,  74  F.  6  Nov. 

1  fl.  Vet.  Bn.Lt.  Rawstorne,  from  h.  p.  10  F.  Lt. 

25  OM. 
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,  Prum<  tions, 


CDec. 


1  R.  Vet.  Bn.  Lieut.  Knox,  fromh.  p.  3  F.       do. 

-  Collins,  from  h.  p.  26  F.     do. 

-  Flccson,  from  h.  p.  Afr.  Corps. 

do. 

-  Fielding,  from  h.  p.  3  F.     do. 
--  Frazer,  from  h.  p.  56  F.      do. 
---  Nicholls,  from  h.-p.  51  F.  do. 

-  Johnson,  from  h.  p.  5  F.     do. 

-  Thomson,  from  late  9  Vet.  Bn. 
Lt.  do. 

As.  Surg.  Keoghoe,  from  h.  p.  44  F. 

As.  Surg.  do. 

Lt.  Bell,  from  h.  p.  2  Gn.  Bn.  Lt.  do. 

-  Stewart,  from  h.  p.  95  F.    do. 

-  O'Neill,  from  h.  p.  83  F.     do. 

-  -  Dickens,  from  h.  p.  28  F.  do. 

-  Kirkley,  from  h.  p.  Rifle  Brig. 

do. 

-  Butler,  from  h.  p.  37  F.      do. 

-  Waddell,  from  h.  p.  48  F.  do. 

-  M'  Grath,  from  h.  p.  90  F.  do. 
--  Griesbach,  from  h*.    p.  .  Meu- 

ron's  Reg.  Lt.  do. 

Staff  As.  Surg.  Lawder,  As'.  Surg.  do. 
Lt.  Crofton,  from  h.  p.  Yk.  Lt.  Inf. 

Vol.  Lt.  do. 

-  Waters,  from  h.  p.  83  F.     do. 

-  O'Reilly,  from  h.  p.  6  Gn.  Bn. 

do. 

-  M'Kenzie,  from  h.p.  72  F.  do. 

-  Scarman,  from  h.  p,  67  F.  do. 

-  O'Beirne,  from  h.  p.  96  F.  do. 

-  Bowen,  from  h.  p.  65  F.     do. 

-  Dickson,  from  h.  p.  25  F.  do. 
Ens.  Harrison,  from  h..  p.  81  F.  Ens. 

vice  Greenham,  ret  list.  do. 

-  Lane,  Adj.   vice  Yellon,  ret. 
list.  do. 

As.  Surg.  Gardiner,  from  h.  p.  53  F. 
As.  Surg.  do. 

Unattached. 

Major  Hon.  R.  P.  Arden,  from  84  F. 
Lt.  Col.  of  Inf.  by  p.  vice  M.  Gen. 
Chabot,  ret.  •  30  Oct.  1823. 

Hospital  Staff. 

Surg.  Maling,  from  h.  p.  Surg.  vice 

Clarke,  prom.  3  July,  1823. 

As.  Surg.  Clifford,  from  h.  p.  68  F. 

As.  Surg.  vice  Finlayson,  cancelled 

23  Oct. 

--  Magrath,  from  h.  p.  20  Dr. 

As.  Surg.  vice  Lawder,  2  R.  Vet. 

Bn.  6  Nov. 

Hosp.  As.  Gallagher,  from  h.  p.  Hos. 

As.  vice  Lough,  h.  p.  23  Oct. 

J.  Wylie,  Hosp.  As.  vice  Neill,  70  F. 

6  Nov. 

Exchanges. 

Lt.  Col.  Popham,  from  24  F.  with  Lt.  Col.  Fle- 

ming, h.  p.  53  F. 
Major  Jonson,  from  95  F.  with  Major  Allen,  h.  p. 

Bt  Maj.  Mackworth,  from  13  Dr.  rec.  diff.  with 

Capt.  Heyman,  h.  p.  8  Dr. 
Capt.  Webb,  from  Rifle  Brig.  do.  with  Captain 

Stevenson,  h.  p.  12  F. 
Lieut.  Towell,  from  3  Dr  G.  dowith  Lieut  Todd, 

h.  p.  8  Dr. 

-  Smith,  from  4  Dr.  G.  do.  with  Lieut.  Nash, 
h.  p.  21  Dr. 

-  Grayson,  from  15    F.    with    Lieut.    Ham- 
mond, h.  p.  94  F. 

-  M'Leod  from  25  F.  with  Lieut.  O'Brien,  h. 
p.  22  Dr. 

Cornet  Cunninghame,  from  5   Dr.   G.  rec.  diff. 

with  Cornet  Sir  W.  H.  Clarke,  Bt.  h.  p. 
Ensign  Young,  from  17  F.  with  Ensign  Farwell, 

31  F. 

-  Michel,  from  27  F.  with  Ensign  Sleator.  60  F. 


Ensign  Collings,  from  60  F.  rec.  diff.  with  Ensign 

Fothergil),  h.  p.  85  F. 

Assist.  Surg.  M'Clintock,  from  1  Dr.  with  Assist. 
Surg.  Tedlie,  h.  p.  89  F. 

Retignatteatt  and  Retirements' 

Maj.  Gen.  Vise.  Chabot,  late  of  5  F. 
Col.  H.  P.  L'Estrange,  King's  County  Mil. 
Lieut.  Col.  Packe,  Gren.  Gds. 
Capt.  Patton,  12  Dr. 

Roy,  7  IF. 

Lieut.  Sutherland,  92  F. 

Appointment  Cancelled. 
Capt.  Johnson,  41  F. 

Deaths. 

Gen.  Sir  A.  Farrington,  Bt.  Roy.  Art.  Director 
General  of  the  Field  Train,  Dep.  Blackheath. 
Kent.  3  Nov.  1823. 

Barclay,   late  of  Roy.  Marines,   Taunton, 

If  "da 

Lieut.  General  Peche,  East  India  Comp.  Serv. 

April. 
Maj.  Gen.  Steuart,  late  of  1st  F.  Edinburgh,  Sep.  23 

Durand,  East  India  Comp.  Serv.  Fort 

St  George,  East  Indies,  24  Dec.  1822. 

Col.  Uniacke,  h.p.  104  F.  31  Oct. 

Chichester,  Cardigan  Mil.  23  Oct. 

Lieut.  Col.  Miller,    87  F.  Ghazeepore,   Bengal, 
17  May. 

Earl  of  Athlone,  h.  p.  95  F. 

Sir  M.  Grant,  K.C.B.  h.  p.  Portugal 

.Serv.  MacKrach,  near  Granton,  22  Oct. 

Capt.  Lennon,  h.  p.  R.  Wagg,  Train,         25  Oct. 

Kelly  h.  p.  80  F.  Clashmore,  Youghall, 

21  Oct. 

Gardiner,  h.  p.  89  F.  Isleworth,  Middlesex, 

16  Sept. 

Hunt,  h.  p.  York  Rang.  London,     17  July. 

Ubaldini,  h.  p.  Malta  Regt. 

de  Harling,  h.  p.  2  Dr.  Germ.  Leg.    7  Nov. 

Taylor,  of  late  5  Vet  Bn.  St.  Athan,  9  May. 

Finch,  of  late  9  Vet.  Bu.  10  Oct 

Lieut  Stuart,  32  F.  Corfu,  23  Aug. 

Bowra,  64  F.  I.  of  Wight,  8  Nov. 

Hon.  F.  Lascelles,  67  F.  London. 

J.  Gordon,  late  Invalids,  July. 

Doughty,  do.  .  29  Oct. 

Rushton,  do.  24  Jan. 

Aitkin,  of  late  4  Vet.  Bn.  Jedburgh,  North 

Briton,  10  Sept. 

Mussen,  h.  p.  3  Dr. 

Crawford,  h.  p.  2  F.  Lambeth,          24  Sept. 

Daniel,  h.  p.  12  F.  Wheelock,  Chrshire, 

12  Oct. 

Doig,  h.  p.  23  F.  Sept 

Barr,  h.  p.  26  F.  26  do. 

Donald  Campbell,  h.  p.  27  F. 

Mulkern,  h.  p.  65  F. 

Uniacke,  h.  p.  66  F. 

Duff,  h.  p.  67  F.  Isle  of  Man, 


Ruddiman,  h.  p.  71  F. 

Andrews,  h.  p.  84  F. 

Peters,  h.  p.  88  F. 

Patton,  late  6  Vet.  Bn. 


21  Nov. 
Aug. 
10  July. 
290ct 
13  Sept. 
21  May 
18  Feb. 
8  Oct. 


Frey,  h.  p.  Roll's  Regt. 

Robertson,  Stirling,  Mil.  Edinburgh,  25  Oct. 

Ens.  Le  Mesurier,  h.  p.  9  F.  1  >  Mar. 

Cheney,  h.  p.  72  F.  14  Dec. 

Chap.  Pulejo,  h.  p.  Sicilian  Regt. 

Qu.  Mast.  Bull,  12  Dr.  Cork,  21  Oct. 

Andrews,  h.  p.  72  F.  22  Jan. 

Elliott,  So.  Devon  Milit. 

Med.  Dep.  Surg.  Gruskopff,.  h.  p.  1  Dr.  Germ. 

Leg.  21  Apr. 

Surg.  Dunn,  Ayr,  Milit. 

Staff  Assist.  Surg.  Rossiter,  Frome, 

Sommersetshire,  7  Sept. 
Assist  Surg.  Duval,  h.  p.  1  Lt  Inf. 

Germ.  Leg. 
.  Dep.  Purv.  Sherrin,  h.  p, 


BIRTHS,  MARRIAGES,  AND  DEATHS. 


BIRTHS. 

Feb.  3.  At  Surat,  the  Lady  of  Edward  Grant, 
Esq.  of  the  Civil  Service,  Bombay  Establishment, 
of  a  son. 

25.  At  Madras,  the  Lady  of  J.  Macleod,  Esq.  of 
.1  son. 

Aug.  16.  At  Mount  Atlas,  Jamaica,  the  Lady 
of  Hmton  Spalding,  Esq.  M.  D.  of  a  daughter. 


27.  In  George's  Square,  Mrs  Captain  Mackenzie, 
of  a  daughter. 

Oct.  30.  At  Copenhagen,  the  Consort  of  Prince 
William  of  Hesse,  of  a  daughter. 

31.  At  Balnamoon,  the  Lady  of  James  Carnegy, 
Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

Nov.  7.  At  Brechin,  the  Lady  of  John  Guthrie, 
Esq.  banker,  of  a  daughter. 
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7.  In  York  Place,  London,  the  Lady  of  Joseph      bella,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late  Major  Wm. 
Hume,  Esq.  M.  P.  of  a  daughter.  Wilson,  of  Polmally. 

—  At  Oatfield,  East  Lothian,  Mrs  Alex.  Burn,  —  James  Begbie,  M.  D.  to  Eliza,  second  daugh- 


of  a  daughter. 

9.  At  Crook,  near  Stirling,  Mrs  Micking,  of 
twin  sons. 

12.  At  Portsmouth,  the  Lady  of  Major-General 
Sir  James  Lyon,  K.  C.  B.  of  a  daughter. 

—  At  Cargen,  the  Lady  of  William  Stothert, 
Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

14.  At  Belmont,  the  Lady  of  Mathew  Fortescue, 
Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

15.  Lady  Dunbar  of  Boath,  of  a  son. 

16.  At  Greenbank,  near  Glasgow,   Mrs  W.  D. 
Blair,  of  a  daughter. 

—  Mrs  Clarke  of  Comrie,  of  a  daughter. 

—  Mrs  William  Young,  Great  King  Street,  of 
a  daughter. 

—  At  Wheatfield  House,  the  Lady  of  Mark 
Sprot,  Esq.  of  Garnkirk,  of  a  daughter,  still-born. 

J6.  At  Greenock,  the  Lady  of  Lieut-Colonel 
Douglas,  79th  Regiment,  of  a  son. 

18.  At  Blackheath,  the  Lady  of  Captain  P.  H. 
Bridges,  R.  N.  ot  a  daughter. 

—  At  Shrubhill,  Leith  Walk,  the  Lady  of  John 
Mansfield,  Esq.  of  a  daughter. 

20.  At  Hillhousefield,  Mrs  James  Borth wick,  of 
a  daughter. 

—  Mrs  Tod,  45,  Charlotte  Square,  of  a  daugh- 
ter. 

2,5.  At  Larchgrove,  near  Edinburgh.  Mrs  Dr 
Morison,  of  a  son,  being  her  fifteenth  child. 

Lately.  In  Castle  Street,  the  Lady  of  Colonel 
O'Connel,  73d  Regiment,  of  a  daughter. 

MARRIAGES. 

Jan.  21.  At  Googry,  East  Indies,  Joseph  Wool- 
ley,  Esq.  assistant-surgeon  2d  battalion  Cth  Regi- 
ment, to  Mary,  eldest  daughter  of  Lieut.-Colonel 
W.  G.  Maxwell,  commanding  that  battalion. 

Feb.  8.  At  Bengal,  Thomas  Reid  Davidson,  Esq. 
of  the  Civil  Service,  to  Helen  Eliza,  eldest  daugh- 
ter of  Lieut-Colonel  J.  Paton,  Commissary-Ge- 
neral in  Bengal. 

June  '•>.  At  Bombay,  Donald  Smith  Young,  Esq. 
of  the  Hon.  East  India  Company's  Medical  Ser- 
vice, Madras  Establishment,  to  Mary,  second 
daughter  of  Campbell  Mackintosh,  Esq.  of  Dal- 
rnigavie,  Inverness-shire. 

July  14.  (O.  S.)  At  St  Petersburgh,  Colin 
Campbell  Sawers,  Esq.  merchant,  St  Petersburgh, 
to  Miss  Marjory  Forman,  of  that  city. 

Oct.  17.  At  Kiiigsburgh,  Isle  of  Skye,  the  Rev. 
Roderick  M'Leod,  minister  of  Brackadale,  to 
Miss  Ann  M'Donald;  and  on  Nov.  2d,  George 
Gun,  Esq.  to  Miss  Margaret  M'Donald,  both 
daughters  of  D.  M'Donald,  Esq.  of  Skeabost. 

23.  At  Sheriff  Mill,  near  Elgin,  Alex.  Suther- 
and,  Esq.  Rose  Valley,  to  Ann,  daughter  of  John 
Innes,  Esq. 

27.  At  Denbie,  Thomas  Dickson,  Esq.  of  Lon- 
don, to  Mary,  second  daughter  of  Lieut.-Colonel 
Carruthers  of  Denbie. 

30.  At  Wandsworth,  Archibald  Montgomery 
Maxwell,  Captain  in  the  Royal  Artillery,  to  Mary, 
third  daughter  of  John  Falconer  Atlec,  Esq.  of 
West  Hill  House,  Wandsworth. 

Nov.  1.  James  Webster,  Esq.  of  Balmuir,  For- 
farshire,  and  of  West  Ham,  Essex,  to  Miss  Eliza- 
beth Ramsay,  of  Mark  Lane. 

3.  At  Bush  House,  Fisherrow,  Lieut.  Patrick 
Kerr,  Royal  Navy,  to  Helen,    daughter  of   Mr 
Robert  Mitchell,  wood-merchant. 

4.  In  Castle  Street,  Lieut.  Henry  Steele,  of  the 
Royal  Navy,  to  Margaret,  third  daughter  of  the 
late  Captain  John  Stenhouse,  of  the  20th  Regi- 
ment of  Foot. 

—  At  Haddington,  Mr  James  Gibson,  to  Mary 
Ann,  youngest  daughter  of  the  late  Robert  Somer- 
ville,  Esq.  surgeon  there. 

G.  At  Barossa  Place,  Perth,  Mr  William  Wilson, 
bookseller,  Edinburgh,  to  Margaret,  eldest  daugh- 
ter of  the  late  John  White,  Esq. 

10.  At  Mary-le-bone  Church,   London,  Walter 
Stevenson   Davidson,   Esq.  of  Inchmarlo,   Kin- 
cardineshire,  to  Anne,  only  daughter  of  Gilbert 
Mathison,  Esq. 

—  At  Stirling,  John  Telford,  Esq,  cashier  of 
the  Stirling  Bank,  to  Jane,   eldest  daughter  of 
Thomas  Wright,  Esq.  of  Glenny,  late  Provost  of 
Stirling. 

12.  At  Polmally  Glen,  Urquhart,  Inverness-shire, 
Sir  Charles  Chambers,  one  of  the  Judges  of  the 
Supreme  Couit  of  Judicature  at  Bombay,  to  Isa- 


ter  of  the  late  Robert  Spsare,  Esq.  of  Millbank, 
Cheshire. 

13.  At  Auchindinny,  Mr  James  Ritchie,  sta- 
tioner, Edinburgh,  to  Janet,  eldest  daughter  of 
Mr  George  Laing,  paper  manufacturer  there. 

13.  Lieut.- Colonel  Colquhoun,  to  Magdalene, 
fourth  daughter  of  John  Stein,  Esq.  of  Kennet- 
pans. 

17.  Henry  Bellenden  Ker,  Esq.  of  Lincoln's 
Inn,  London,  to  Elizabeth  Ann,  eldest  daughter  of 
Edward  Clarke,  Esq.  of  Cheshunt,  Herts. 

19.  At  Staple  Grove  near  Taunton,  Major 
Stepney  Co  well,  of  the  Coldstream  Guards,  to 
Euphemia  Jemima,  eldest  daughter  of  General 
John  Murray,  and  sister  to  Major-General  Murray, 
Lieutenant-Governor  of  Demerara. 

24.  At  Glasgow,  Matthew  Fleming,  Esq.  mer- 
chant, to  Jane,  eldest  daughter  of  the  late  Robert 
Strang,  Esq. 

—  At  Kinnaber,  near  Montrose,  William  Smart, 
Esq.  of  Cononsyth,  to  William,  daughter  to  R 
Gibson,  Esq. 

—  At  Millfield,  by  Leven,  Mr  Henry  Balfour, 
Durie,  to  Agnes,  eldest  daughter  of  Mr  Robert 
Bisset,  Millfield. 

25.  At  Glasgow,  Henry  Houldsworth,  jun.  Esq. 
to  Helen,  only  daughter  of  the  late  James  Hamil- 
ton, Esq.  of  Glasgow. 

—  At  Dolphingston,  Mr  Samuel  Johnston,  Bar- 
bauchlaw,  to  Christiana  Mary,  daughter  of  Mr 
James  Cunningham. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  David  Robertson,  mer- 
chant,  Grangemouth,  to  Euphemia>  daughter  .of 
John  Charles,  Esq.  Sciennes  Street. 

27.  At  the  Manse  of  Methlick,  James  Nieol,  Esq. 
advocate  in  Aberdeen,  to  Barbara,  only  daughter 
of  the  late  Rev.  George  Allan,  minister  of  New- 
hills. 

29.  At  Rankillor  Street,  Edinburgh,  Mr  John 
C.  Tweedie,  merchant,  Leith,  to  Helen,  only 
daughter  of  Alexander  Cunningham,  Esq. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  on  Saturday,  Sir  Abraham 
Elton,   Bart,  of  Cleveden   Court,   Somerset,    to 
Mary,  eldest  daughter  of  the  lute  William  Stewart, 
Esq.  of  Castle  Stewart,   and  niece  of  Kenneth 
Earl  of  Scaforth, 

DEATHS. 

Dec.  K.  1822.  At  Canton,  Captain  Thomas  San- 
ders, of  the  Orwell,  Indiaman. 

Feb.  11, 1*2,3.  AtChuuar,  Bengal,  Lieut.  Georce 
Gordon,  of  the  21st  Regiment,  N.  I.  and  Fo'rt 
Adjutant  at  Chunar. 

Mar.  20.  At  Fort  Marlborough,  Beacoolen,  the 
lady  of  Lieut-Colonel  M 'Innes,  of  the  Hon.  East 
India  Company's  service. 

April  21.  At  Choadiinghow,  East  Indies,  Lieut, 
John  Hadaway,  24th  Native  Infantry,  Bengal, 
surveyor  of  Government  lands  in  Rochilcuud, 
and  eldest  son  of  the  late  Patrick  Hadaway  Esci 

Aug.  30.  At  St  Thomas's  in  the  East,  Jamaica, 
Mrs  Monro  of  Novar. 

Oct.  3.  At  Rasay  House,  the  same  day  with  her 
brother,  James  M'Leod  of  Rasay,  Mrs  "Martin  of 
Attadale. 

4.  At  Xerez  de  la  Frontera,  in  Spain,  James 
Gordon,  Esq.  senior  partner  of  the  old  established 
house  of  Gordon  &  Co.  of  said  city. 

11.  At  Auchtermuchty,  Mr  James  Bowes,  sur- 
geon, aged  74. 

16.  At  his  residence,  in  the  Royal  Arsenal, 
Woolwich,  Lieut-General  Baily  Willington,  Colo- 
nel Commandant  of  the  2d  Battalion  of  the  Royal 
Regiment  of  Artillery. 

19.  At  Perth,  Mrs  Hosack,  wife  of  Dr  Hosack, 
physician  there,  late  surgeon  to  his  Majesty's  forces. 

20.  At  Edinburgh,  David  Rutherford,  youngest 
son  of  the  Rev.  James  Rutherford,  minister  of 
Hownam. 

24.  At  Musselburgh,  Mrs  William  Charles,  jun. 

25.  At  Elie,  Fifeshire,  Dr  John  Croley,  late 
surgeon  to  the  Canadian  North-AVest  Company. 

—  At  Lynlish,  near  Granton,  Lieut.  Colonel  Sir 
Maxwell  Grant,  K.C.B.  late  of  the  42d  Highland- 
en. 

26.  At  Gremston  Lodge,  Yorkshire,  Mrs  Hag- 
gerston,  jun.  of  Ellingham. 

—  At  Muttonhole,  Mr  Robert  Renton,  farmer 
there. 

27.  At  Rink,  Mr  Thomas  Arras,  farmer,  Craig- 
crook. 
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28.  At  Stronmess,  Henry  Cruickshauk,  Esq.  of 
Hoy. 

30.  Mary  Roper  Paton,  youngest  daughter  of 
Mr  John  Paton,  builder. 

—  Suddenly,  Robert  Elliot,  Esq.  of  Pinnacle- 
hill. 

31.  At  the  Hague,  of  apoplexy,  the  Earl  of 
Atholne. 

—  At  Newbigging,  Musselburgh,  Captain  John 
Thomson,  late  of  the  69th  regiment. 

Nov.  1.  At  Altona,  Mr  H.  W.  Von  Gustenberg, 
one  of  the  veterans  of  the  German  Literature  and 
Poetry,  having  nearly  completed  his  88th  year. 

—  At  Inveresk,  Mrs  Taylor,  wife  of  John  Tay- 
lor, Esq.  of  the  Exchequer. 

—  At  Glasgow,   Mrs  Kennedy,  wife  of  James 
Kennedy,  Esq.  M.  D.  physician. 

—  At  Dumfries,  Miss  Margaret  Lawrie,  young- 
er sister  of  the  late  General  Sir  Robert  Lawrie  of 
Maxwelton,  Bart. 

—  At  Nith  Bank,  Walter  Ritchie,  Esq.   late 
Lieutenant  14th  Light  Dragoons. 

2.  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  George  Wilson,  writer. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  John  Spence,  solicitor  in 
the  Supreme  Courts  of  Scotland. 

3.  At  15,  London  Street,  Edinburgh,  Mr  John 
Wright,  merchant. 

—  At  the  Castlehill,  Edinburgh,  Mr  Andrew 
Rochead,  musical-instrument  maker,  in  the  86th 
year  of  his  age. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Rebecca,  second  daughter  of 
Mr  William  Boyd,  W.  S. 

—  At  Balbegno,  in  Kincardineshire,  Mrs  Ram- 
say, wife  of  Captain  Thomas  Ramsay,  half-pay 
14th  foot. 

—  At  Blackheath,  General  Sir  Anthony  Far- 
rington,  Batt.  D.C.L.  commandant  of  the  1st  bat- 
talion royal  artillery,  and  director  general  of  the 
field  train  department,  aged  83;  he  had  been  in 
the  army  68  years,  and  was  the  oldest  officer  in  the 
British  service. 

4.  At  the  Manse  of  Urquhart,  Sarah  Louisa, 
daughter  of  the  Rev.  William  Smith  of  Petty. 

—  At  New  Saughton,  John  Hope  Watson,  se- 
cond son  of  the  deceased  James  Watson,  Esq.  of 
Saughton,  aged  6  years. 

—  At  Edinburgh,   Robina,  youngest  daughter 
of  Mr  Alexander  Douglas,  W.  S. 

5.  At  Edinburgh,  Miss  Jane  Grant  Simpson, 
third  daughter  'of  John  Simpson,  Esq.  late  captain 
in  the  27th  regiment  of  foot,  formerly  captain  in 
the  Inverness-shire  militia. 

—  The  Honourable  Frederick  Eden,  eldest  son 
of  Lord  Henley. 

—  At  Kettle  Manse,  Fife,   Helen  Moncrieff, 
fifth  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Dr  Barclay. 

—  At  London,  in  her  20th  year,  Mary,  only 
daughter  of  the  late  Robert  Hamilton,  Esq.  of 
Queenston,  Upper  Car.ada. 

—  At  Weymouth,  Colonel  Chichester,  of  Ar- 
lington, Devonshire. 

—  At  Berwick,  suddenly,  Mr  Henry  Richard- 
son, proprietor  and  printer  of  the  Berwick  Adver- 
tiser. 

—  Ann  White,    wife  of  John  Wigham,  jun. 
Salisbury  Road,  Edinburgh. 

6.  At  Falkirk,  Charles  Mackintosh,  Esq.  in  the 
28th  year  of  his  age. 

7.  At  Edinburgh,  Niel  Gow,  son  of  Mr  Na- 
thaniel Gow,  music-seller. 

—  At  Musselburgh,  Jessy,  youngest  daughter 
of  Mr  George  Stuart,  merchant  there. 

10.  At  Belfast,  the  Rev.  Josias  Alexander,  pas- 
tor of  the   Reformed  Presbyterian  congregation 
there,  and  teacher  of  mathematics  in  the  Belfast 
Academy. 

—  At  Edinburgh,   Anna,    eldest    daughter  of 
David  George  Sancleman,  Esq.  Springland. 

—  Mrs  Stewart  of  Alderston. 

—  Mr  Charles  Broughton,  W.  S.  accountant  in 
Edinburgh. 

11.  Robert  Lorimer,  Esq.  of  Holmhcad,  resi- 
ding at  Kirkland,  near  Sanquhar. 

—  At  Kingsbarns,  Mrs  Moncrieff,  widow  of  the 
Rev.  David  Moncricll'  of  Whitewells,  minister  of 
Redgorton. 

—  At  London,  Lord  Chief  Baron  Richards. 

12.  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  William  Sibbald,  archi- 
tect and  builder. 


13.  At  Edinburgh,  David  Forrc»t,  Esq.  solicitor 
in  the  Supreme  Courts. 

14.  At  Edinburgh,   Mrs  Ross,  widow  of  Hugh 
Ross,  Esq.  of  Kerse. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Mr  John  Murray,  baker. 

15.  At  London,  the  Earl  of  Portmore,  aged  78. 

—  At  Jersey,  on  the  15th  inst.  aged  45,  of  apo- 
plexy, John  Dumaresq,  Esq.  his  Majesty's  Attor- 
ney-General, and  colonel  of  the  1st  regiment  of 
militia  of  that  island. 

16.  At  Edinburgh,  Henrietta,  youngest  daugh- 
ter of  Sir  Robert  Dundas,  Bart. 

—  At  Kirkden,  the  Rev.  William  Milligan,  mi- 
nis "cr  of  tlvit  parish,  in  the  90th  year  of  his  age, 
and  'i(Kh  of  liis  ministry. 

—  At  Dumbarton,  Walter,  youngest  son  of  Mr 
Archibald  Colquhoun,  writer. 

—  At  Smeaton,  Lady  Buchan  Hepburn,  widow 
of  Sir  George  Buchan  Hepburn,  Bart,  one  of  the 
Barons  of  the  Court  of  Exchequer  in  Scotland. 

—  At  Glasgow,  Mr  Robert  Watson,  merchant, 
aged  5!>. 

—  At  Balveny,  Captain  A.  Cameron,  late  of 
the  Scots  Brigade. 

17.  At  Innergellie,  Robert  Lumsdaine,  Esq.  of 
Innergellie. 

—  At  Hexhara,  Elizabeth,  infant  daughter  of 
the  Rev.  James  Richardson,  minis  :er  of  the  Pres- 
byterian Church  there. 

—  At  Port  Elliot,  John  Earl  of  St  Germans. 

—  At  Methven  Manse,  the  Rev.  John  Do  we, 
minister  of  that  parish,  in  the  78th  year  of  his  age, 
and  51st  of  his  ministry. 

18.  At  14,  George  Street,.  Mrs  Turner,  former- 
ly residing  at  Ne-wbattle. 

—  At  Ammomlale,  a  seat  of  his  brother,  the 
Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Buchan,— the  Right  lion. 
Tliomas  Lord  Erskinc,  K.  T.  third  son  of  the  de- 
ceased Henry  David,  Earl  of  Buchan,  a  Privy 
Councillor  and  late  Lord  High  Chancellor  of  Eng- 
land.    His  Lordship  is  succeeded  in  his  title  and 
estates  by  the  Hon.  David  Montague  Erskinc,  his 
eldest  son,  late  ambassador  to  the  United  States  of 
America. 

19.  At  his  house  in  Queen  Street,  George  Kin- 
near,  Esq.  banker  in  Edinburgh. 

—  John  Wilson,  Esq  of  Cultershogle,  merchant 
in  Dundee. 

UO.  In  Roxburgh  Street,  Robert,  aged  23,  third 
son  of  Mr  Adam  Anderson. 

—  At  his  house,  Hunter-Square,  Mr  John  Fer- 
guson, clothier. 

—  West  Bank,  Portobello,  Alexander,  fourth 
son  of  Mr  Alexander  Guthrie,  bookseller,  Edin- 
burgh. 

21.  At  his  house,  Trinity  Square,  London,  John 
Roebuck,  Esq. 

22.  At  Libberton,  Mr  Robert  Johnstone,  late 
merchant,  Port-Glasgow. 

23.  At  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Marion  Bell,  wife  of  Mr 
Andrew  Steelc,  of  Crosswoodhill,  W.  S. 

24.  In  New  Palace  Yard,  Westmins'.er,  Lon- 
don, Mrs  Bankes,  wife  of  the  Hon.  Member  foi 
Corse  Castle. 

—  At  Greenbank,  near  Glasgow,  Mrs  Jane  Bruce 
wife  of  William  Davidson  Blair,  Esq. 

25.  At  Edinburgh,  Mrs  Isabella  Cochrane,  re- 
lict of  Mr  James  Taylor,  Mound  Place. 

—  At  Edinburgh,   Mary   Ilooke  Geva,  iufaat 
daughter  of  Sir  James  Riddel,  Bart. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Charles,   youngest  son  of 
Charles  Tawse,  Esq.  W.  S. 

27.  In  Graham  Street,  Robert  Barclay,  only 
son  of  Mr  John  Sim,  accountant  of  the  Bank  of 
Scotland. 

Irately.  At  Petersburg!!,  the  celebrated  Stei- 
belt.  He  was  the  author  of  a  great  number  of 
musical  compositions ;  among  which,  is  the  fine 
opera  of  Romeo  and  Juliet.  lie  had  resided  for 
fifteen  years  in  St  Petersburgh,  and  acquired  a 
large  fortune. 

—  At  London,  Colonel  Lyon,  in  his  56th  year. 
He  expired  in  the  arms  of  his  son,  Captain  Lyon, 
of  the  Hecla,  recently  returned  from  the  North- 
ern Expedition. 

—  At  the  Manse  of  Glammis,  on  the  23d  ult. 
Barbara,  daughter  of  the  Rev.  James  Lyon. 

—  At  Edinburgh,  Miss  Jean  Baillie,  56,  Queen 
Street. 
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